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Bangkok. 

I showed up at 8:25 in a thunderstorm, bumpy flight from Taiwan to BKK airport. My wrinkled dress shirt was ready for a bath and parts of my t-shirt were stuck to my back. I took a cab to my hotel near Nana plaza the biggest adult playground in Bangkok.  After I cleaned up I headed to the roof top pool and small bar. And there she was, wet hair, black one piece French cut swimsuit with a 3 Palm trees on the front, one at each breast and one at her crotch. She was leaning over the infinity pool like gravity was optional. She looked my way and smiled as I was walking toward her. The rain had stopped and there was still thunder and lightening in the distance.  I said hello there. You’re American, she said, like it was a diagnosis. You’re wet, I said back. She laughed sharp, like a tuk-tuk horn. I rarely ask for names its so unimportant. She introduced herself as  Pim Or Poom. One of those. She walked out of the pool and headed to the little tiki bar sat at a tall chair with a towel and a black dress laying over the rest.  She ordered two rums and sodas Sang Som the local Thai rum. She handed me one, said if you buy me this, I’ll show you the city. If you don’t, I’ll push you in. I bought.

Drink slow, she said. Rooftop thunder makes you dramatic. Lightning hit the spire; the whole city blinked. Thirty minutes later we’re making out in a service elevator that smelled like bleach and fish sauce.  Next morning she’s gone, but my shirt’s folded on the pillow with a lipstick kiss on the collar. No note. Just a receipt: ฿750 for the drinks, plus tax. That’s Bangkok. You pay for everything, even the part where she vanishes.

I spent the next three days hunting for Poom, like a fool. Asked the bar guy-said no one remembers girls who don’t pay. Fair. Tried Tinder, Facebook, Instagram-nothing. Until I saw her in the back of a Grab bike, same black dress, laughing into someone’s neck. Not mine. I waved like an idiot. She waved back, mouthed something I couldn’t read. Driver looked confused. Then she disappeared again. That night I found the lipstick in my bag she’d slipped a note inside the tube. You should’ve ordered the second drink. Classic. Bangkok doesn’t ghost you. It just charges extra for closure.
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