
        
            
                
            
        



    
        
          Adam (Part II) Bangkok, I'm in Love

        

        
        
          Last Chapter (Adam vs Eve), Volume 2

        

        
        
          A. Kim

        

        
          Published by A. Kim, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ADAM (PART II) BANGKOK, I'M IN LOVE

    

    
      First edition. November 23, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 A. Kim.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230748427

    

    
    
      Written by A. Kim.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by A. Kim

	    

      
	    
          
	      Last Chapter (Adam vs Eve)

          
        
          
	          Adam (Part I) Encounter

          
        
          
	          Adam (Part II) Bangkok, I'm in Love

          
        
          
	          Adam (Part III) Testament from UTAH

          
        
          
	          
          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Last Chapter (Adam vs Eve)

          
        
          
	          Last Chapter ( Adam vs Eve )

          
        
          
	          Rising Stars

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Kate and Meghan - ( Royal Hunt )

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at A. Kim’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
        
            
            All of this like it was Destined to Happen

Meeting you was Fate, being your Friend was my Choice

But falling in Love with you is Beyond my Ability

      

    


	 

 

 

 

 

 

Second Book

Adam II
(Bangkok, I’m in Love)

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

© 2024, A. Kim

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher at the address below.

Publisher:
A. Kim
Indonesia
Medan, Sumatera Utara, 20112

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

 

First Edition: 2024

Cover design by A. Kim

Printed in the United States of America




Tetralogy

The tetralogy is a collection of compound books whose stories are interconnected and consists of four series. The prefix tetra which means 4 (Fourth) in Greek which means a set of four different works but has a continuous meaning and is interconnected from one to the last or "four".

 

 

Adam's Tetralogy

First Book: Adam I (Encounter)

Second Book: Adam II (Bangkok, I'm in Love)

Third Book: Adam III (Testament from UTAH)

Fourth Book: Last Chapter (Adam vs Eve)

 

 

 










Synopsis:

Ten years have passed since their last unintentional encounter due to a minor incident in a city in western Indonesia. Since their first meeting, they have cherished sweet memories between them. However, they were eventually separated by the expiration of their stay permits in Indonesia. The person left abruptly, leaving behind no trace of memories and no communication or updates for a whole decade. The profound hatred and disappointment led Adam to want to forget everything and bury it deep within the depths of his heart.

And when fate played with the lines of his life once again, when Adam, along with his two close friends, Ardi and Fandy, went on a vacation to Phuket, Thailand, to attend the annual Songkran festival tradition in the Land of the White Elephant. They reunited, and all those deeply buried memories had to be unearthed once again, bringing back the same anguish as their last encounter. The forbidden love, restricted by the contrasting Eastern and Western cultures and stigmas, became an inner struggle that was extremely difficult for Adam to conquer. But love blinds everything and surpasses rationality to no longer feel the emotions that once existed.

The days that were supposed to be beautiful and joyful with his close friends turned gray due to the tricks of fate. The person who used to fill his heart with happiness and love unexpectedly crossed paths with Adam, but this time they were not alone. They came with their small family and a daughter who was of Russian nationality.

The inner turmoil resurfaced when Adam wanted to forget everything and bury those long-standing memories. However, he was forced to unravel every single memory between them, page by page. Eventually, Adam gave in and followed his heart instead of his rationality. And in the end, Adam went to Bangkok, spending the remaining time together before being separated again by the distance between Jakarta and Utah. 

 

Bangkok, I'm in Love (again..!!)
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Chapter 1
Yuswardi Effendy and Risfandy Sitio

 

Ten years have passed, and time feels so fast. Occasionally, when I am alone and not busy, I tend to daydream. And my daydreams often wander, remembering someone whom I still love until now.

I am in a room measuring 4 x 6 meters, dimly lit by the sunlight that illuminates the room through transparent glass frames of the window located to the left of my work desk. The sunlight can freely enter towards where I am sitting alone, lost in thought, and taking a short break from my work managing my family's Japanese restaurant in the Kemang area. A painting of a pine tree with glossy figures adorning the wall right in front of me often becomes my companion as I stare straight ahead. I glance at the digital clock on my MacBook Air, and it shows 4:45 PM, indicating that twilight is about to descend. And suddenly, I am seriously working on organizing the cash flow financial report of my father's Japanese restaurant when I am startled by the ringing of my cell phone placed on the table not far from my MacBook, indicating that someone on the other side wants to talk to me. I see the name on the phone displaying a name I am already very familiar with, someone who feels like my own sibling.

"Hello, what's up?" I answer the call from that person.

"Where are you?" the voice on the other end asks.

"Seriously, where do you think I am? Do you think at this hour, I'm in the middle of the forest. " I reply casually while leaning back in the chair where I am sitting.

"What I mean is, are you at home or at your father's restaurant, something like that." the person on the other end responds.

"I'm in Kemang," I answer.

"When are you coming back?" he asks again.

"I don't know, maybe around an hour or so," I reply again.

"Join me in Grand Indonesia. I want to buy shoes," the person on the other end requests.

"When? What time?" I ask with a flat tone, not showing much interest.

"Well, later when there are unicorns," the person on the other end replies. "No, now of course," he continues.

"Oh, I'm really tired right now, like there's no other day, why does it have to be now?" I protest. "Besides, what kind of shoes? Don't you already have a lot of shoes?" I ask again to confirm.

"Sports shoes. I want to exercise, I want to go to the Gym. My body is already bloated, like a swollen cake," the person replies.

"Just wear mine, I have a few at home that I don't use," I reply casually.

"No, I want to buy my own," I hear a slightly irritated voice from the other end. "Do you want to? Let me pick you up now. I'll be home from work soon."

"Okay, fine, it's up to you. But at this hour, is the traffic not congested?" I ask again to make sure.

"That's why I'll hurry to your place now. At this hour, the traffic is still somewhat loose," he answers.

"Okay, whatever you say. Is it just the two of us?" I confirm.

"No, actually, a complex people plan to join us so that you won't feel lonely. Hahaha," the person on the other end answers.

I just sigh upon hearing that joke.

"Okay, let me know when you arrive so I can come out," I reply.

"Sure, and let's have ramen together. It's been a long time since we had ramen," the person on the other end requests.

"Yes, whatever you want," I replied. The call was immediately disconnected. I hurriedly finished my work and picked up the phone receiver located on the corner of my desk. I made an intercom call to the cashier's desk.

"Hello," answered a female voice on the other end of the phone.

"Indah, I'll be back soon. Please tell Reza that I will complete his financial report from home. I have some business to attend to," I explained to the restaurant cashier named Indah.

"Alright, sir," replied the cashier who was stationed at the front of the restaurant.

Not long after, my phone rang again.

"Hmm..." I answered the call.

"I'm in front of your restaurant. Come out," requested the person on the other end of the phone.

"Yes, I'm still tidying up," I replied.

Instantly, I rose from my chair and closed the laptop that had been with me since morning in the room that was starting to feel warm. I turned off the air conditioner in my room and closed the room, which I used as an office to manage my family's restaurant. I grabbed my backpack from the small table next to me and hurriedly walked toward the front area. From a distance, a white Mercedes was waiting for me by the roadside.

Without being told, I immediately got into the still-running car and was greeted with a warm smile from my friend who felt like my own sibling, Yuswardi. 

He worked for a leading private company in Indonesia, located near my family's restaurant in the Kemang area.

"Why the sudden desire to go to the Gym? It's not like you. Usually, you're all about snacks. Is this about your health? I'm suspicious," I started the conversation.

"Oh, you know, health is important. I feel like my body has gained weight, and I need to slim down a bit," he replied.

"That's why you should watch what you eat, don't swallow everything. Your body will swell," I replied.

"Shut up. Just sit there and keep me company, and later help me choose what suits me," he requested again.

"Alright, alright..." I replied.

Between us, there seemed to be no distance anymore in various aspects. We knew each other well in terms of character and personality, so there was no need to hide anything in our communication or jokes.

After about an hour on the road, we didn't realize we were already in the fifth-floor parking lot of one of the biggest malls in Jakarta, Grand Indonesia.

Without much ado, we headed straight to our favourite Adidas shoe store on the third floor. Without wasting much time and after spending less than 20 minutes, we were done getting what we were looking for white athletic shoes in Ardi's size.

"Shall we have ramen then?" Yuswardi asked.

"Yes, let's have dinner together. I'm getting hungry too," I replied.

And as we were being greeted by the restaurant's receptionist and being shown our seats, I saw someone familiar passing by in front of the restaurant, walking alone.

"Fandy..." I called out.

And instantly, the person was surprised when they accidentally saw the two of us standing in front of the Japanese restaurant on the 3rd floor of Grand Indonesia.

"Adam, Ardi..." the person replied in surprise. "What are you guys doing here? It's unusual to meet you here!" the person said while laughing.

"Oh, shut up. Join us for a meal. Let's chat inside," Ardi insisted.

Without further ado, Fandy followed us into the restaurant, escorted by one of the staff members.

"So, Fandy, where are you from? Why are you at the mall this late in the afternoon?" I curiously asked as we sat at our table and finished choosing our respective dishes.

"I just finished meeting a client at the Starbucks downstairs. Coincidentally, I was also hungry. Initially, I planned to go straight home and eat there, but since I ran into you guys, I thought I'd join you for a meal," Fandy explained.

"You're so full of yourself. You're living alone in an apartment, and you hurried here too, huh?" I teased.

"I'm exhausted, had meetings all day, first in Kuningan and then at Grand Indonesia," Fandy explained.

"Well, it's your hunter instinct for dollars. What can we do? We're just ordinary people like this," Ardi replied.

"Damn you," Fandy replied, playfully punching Ardi's shoulder. "Anyway, why are you guys here? It's rare to meet you at such a huge mall. Small world, huh?" Fandy joked.

"If I had to choose, I'd rather not meet you. What's the benefit anyway?" I replied. "Right?" I asked Ardi, who was busy looking at his phone, ignoring my call.

"Ardi..." I called out a bit louder.

"Yes, what was it earlier? Sorry, I was unfocused," Ardi asked me.

"What are you looking at so intently? You seem so serious," Fandy asked Ardi.

"I'm checking out social media. It seems there's a Songkran festival in Thailand next month. It looks exciting. Are you guys interested in going?" Ardi asked while focused on the photos on his phone's social media.

"What kind of festival is Songkran?" I asked curiously.

"It's a water festival, I think. But I'm not entirely sure," Ardi replied.

"Where is it? Let me see," Fandy took Ardi's phone, and at the same time, our orders were served at the table.

Now Fandy was engrossed in looking at the pictures and slides of the famous festival on his phone. Ardi and I began to enjoy our meals while Fandy was still absorbed in his phone.

"Wow, it looks really fun," Fandy replied, smiling widely. "Look at this, it's a water gun party. Let's join in. I'm in," Fandy urged.

"Let me see. Give it to me," I requested, reaching for the phone. For about 15 minutes, I focused on looking at various attractions and activities during the festival, and it seemed interesting to visit. "In April, right?" I confirmed.

"Yes," Ardi replied while continuing to enjoy his dinner, which was served on the table.

"Let's go then. It sounds interesting," I said. "And do you guys know what?" I asked Ardi and Fandy.

"What?" Fandy and Ardi asked simultaneously. "Isn't April our birthday?"

"Oh, right, it's true. What a coincidence!" Ardi exclaimed.

"That's perfect then. Let's celebrate our birthdays there," Fandy joked.

"Later, let's choose a special night for the three of us to celebrate our birthdays. Like a gala dinner," Ardi responded.

"Sure, that sounds fun," I replied.

"Let's have a dress code," Fandy suggested.

"How about red? Since we're Aries, associated with fire and charm," Ardi replied, "let's be Aries boys."

"Aries girls, maybe," I chimed in.

"Hahaha," and the three of us laughed together.

Around 9 PM, we were ready to leave the mall. Ardi offered to drive me home or back to Kemang with his car since I left mine in Kemang. However, considering the late hour and everyone seeming tired, I chose to go straight home to the Patra Kuningan area by taxi so Ardi could go home and rest. Fandy also parked his car near the mall.

"Are you sure you don't want me to drive you? I mean, I already kidnapped you from work, and now I'm leaving you in the middle of the road like this?" Ardi insisted.

"No, it's fine. I'll take a taxi. Besides, you all look exhausted, so you should go home and rest," I replied.

And so, we parted ways at the Rama lobby of Grand Indonesia Mall after Fandy and Ardi accompanied me to the mall's lobby.

Fandy is one of our close friends who works as an architect at a consultancy firm in the Sudirman area. The three of us have become close due to our shared interests, often forgetting to go home when we're together. Ardi and I were childhood playmates since our houses were adjacent to each other in the Kuningan area until I moved with my mother to Australia and returned to Indonesia around 2009. On the other hand, Ardi met Fandy when we attended the same private university in West Jakarta. When I decided to continue my studies in Medan and cancelled my plans, I returned to Jakarta and enrolled at Trisakti University. During that time, Ardi and I met Fandy, and we became even closer as we were on the same campus and faculty for about three years.

By 11:15 PM, I had arrived home. I didn't see anyone at home.

"It looks like Dad is already asleep," I thought, so I went straight to my room to freshen up, wash my face, and change my clothes. After finishing, I didn't go to sleep right away. I opened my laptop and continued working on the pending Cash Flow report. Since I didn't feel sleepy yet, I decided to finish the work I had started.

Around midnight, my phone rang, and I wondered, "Who would call me this late at night?" I immediately saw the name of someone very familiar who wanted to talk to me from across the distance.

"Why are you calling this late at night? Instead of sleeping, you're disturbing others," I quipped.

"Are you really joining us for the planning of our trip to Thailand?" Ardi asked to confirm. "I'm currently looking at tickets and our departure schedule."

"Yes, I'm joining. How about Fandy?" I asked again.

"I already called Fandy, and he's joining too," he replied. "If you're in, I'll book the three tickets tonight. We're going to Phuket since it's the centre of all the excitement."

"Do we have to have a layover if we're flying from Jakarta to Phuket?" I asked to make sure.

"There are several layover options, actually. You can choose from Kuala Lumpur, Singapore, or Bangkok," Ardi explained.

"Alright, let's go with the layover in Bangkok. It might have a shorter flight route, and we won't need a transit visa," I explained.

"Very well, Your Majesty," Ardi joked. "I'll book the flight for April 5th, alright? Songkran festival is on April 10th, and we'll return on April 13th," Ardi replied.

"Okay," I replied flatly. The call ended, and I continued working on the pending Cash Flow report. As I focused on the task at hand, a few minutes later, I received another WhatsApp message from Ardi. He sent me a PDF file containing our departure tickets for the three of us: me, Ardi, and Fandy. We were scheduled to depart on April 5th in Business Class from Soekarno-Hatta Airport at 11:15 AM, Thai Airways flight number TG 434, with a 20-minute layover at Suvarnabhumi International Airport. Then, we would continue our journey on the same plane with flight number TG 2221 and arrive in Phuket at around 4:35 PM Jakarta time (WIB, GMT+7). There was no time difference between Jakarta and Bangkok.

However, when I opened the PDF file, I realized that there were no return tickets. It meant that Ardi only purchased the departure tickets. I wondered why he didn't buy the return tickets as well, but I dismissed the thought because it was already 1:23 AM, and I was starting to feel sleepy.

Since then, the three of us never discussed or talked about our vacation plans again. Although we were still in the WhatsApp group, we never brought up the topic of our trip, either in person or on social media. I simply thought that it was about time for me to enjoy a short vacation and take a break from exhausting daily activities and a hectic schedule.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2
Arrival in Phuket – Thailand

 

Two weeks passed, and a few hours before departure, I asked my dad for permission to take a short break with Ardi and Fandy to Bangkok. My dad didn't mind, but he advised me to bring more US Dollars instead of Thai Baht because the Dollar is considered safer in case of any unforeseen circumstances.

At 6 in the morning, my phone rang while I was taking a shower, and I saw that Fandy wanted to talk to me directly.

"Hey Fand, what's up?" I answered the phone call immediately.

"Where are you right now?" Fandy asked.

"I just finished showering. And I'm heading to the airport then." I replied calmly.

"Okay, let's meet at the airport. How about Ardi?" Fandy inquired.

"I haven't heard from him yet. But I guess we'll find out soon if he shows up." I answered.

"Alright, got it." Fandy responded, and the call ended abruptly.

Around 9 o'clock, I arrived at the airport, but I couldn't find either Fandy or Ardi. I went straight to the executive lounge and helped myself to some fruits and pastries until suddenly, my phone, which I had placed in my pants pocket, vibrated.

"Hmm, where are you?" I asked.

"I just arrived at the airport. Is Fandy there already?" Ardi asked.

"I haven't seen him yet. But he might be here soon. I'm in the lounge, so come here directly." I instructed.

"Okay." The call ended, and suddenly, Fandy appeared next to me, which startled me a little.

"Why do you always disappear and show up like a ghost?" I grumbled to Fandy.

Ignoring my question, Fandy grabbed a glass and poured himself a hot cappuccino and took a piece of bread. "So, what's up with Ardi? Why didn't he buy a return ticket?" Fandy asked curiously.

"I don't know. But I called him earlier, and he said he's in front of the airport. He should be here in a few minutes. We can ask him directly." I replied while eating some fruit and playing with my phone in my right hand.

"Hey guys...!!!" Ardi greeted us with great enthusiasm as he saw us sitting comfortably on the sofa. "Sorry, I'm a bit late. You know, the traffic was a bit congested." None of us responded to Ardi's chatter. "Did they announce our flight yet?" Ardi asked while grabbing some fruits from the table where we were sitting.

“There hasn't been any call for our flight.” "I responded flatly to Ardi,

“Why didn't you buy a return ticket as well?” Fandy continue Asked to Ardi.

"Well, I was thinking that maybe we'll have a change of plans. We might want to go back immediately or extend our stay or decide where to go next. After all, we can only plan so much," Ardi replied calmly with a smile.

But I remained indifferent and continued playing with my cell phone."

Shortly after, the announcement for passengers on the flight to Bangkok was made, allowing them to board with the same flight number as ours. We immediately got up and left the lounge to proceed to the ticket check until we were seated inside the plane, side by side.

We spent about 3 hours on the plane, and I spent more time sleeping than eating or watching, unlike Ardi and Fandy.

As expected, without any delay, we arrived in Phuket around 4 p.m., and we immediately looked for a taxi that could take us to the hotel we had previously decided to stay at in this Land of the White Elephant.

Upon reaching the lobby of the renowned international hotel, well-known to travellers and visitors from all around the world who come to Phuket, Thailand, it wasn't difficult to handle everything as long as the identification and credit card used belonged to the rightful owner. So, I entrusted Fandy and Ardi to take care of everything while I was still a bit sleepy from the long flight.

We would be staying at The Royal Paradise Hotel & Resort. While Fandy and Ardi were talking to the hotel receptionist, I chose to sit on a sofa not far from the reception desk where they were booking the rooms. Because I still felt a bit drowsy, I closed my eyes slightly while sitting on the comfortable sofa, accompanied by the soothing sounds of typical Thai music, until suddenly something surprised me. A round object, like a ball, touched my left foot and woke me up from my nap.

I looked down and saw a small red ball touching my foot, so I picked it up. Eventually, a 3-year-old girl approached me with her golden-coloured hair and blue eyes. In my heart, I said, "What beautiful eyes," and the little girl smiled at me politely, asking for the ball I was holding.

"Excuse me, may I have my ball back?" the child asked with her soft voice, while continuously gazing into my eyes.

I smiled, got up from my seat, and squatted in front of the little girl. In that instant, my drowsiness disappeared, captivated by the sight of this little angel standing before me, so beautiful.

"Hi, what's your name? Who are you with? Why are you alone?" I asked the child.

"My name is Paula, and I'm with my mommy," the child answered while playing with her ball but still standing in front of me.

"Paula..." Suddenly, a woman approached us and immediately picked up the child, carrying her. "I apologize, sir," said the woman. "I've told my daughter countless times not to wander too far." The woman spoke to her little daughter. And I stood up from my squatting position.

"It's alright. Your child is very beautiful, with beautiful blue eyes," I complimented her.

"Yes, thank you, sir. Just like her father. They both have the same blue eyes," replied the woman.

Upon hearing the woman's explanation, I simply smiled. Then I heard someone calling my name from a distance, and I looked towards the direction of the voice.

"Adam, lets we go. It's already evening," Fandy called out.

"Paula, listen to Mama's words and never be alone. Okay!!" I said to the little girl before leaving them.

"Okay," the little girl replied while still spinning the ball in her mother's arms.

"Once again, I apologize, sir," the woman said again with regret.

"It's okay, ma'am," I replied with a small smile. Immediately, I grabbed my backpack, which was not far from where I was sitting earlier and left the little girl with her mother. And we parted ways in the hotel lobby.

Fandy and Ardi booked separate rooms for the three of us, but we were still on the same floor and our rooms were adjacent to each other. Specifically, we were on the 22nd floor, with suite rooms and balconies overlooking the sea. Room number 2213 was mine, 2215 was Fandy's, and 2217 was Ardi's.

As soon as I entered the hotel room, I threw myself onto the soft bed without taking off my clothes or sneakers that I was still wearing. I still felt very sleepy from the quite long flight, which was tiring for me, and I fell into a deep sleep.

Suddenly, I was startled when I heard the sound of the bell from my hotel room door. I woke up and looked at my watch, which was still on my wrist, showing 7 p.m. I got up and opened the door, and the two people who had been with me since earlier were standing in front of me.

"Are you crazy? Haven't you tidied up yet? What have you been doing?" Fandy scolded, but without paying attention to Fandy's words, I went back into the room, followed by Fandy and Ardi.

"Do you want to join us for dinner? We're going to find dinner. It's already this late, and I'm starting to get hungry. Aren't you hungry?" Ardi invited with a slightly louder tone than usual. "This guy is crazy, he hasn't even taken out his clothes from the bag. You're too lazy, seriously. Once you're asleep, you're like a corpse," Ardi mocked.

"I'll wash my face first, I'm starting to get hungry too," I said, ignoring Ardi and Fandy's banter.

"Alright, hurry up," Fandy urged.

About 10 minutes later, I was in the bathroom, cleaning myself by brushing my teeth and washing my face. Then, still wearing the same clothes, I came out of the bathroom and immediately grabbed my wallet and phone, which were on the small table next to my bed. Meanwhile, Ardi was busy playing with his phone, and Fandy was flipping through TV channels that we didn't understand because they were in Thai.

"Oh, let's see. There's street food around here. It looks delicious. Let's eat there," Ardi suggested while showing his phone to Fandy.

"Let me see!" Fandy requested, reaching for Ardi's phone. 

And I didn't pay much attention to their conversation as I lay on my bed, searching for the nearest place to eat through the internet. I sprayed some perfume on myself and walked out of the room, followed by Fandy and Ardi. I still felt a little tired and sleepy until the elevator doors opened, and the three of us entered the elevator.

"What kind of food is this? Why are they eating insects like this?" Ardi asked while still looking at his phone and showing it to Fandy.

"Well, that's called culture. Maybe it's like satay in Indonesia," Fandy joked to Ardi, and they both chuckled. Ignoring their conversation, I leaned against the elevator wall and saw that the floor indicator was still in the double digits. My eyes fully woke up as the elevator stopped on the 10th floor and the doors opened. Two familiar people entered the elevator, a mature woman and a small child held by the woman.

"Hi, we meet again," greeted the woman. "On which floor are you, sir?" she asked.

"Hi, my friends and I are on the 22nd floor," I replied, smiling at her. "Hi, Paula, you look beautiful tonight in the dress you're wearing," I said, touching her rosy cheek.

"Thank you, uncle," replied the little girl while playing with her mother's hair.

"Where are you heading?" I asked the woman.

"We're going to the minimarket to buy some bread in case Paula wants to eat something later tonight," she answered. "Where are you going, sir?" the woman asked me in return.

"We're looking for a place to have dinner. Oh, by the way," I reached out my hand towards the woman, and she warmly shook it. She was around the same age as us and had black hair. "My name is Adam, and this is my two friends. One is Fandy," Fandy greeted her, extending his hand for a handshake, "and this is Ardi," Ardi took his turn and shook hands with the woman.

"I'm Alya, Alya Ohara Elliott," the woman introduced herself. "And this is my daughter, Paula Megan Elliott. Nice to meet you," she replied.

"Likewise, ma'am," I answered. Then, after a short while, the elevator doors opened, and we walked together until the exit. Before parting ways, I had a brief conversation with the woman. "Why are you out alone with this beautiful little girl?" I asked her.

"Actually, we're not alone. My husband will arrive at this hotel the day after tomorrow, as he is currently on a business trip in Bangkok. But once his work is done, he will join us in Phuket," the woman explained.

"Oh, I see. Your husband must be very busy to be separated from you, Mrs. Alya," I jokingly replied to the woman.

"My husband works as both a consultant and the owner of a construction company, and he has a project in Thailand, specifically in Bangkok. But because I personally prefer the beach, I went ahead to Phuket," the woman explained.

"I see. Well, I understand, Mrs. Alya," and then we parted ways at the exit. We took different routes. The woman headed west, while the three of us went east.

"See you again, Mrs. Alya," I said before parting ways with them. "Goodbye, Paula," I waved to the little girl.

"Likewise. Goodbye, sir," the woman replied.

Without much thought or conversation, Ardi and Fandy immediately entered a restaurant not far from our hotel. I followed them, occasionally looking around to see if there was anything interesting I could find.

We chose a table in the middle of the room, and both Ardi and Fandy immediately opened the menu and selected their preferred dishes according to their taste. It turned out that the restaurant we entered was not far from the beach, and the gusts of wind from the Indian Ocean occasionally slapped my face, causing me to sway a bit as I tried to fight off extreme sleepiness.

"After we eat, Ardi and I plan to look for some beer around here. Do you want to join?" Fandy asked while chewing his food.

"I think I'll skip this time. I'm still sleepy and I want to go back to my room to sleep," I replied without diverting my gaze towards Fandy.

"Oh, you always sleep like a sloth. Aren't you tired from sleeping all the time?" Ardi teased. "Do you never get tired?"

"Whatever," I curtly replied. "I feel a bit tired because of the flight earlier. That's why I want to go back and sleep."

"Is it because you've become a menopause, Dam? Become an old women" Fandy taunted.

"Oh, damn you. You're enjoying it, huh? I'm still young," I replied while sipping the ginger tea in front of me. Then both of them burst into laughter.

After a few hours, our dinner was finished. Ardi and Fandy continued to seek fresh air around the hotel, looking for beer or simply hanging out to enjoy the nightlife in a foreign land. Meanwhile, I decided to go straight back to my hotel room to sleep and rest.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


CHAPTER 3
The Incident

 

As I walked alone towards the hotel, I was suddenly startled by a woman's scream not far from where I was. I hurriedly approached, trying to find out what was happening, and I saw in the crowd a foreign woman with a small child still in her arms, shouting in English, seemingly asking for help. 

"Please, someone help me! The person who just stole my cell phone, please help me chase after them," the woman pleaded to those around her. Immediately, several men in the vicinity started running after the person who had stolen the woman's phone. Then I approached the woman to help, hoping to make things a little better. 

"Mrs. Alya, what happened?" I asked, placing my hand on her shoulder. 

"That man in the green shirt just stole my cell phone," the woman said, still holding her crying child tightly. 

"Let's quickly return to the hotel. I don't think it's safe to stay here any longer," I suggested. 

The woman followed me back to the hotel. Once in the lobby, we sat on the sofa, trying to calm down her increasingly loud crying child. I offered to call the hotel security. 

"Would you like me to call the hotel security?" I said to the woman. 

"I don't think it's necessary. It's already late at night, and it would be pointless," the woman replied, continuously stroking her child's forehead to soothe them. 

However, I noticed that the woman seemed puzzled, and lost in thought, which prompted me to ask. 

"Why, ma'am?" I inquired curiously. 

"How can I contact my husband and let him know our current situation if I don't have a cell phone? But perhaps I can borrow the hotel telephone to contact my husband immediately," the woman said. 

"Just use my cell phone, ma'am," I offered to the woman. 

"Are you sure? Is it okay?" the woman started to panic. 

"It's fine. I have a postpaid number. Please, go ahead and contact your husband," I reassured her. 

Then I handed over the iPhone Pro Max in my hand, and the woman accepted it gratefully. After a few minutes, she finished talking to her husband, not more than 2 minutes. 

"Thank you, Mr. Adam. I was in a panic, and I just informed my husband about the incident because I was worried that if I couldn't be contacted later, he would know that I didn't have a cell phone. So, I offered to directly contact the hotel receptionist or contact you. Would you mind if my husband contacts you later?" the woman asked. 

"Of course not, ma'am. We are both newcomers in this country, so it's only natural that we should help each other," I assured her. "Is there anything else missing, like your passport or credit cards, ma'am? Perhaps you can use my money first if you also lost your wallet," I offered to help the woman. 

For a moment, the woman fell silent, looking puzzled as she furrowed her brows. 

"Where are you actually from, Mr Adam?" the woman asked curiously. 

"I am from Indonesia," I revised. 

"Are all Indonesians like you?" the woman asked me again. 

"What do you mean?" I asked, curious about her question. 

While still holding her quiet child in her arms, she said, "I mean, are all Indonesians as kind as you?" 

I chuckled. "It's impossible for everyone in every corner of the world to be kind, ma'am," I replied casually while smiling. 
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