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I LOOK THROUGH THE peephole, watching an old man struggle to open the door to his suite with his keycard. My stomach lets out an impatient growl when he drops his card. The minute he takes to bend over and pick it up feels like an hour. When he starts futilely whacking the door with his keycard again, I let out a groan.

I so want to get out and help him. But I can't risk him seeing me walk out of this room–or to be more accurate, this closet. Plus, the last time I helped someone with her keycard, she started asking too many questions. What's your name? What do you do for a living? Which room are you staying in?

All questions I couldn't answer honestly. I hate lying because I suck at it, and I got the feeling that the lady could tell.

So no helping the old man.

I groan again when the keycard falls out of his hand.

Like an angel coming down from heaven, a bellboy appears. My empty belly rejoices when the bellboy helps the old man get into his room.

After the old man closes his door and the bellboy goes into the elevator, the coast is clear. I practically race out of the closet and go down the staircase to the breakfast buffet, aka the only reason I haven’t suffered major malnutrition.

Act like you belong here, act like you belong here, I repeat in my head when I see all the hotel guests in their designer clothes. It shouldn’t be so hard to pretend that I’m a rich girl who can afford to stay in 4-figure hotel rooms. It was only one year ago that I was such an obliviously privileged girl.

But I’m all too aware of how my Prada blouse and skirt are from three seasons ago and of how my shoes are Louboutin knockoffs. Very good knockoffs but knockoffs nonetheless. I had to sell my real Louboutin shoes in order to pay off some of my father’s debts.

I almost pump my fist when I see some har gow at the buffet.

However, my joy soon turns into despair as the man in front of me puts all of the shrimp dumplings on his plate. It takes all of my willpower to not shout, Come on, bro!
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