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Chunhua walked along Shanti Boulevard in the darkness with lights from the road, illuminating the sidewalk next to the busy road. Cars zipped by on the left side of the concrete barrier trying to make the light at the intersection ahead. On the right side of the barrier old concrete apartment buildings stood as barriers with just a few lights coming from the windows above. The barber shops on the ground floor were closing up for the night with the employees going to sleep in their bedrooms.

Chunhua's red high heels clicked off the concrete as she approached the intersection and the convenience store on the opposite corner. Tonight's client was ok. A local businessman who wanted to get his kicks before he went home to his wife. There was a good chance his wife knew and Chunhua tried to avoid these situations but Chunhua needed the money. One of her regulars went back to Germany. She tried to avoid the private parties as much as possible, even though it meant her picking up another foreign or as a client. The Europeans paid better than the locals who used their empty apartments for fun.

Cars rushed by faster, trying to beat the light with Chunhua watching as they moved faster once the green turned to yellow. She reached the corner as the light turned red standing under a streetlight giving the people next to her on the left a bit of a show.

Chunhua shook her long, dark hair across the back of her faux fur coat. She needed to get it cut soon at a real hairdresser, not the barber shops with girls dressed in lingerie.

The man in the car waiting at the light took a long, disgusting look at Chunhua and her black miniskirt, red stockings that looked to be torn, faux fur coat, and red high heels. To him, she was nothing but a tramp that dishonored her family. 

The light changed and the man sped away, making a comment which Chunhua ignored. Who was he to judge her? The person never met her and did not know her family or life.

Chunhua crossed the street looking to the right. The elderly couple working a small food cart in front of the boarded-up server farm was still working so she might grab a kebab before heading home.

The doors to the convenience store opened almost blinding Chunhua with the lights and white everything. The convenience store was not clean, but the sheer amount of white was enough to cause her to blink a few times as her eyes adjusted to the light.

I need tea, but I can pick it up tomorrow at the mall in the tea shop. Better to buy it there than at the convenience store. Just a bottle of black tea to get the taste of the man's cock out of her mouth. 

Chunhua grabbed the tea and paid the cashier whose eyes looked her up and down more than a few times.

‘Two Yuan.’

‘Paid one yesterday.’

‘Whatever.’

Chunhua paid the man a Yuan and walked out the door over to the elderly couple running a small food cart next to their scooter. 

‘Bamboo. Spicy.’

‘Yuan.’

‘That one.’

The man's wife looked at her smartphone picking up thirty kebabs before she opened a door and disappeared down the steps into the server farm where people played games all night long on computers.

The man took her Yuan handing Chunhua the skewer she asked for leaving her to walk away while eating the spicy bamboo.

Chunhua walked back to the corner and down the street to the third apartment building wondering if her parents accepted her being transgender they would move to the city and start their own food cart. Maybe Chunhua could do one on her own. No, that would be dangerous and risky. You need a good location or you just scrape by.

Chunhua's high heels echoed off the tiled floor as she walked up the steps to the third floor not content to wait for the elevator. She winced with every step after the second floor until she walked into her one-bedroom apartment happy to be home again. 

The lights flickered on and Chunhua crashed on her couch eating her bamboo kebab as her phone buzzed. The apartment was sparse with a television, coffee table, couch, and some shelves. The kitchen was sparse as well with the exception of a rice cooker, no refrigerator. Those were for the middle class and besides what would she put in it?

Chunhua fished her smartphone out of her purse, placing the drink on her coffee table before checking her text messages to find one from her best friend, Lihua. 

‘U done,’ Lihua asked.

‘Yes,’ Chunhua texted back.

‘Back home?’

‘Yes.’

‘How was client?’

‘Dick tasted like peppers.’

‘Yuck.’

‘It is money. Small dick, but rough.’

‘Locals. You wanted big dick?’

‘Want rich dick.’

‘All want rich dick. Rich dick is biggest dick.’

‘Rich dick makes me scream all night.’

‘You want to go to Karaoke tomorrow?’

‘You want rich dick?’

‘European dick.’

‘Why not?’

‘Maybe you get rich dick.’

‘Kept girl would be nice.’

‘No pay rent.’

‘Yeah.’

‘Talk tomorrow.’

‘Night.’

‘Night.’

Chunhua put her phone down next to the kebab skewer picking up the bottle of black tea. She took a sip washing the taste of dick and spicy bamboo out of her mouth. Another night, more money. It would be nice to have a good boyfriend. A kept girl in a free apartment. After all, there were enough open apartments around Singapore. Being kept meant not having to pay expenses. There were enough kinky men around this city. Why can't she have a nice apartment. Actually, any other apartment would be nice. 

Chunhua sighed, taking another sip of tea, before taking a shower to wash the night off her body. When she exited the shower, she walked over to the coffee table, picking up her plastic bottle of black tea. One more sip standing naked in her apartment before heading off to bed.

The bedroom was as sparse as her living room with a bed and her closet, which held the dozen outfits she owned.

Chunhua drifted off to sleep dreaming of one day meeting the man of her dreams and then breasts, which would make her feel more feminine. 

Life in Singapore was lonely for Chunhua. When she was born, she knew that she was different from most boys gravitating towards the girls in the schoolyard. As Chunhua got older, she did well in school, getting straight A's, but never felt comfortable in her body. During her teen years, she felt conflicted between the internal pressures of wanting to transition and pleasing her parents.

When Chunhua came out after graduation her parents felt as though she disappointed her family. How could they be seen in public, in their rural town, with their son wanting to become a woman? 

Chunhua spent days crying in her room before moving to Singapore where she hoped she could transition and find others in similar situations. The first few months were tough as Chunhua relied on friends who went through similar circumstances. Some were like her who moved out of their parents’ house to the city and others left to earn money to send home to their families.

After a few months, Chunhua saved up enough to rent a small one-bedroom apartment. There was little in the way of furniture to host visitors, but Chunhua had a roof over her head making her more secure. More money could go to her transition and building up a wardrobe of sexy clothing. Maybe one day, she could afford breasts like her friend Qiang. Breasts would make her feel more feminine and, more importantly, be a good investment. 

Chunhua drifted off to sleep happy and content with her life. She did not have much, but what little she had was enough.

The next day Danny sat in his office forty stories above ground level looking out over Singapore. His time was almost up and he would be returning to New York in six months. The past year was incredible. He never dreamed of working in banking in Singapore. The contacts, job, and experience would benefit him all of his life.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
(Ll

LTI 71 #7 A

Sag ag \\hh\i\h\\\\\\\\ 5 \“
h\hih\\\i\\\\ 1

(777 h\\\h\\\\\\\\\\\\\\“\ Z

\\\h\\h\\\h\\\\\ 2
\\\\\h\sﬁ\\\\ 7
\\\\\\h\ 7% o
Y 007777 Z
e ss g
e s

\
\
\

2






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





