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Chapter	One:	The
Meeting

In	the	heart	of	Amsterdam,	where	the	canals	glistened	under	the
soft	glow	of	street	lamps,	a	young	man	named	Lucas	found
solace	in	his	favorite	café,	nestled	between	the	cobblestone
streets.	He	was	an	artist	at	heart,	a	programmer	by	profession,
often	lost	in	the	intricate	world	of	Python	code	and	the	vibrant
colors	of	his	paintings.	The	café,	with	its	rustic	charm	and	the
scent	of	freshly	brewed	coffee,	was	his	sanctuary—a	place
where	he	could	reflect	on	life,	art,	and	the	complex	algorithms	of
the	human	heart.
One	rainy	afternoon,	as	he	sat	by	the	window,	sketching	the
reflections	of	raindrops	on	the	glass,	a	figure	caught	his	eye.	She
was	standing	outside,	a	striking	woman	with	long,	dark	hair	that
framed	her	delicate	features.	She	was	drenched,	her	clothes
clinging	to	her	body,	yet	she	wore	a	smile	that	seemed	to	light
up	the	gloomy	day.	Lucas	felt	an	inexplicable	pull	toward	her,	a
magnetic	force	that	urged	him	to	step	outside.
Gathering	his	courage,	he	opened	the	door,	the	bell	chiming
softly	as	he	stepped	into	the	rain.	"Are	you	alright?"	he	called
out,	his	voice	barely	audible	over	the	sound	of	the	downpour.
She	turned,	revealing	deep	brown	eyes	that	sparkled	with
mischief	and	warmth.
"I'm	just	waiting	for	the	rain	to	stop,"	she	replied,	her	accent
hinting	at	her	Thai	origins.	"But	I	think	I	might	be	waiting	a
while."



"Come	inside,"	Lucas	offered,	gesturing	toward	the	warmth	of
the	café.	"You	can	dry	off	while	you	wait."
She	hesitated	for	a	moment,	then	nodded,	her	smile	widening.
"Thank	you.	I'm	Maya."
"Lucas,"	he	replied,	as	they	entered	the	café	together.	The
warmth	enveloped	them,	and	Lucas	felt	a	rush	of	excitement	as
they	settled	into	a	cozy	corner.	They	began	to	talk,	their
conversation	flowing	effortlessly,	as	if	they	had	known	each
other	for	years.
Maya	shared	stories	of	her	life	in	Bangkok,	her	passion	for	art,
and	her	dreams	of	exploring	Europe.	Lucas,	in	turn,	spoke	of	his
love	for	programming	and	how	he	often	found	inspiration	in	the
beauty	of	the	world	around	him.	The	rain	continued	to	pour
outside,	but	inside	the	café,	a	different	kind	of	storm	was
brewing—one	filled	with	electric	tension	and	unspoken	desire.
As	the	hours	passed,	the	café	slowly	emptied,	leaving	just	the
two	of	them.	Lucas	found	himself	captivated	by	Maya’s	laughter,
the	way	her	eyes	sparkled	when	she	spoke	about	her	favorite
artists.	He	leaned	in	closer,	their	knees	brushing	against	each
other,	and	the	air	between	them	thickened	with	anticipation.
“Maya,”	he	said	softly,	“there’s	something	about	you	that	feels…
familiar.	Like	I’ve	known	you	in	another	life.”
She	blushed,	her	cheeks	turning	a	delicate	shade	of	pink.
“Maybe	we	were	meant	to	meet,”	she	replied,	her	voice	barely
above	a	whisper.	“Or	perhaps	the	universe	conspired	to	bring	us
together.”
Just	then,	the	café	owner	approached,	breaking	the	spell.	“Last
call	for	coffee,	folks!”	he	said,	smiling	at	the	pair.	Lucas	and
Maya	exchanged	glances,	a	silent	agreement	passing	between
them.	They	ordered	another	round,	their	fingers	brushing



against	each	other	as	they	reached	for	their	cups.
As	they	sipped	their	drinks,	the	conversation	shifted	to	dreams
and	aspirations.	Lucas	confessed	his	desire	to	travel	to	Thailand,
to	experience	the	vibrant	culture	and	breathtaking	landscapes.
Maya’s	eyes	lit	up,	and	she	leaned	closer,	her	breath	warm
against	his	skin.
“If	you	ever	come	to	Bangkok,	I’d	be	your	tour	guide,”	she
teased,	her	gaze	lingering	on	his	lips.	The	tension	between	them
was	palpable,	a	delicious	mix	of	longing	and	anticipation.
Suddenly,	the	café	door	swung	open,	and	a	gust	of	wind	swept
in,	sending	a	chill	through	the	warm	air.	Lucas	glanced	outside,
noticing	the	rain	had	finally	subsided,	leaving	the	streets
glistening	under	the	streetlights.	He	turned	back	to	Maya,	his
heart	racing.
“Would	you	like	to	take	a	walk?”	he	asked,	his	voice	filled	with
hope.
Maya	nodded,	her	eyes	sparkling	with	excitement.	They	stepped
outside,	the	cool	air	refreshing	against	their	skin.	As	they	walked
along	the	canal,	the	city	came	alive	around	them,	the	sound	of
laughter	and	music	filling	the	night.	Lucas	felt	an	exhilarating
sense	of	freedom,	as	if	the	world	had	opened	up	before	them.
They	wandered	through	the	streets,	sharing	stories	and
laughter,	their	hands	brushing	against	each	other	as	they
walked.	The	chemistry	between	them	was	undeniable,	each
stolen	glance	igniting	a	fire	within.	Lucas	felt	drawn	to	Maya	in	a
way	he	had	never	experienced	before,	a	connection	that
transcended	words.
As	they	reached	a	quiet	spot	by	the	canal,	Lucas	turned	to	her,
his	heart	pounding.	“Maya,	I	know	we	just	met,	but	I	feel	like	we
have	something	special.	Something	worth	exploring.”



Maya	searched	his	eyes,	her	expression	serious	yet	soft.	“I	feel	it
too,	Lucas.	But	I	have	to	be	honest	with	you.	I’m	not	just	here	for
a	vacation.	I’m	working	on	a	project	that	could	change	my	life.”
His	heart	sank	slightly,	the	weight	of	her	words	settling	in.	“What
do	you	mean?”
“I’m	trying	to	create	a	bridge	between	art	and	technology,”	she
explained,	her	passion	igniting	her	features.	“I’ve	been
developing	an	interactive	art	installation	that	combines
programming	and	traditional	Thai	art.	It’s	a	big	undertaking,	and
I	need	to	focus	on	it.”
Lucas	nodded,	understanding	the	gravity	of	her	aspirations.
“That	sounds	incredible,	Maya.	I’d	love	to	help	you	in	any	way	I
can.”
She	smiled,	her	eyes	softening.	“You’re	sweet,	Lucas.	But	I	worry
that	if	we	get	too	close,	it	might	distract	me	from	my	work.”
The	tension	shifted,	a	bittersweet	realization	settling	in.	Lucas
took	a	step	closer,	his	heart	aching	with	the	possibility	of	losing
her	before	they	had	truly	begun.	“I	don’t	want	to	be	a
distraction.	I	just	want	to	be	part	of	your	journey.”
Maya	reached	out,	her	fingers	brushing	against	his	cheek.	“You
already	are,	Lucas.	Just	by	being	here	with	me.”
In	that	moment,	the	world	around	them	faded	away,	and	all	that
mattered	was	the	connection	they	shared.	Lucas	leaned	in,
capturing	her	lips	with	his,	a	soft	and	tentative	kiss	that	ignited	a
spark	between	them.	It	was	a	kiss	filled	with	promise,	passion,
and	the	weight	of	unspoken	words.
As	they	pulled	away,	breathless	and	wide-eyed,	the	reality	of
their	situation	settled	in.	They	were	two	souls	from	different
worlds,	drawn	together	by	fate,	yet	bound	by	the	challenges	that
lay	ahead.



“Let’s	make	the	most	of	the	time	we	have,”	Lucas	said,	his	voice
steady	despite	the	turmoil	within.	“Let’s	explore	this	connection,
and	see	where	it	leads.”
Maya	nodded,	her	smile	returning,	lighting	up	her	face.	“Yes,
let’s.”
And	so,	under	the	shimmering	stars	of	Amsterdam,	they	began	a
journey	that	would	change	their	lives	forever.



Chapter	Two:	The
Connection

The	following	days	were	filled	with	laughter,	adventure,	and	a
growing	intimacy	that	neither	Lucas	nor	Maya	had	anticipated.
They	explored	the	vibrant	streets	of	Amsterdam,	visiting	art
galleries,	museums,	and	hidden	gems	that	spoke	to	their	shared
love	for	creativity.	With	every	passing	moment,	their	bond
deepened,	the	air	between	them	charged	with	an	intoxicating
mix	of	desire	and	understanding.
Maya	introduced	Lucas	to	the	world	of	Thai	art,	sharing	stories	of
her	childhood	in	Bangkok,	where	she	had	spent	countless	hours
in	her	grandmother’s	studio,	learning	the	delicate	brush	strokes
that	brought	traditional	paintings	to	life.	In	return,	Lucas	shared
his	passion	for	programming,	showing	her	how	art	could	be
transformed	through	technology.	Together,	they	dreamed	of	a
future	where	their	worlds	could	collide,	creating	something
beautiful	and	innovative.
One	evening,	as	they	strolled	along	the	canals,	the	sun	setting	in
a	blaze	of	orange	and	pink,	Lucas	turned	to	Maya,	his	heart
racing	with	a	bold	idea.	“What	if	we	collaborated	on	a	project?
Something	that	combines	your	art	with	my	programming	skills?”
Maya’s	eyes	widened	with	excitement.	“That	would	be	amazing!
We	could	create	an	interactive	installation	that	tells	a	story
through	both	mediums.	It	could	be	a	bridge	between	our
worlds.”
The	prospect	of	working	together	ignited	a	fire	within	them,	and



they	spent	the	next	few	days	brainstorming	ideas,	sketching
concepts,	and	exchanging	notes.	The	energy	between	them	was
electric,	a	creative	synergy	that	fueled	their	passion	for	each
other	and	their	art.
But	as	the	project	progressed,	so	did	the	tension.	Lucas	found
himself	increasingly	captivated	by	Maya,	her	laughter,	her
intelligence,	and	the	way	she	poured	her	heart	into	her	work.	He
longed	to	bridge	the	gap	between	their	worlds,	to	intertwine
their	lives	in	a	way	that	felt	inevitable.
One	night,	as	they	sat	in	Lucas’s	studio,	surrounded	by	canvases
and	lines	of	code,	the	air	thick	with	creativity	and	unspoken
desires,	Maya	leaned	back	in	her	chair,	a	thoughtful	expression
on	her	face.	“Lucas,	can	I	ask	you	something?”
“Of	course,”	he	replied,	his	heart	pounding	in	anticipation.
“Do	you	believe	in	fate?	In	the	idea	that	some	connections	are
meant	to	happen?”
He	paused,	contemplating	her	question.	“I	do.	I	think	some
people	come	into	our	lives	for	a	reason,	to	teach	us	something
or	to	help	us	grow.	I	feel	that	way	about	you.”
Maya’s	gaze	softened,	and	she	bit	her	lip,	a	hint	of	vulnerability
shining	through.	“I’ve	never	felt	this	way	about	anyone	before.
But	I’m	scared.	Scared	of	what	it	means	for	my	project,	for	my
future.”
Lucas	reached	across	the	table,	taking	her	hand	in	his.	“I
understand,	Maya.	But	what	if	this	connection	is	part	of	your
journey?	What	if	it	inspires	your	art	in	a	way	you	never
expected?”
She	looked	down	at	their	intertwined	fingers,	her	heart	racing.	“I
want	to	believe	that.	But	I	don’t	want	to	lose	focus	on	what	I
came	here	to	do.”



“Then	let’s	make	it	work,”	he	urged,	his	voice	steady.	“We	can
support	each	other.	You	can	have	your	project,	and	I	can	be	part
of	it.	We	don’t	have	to	choose	one	over	the	other.”
Maya’s	eyes	sparkled	with	hope,	and	she	squeezed	his	hand.
“You’re	right.	Let’s	find	a	way	to	make	this	work.”
As	the	days	turned	into	weeks,	their	project	blossomed,	and	so
did	their	relationship.	They	spent	long	nights	in	the	studio,
fueled	by	coffee	and	creativity,	their	laughter	echoing	in	the
quiet	of	the	night.	The	lines	between	their	personal	and
professional	lives	blurred,	and	the	tension	between	them
became	almost	unbearable.
One	evening,	as	they	worked	late	into	the	night,	Lucas	could	no
longer	resist	the	magnetic	pull	between	them.	He	turned	to
Maya,	his	heart	racing.	“Can	I	kiss	you?”
Her	breath	hitched,	and	she	nodded,	her	eyes	filled	with	longing.
As	their	lips	met,	a	wave	of	passion	washed	over	them,	igniting	a
fire	that	had	been	simmering	beneath	the	surface.	The	kiss
deepened,	filled	with	urgency	and	desire,	as	they	lost
themselves	in	each	other.
But	just	as	things	began	to	heat	up,	a	loud	crash	interrupted	the
moment.	Startled,	they	pulled	away,	their	hearts	racing.	Lucas
turned	to	see	a	stack	of	canvases	that	had	fallen	over,	sending
paintbrushes	scattering	across	the	floor.
“Damn	it,”	he	muttered,	trying	to	regain	his	composure.	“I’ll
clean	it	up.”
Maya	laughed,	the	tension	momentarily	broken.	“You	always
have	a	way	of	ruining	the	moment.”
“Maybe	I’m	just	trying	to	keep	things	interesting,”	he	replied
with	a	smirk,	bending	down	to	pick	up	the	brushes.
As	they	resumed	their	work,	the	air	between	them	crackled	with



unresolved	tension.	But	the	playful	banter	continued,	and	they
found	solace	in	their	shared	laughter.	The	project	was	coming
together	beautifully,	and	every	shared	success	brought	them
closer.
However,	as	the	opening	night	of	their	installation	approached,
Maya	began	to	withdraw.	Lucas	noticed	the	change	in	her
demeanor—the	way	she	became	preoccupied,	her	laughter
fading,	replaced	by	a	distant	look	in	her	eyes.	He	sensed	the
weight	of	her	project	bearing	down	on	her,	and	he	worried	that
their	connection	was	slipping	through	his	fingers.
One	night,	after	a	particularly	stressful	day,	Maya	sat	on	the
edge	of	the	bed,	her	head	in	her	hands.	Lucas	approached	her,
concern	etched	on	his	face.	“Maya,	what’s	wrong?	You’ve	been
so	distant	lately.”
She	looked	up,	tears	glistening	in	her	eyes.	“I	don’t	know	if	I	can
do	this,	Lucas.	The	pressure	is	overwhelming,	and	I’m	scared	of
failing.”
“Hey,”	he	said	softly,	kneeling	beside	her.	“You’re	not	alone	in
this.	We’re	in	it	together.	You’re	an	incredible	artist,	and	I
believe	in	you.”
“I	appreciate	that,	but	what	if	I	can’t	live	up	to	the
expectations?”	she	whispered,	her	voice	trembling.
Lucas	took	her	hands,	his	heart	aching	for	her.	“You	don’t	have
to	be	perfect.	Just	be	true	to	yourself	and	your	art.	That’s	what
matters.”
Maya’s	eyes	searched	his,	and	she	leaned	in	closer,	her
forehead	resting	against	his.	“I’m	scared	of	losing	you	if	I	fail.”
“You	won’t	lose	me,”	he	promised,	his	voice	steady.	“I’m	here
for	you,	no	matter	what.	We’ll	figure	it	out	together.”
In	that	moment,	Maya	felt	a	rush	of	warmth	and	comfort.	She



realized	that	Lucas	was	not	just	a	distraction;	he	was	her	anchor,
grounding	her	amidst	the	chaos.	With	newfound	determination,
she	wiped	her	tears	and	took	a	deep	breath.
“Thank	you,	Lucas.	I	needed	to	hear	that.”
As	they	embraced,	the	weight	of	her	worries	lifted,	if	only	for	a
moment.	The	connection	between	them	felt	stronger	than	ever,
a	bond	forged	through	vulnerability	and	support.



Chapter	Three:	The
Revelation

The	night	of	the	installation	arrived,	and	the	gallery	buzzed	with
excitement.	Lucas	stood	beside	Maya,	his	heart	swelling	with
pride	as	he	watched	her	unveil	her	creation.	The	room	was	filled
with	vibrant	colors,	intricate	designs,	and	interactive	displays
that	brought	her	vision	to	life.	It	was	a	true	testament	to	her
talent,	a	fusion	of	art	and	technology	that	captivated	everyone
in	attendance.
As	guests	mingled,	Lucas	couldn’t	help	but	notice	how	Maya
shone	in	the	spotlight,	her	confidence	radiating	as	she	spoke
passionately	about	her	work.	He	felt	a	rush	of	admiration	for	her,
a	realization	that	this	moment	was	not	just	about	the	project—it
was	about	the	journey	they	had	taken	together.
But	as	the	night	wore	on,	Lucas	sensed	a	shift	in	the
atmosphere.	Whispers	filled	the	air,	and	he	noticed	a	group	of
critics	huddled	together,	their	expressions	skeptical.	Maya
caught	his	eye,	her	brow	furrowed	with	concern.
“Lucas,	do	you	think	they	like	it?”	she	asked,	her	voice	tinged
with	anxiety.
“They’re	just	being	critical,”	he	reassured	her.	“Art	is	subjective.
What	matters	is	that	you	poured	your	heart	into	this.”
As	the	evening	progressed,	the	critics	approached	Maya,	their
faces	unreadable.	Lucas	held	his	breath,	anxiety	gnawing	at	him
as	he	watched	her	engage	in	conversation.	He	could	see	the
tension	in	her	shoulders,	the	way	her	smile	faltered	under	their



scrutiny.
“Your	work	is…	interesting,”	one	of	the	critics	said,	his	tone
condescending.	“But	it	lacks	depth.	It	feels	too	commercial.”
Maya’s	heart	sank,	and	Lucas	felt	a	surge	of	anger.	“That’s	not
fair,”	he	interjected,	stepping	forward.	“This	is	a	groundbreaking
fusion	of	traditional	art	and	technology.	It’s	not	just	about
aesthetics;	it’s	about	connection.”
The	critic	raised	an	eyebrow,	clearly	unimpressed.	“Perhaps,	but
it’s	not	what	we	expected.	You	might	want	to	rethink	your
approach.”
Maya’s	face	fell,	and	Lucas	felt	a	pang	of	helplessness.	He
wanted	to	shield	her	from	the	harshness	of	the	art	world,	to
protect	her	dreams.	But	he	also	knew	that	criticism	was	part	of
the	journey.
As	the	night	came	to	a	close,	Maya’s	spirit	seemed	dimmed.
They	stood	outside	the	gallery,	the	cool	night	air	a	stark	contrast
to	the	warmth	of	the	event.	Lucas	turned	to	her,	concern	etched
on	his	face.	“Maya,	don’t	let	them	get	to	you.	You’ve	created
something	beautiful.”
“I	know,	but	it	hurts	to	hear	that	my	work	isn’t	good	enough,”
she	admitted,	her	voice	trembling.	“I	put	everything	into	this.”
“Your	worth	isn’t	defined	by	their	opinions,”	he	said	firmly.	“You
are	an	incredible	artist,	and	your	vision	is	unique.	Don’t	let
anyone	take	that	away	from	you.”
Maya	looked	up	at	him,	her	eyes	glistening	with	unshed	tears.
“Thank	you	for	believing	in	me,	Lucas.	I	don’t	know	what	I’d	do
without	you.”
In	that	moment,	Lucas	felt	a	surge	of	love	for	her,	a	desire	to
protect	and	cherish	her.	He	stepped	closer,	wrapping	his	arms
around	her,	holding	her	tightly	as	she	leaned	into	him.	“You’ll



always	have	me	by	your	side,	Maya.	No	matter	what.”
As	they	stood	there,	wrapped	in	each	other’s	embrace,	a	sudden
realization	washed	over	Lucas.	He	knew	he	couldn’t	let	her	go
back	to	Bangkok	without	expressing	the	depth	of	his	feelings.
“Maya,”	he	began,	pulling	back	slightly	to	look	into	her	eyes.
“There’s	something	I	need	to	tell	you.”
“What	is	it?”	she	asked,	her	expression	curious	yet	vulnerable.
“I	love	you,”	he	confessed,	his	heart	racing.	“I	didn’t	expect	to
feel	this	way,	but	you’ve	changed	my	life.	You	inspire	me	every
day,	and	I	can’t	imagine	my	world	without	you.”
Maya’s	eyes	widened,	and	for	a	moment,	time	stood	still.	“You
love	me?”	she	whispered,	hope	flickering	in	her	gaze.
“Yes,”	he	replied,	his	voice	steady.	“I	love	you,	Maya.	And	I	want
to	be	with	you,	no	matter	where	life	takes	us.”
Tears	spilled	down	her	cheeks,	but	this	time,	they	were	tears	of
joy.	“I	love	you	too,	Lucas.	I’ve	been	scared	to	admit	it,	but
you’ve	brought	so	much	light	into	my	life.”
They	embraced	again,	the	world	around	them	fading	away	as
they	lost	themselves	in	the	warmth	of	their	love.	The	tension
that	had	once	threatened	to	pull	them	apart	melted	away,
replaced	by	a	sense	of	belonging	and	understanding.
But	just	as	they	were	caught	in	their	moment	of	bliss,	a	figure
approached	them	from	the	shadows.	It	was	a	man	in	a	tailored
suit,	his	expression	unreadable.	“Maya,	there	you	are!	I’ve	been
looking	for	you.”
Lucas	felt	a	surge	of	protectiveness	as	he	stepped	forward,
positioning	himself	between	Maya	and	the	stranger.	“Who	are
you?”
The	man	extended	his	hand,	a	charming	smile	on	his	face.	“I’m
Alex,	a	gallery	owner	from	Bangkok.	I’ve	seen	your	work	online,



and	I’m	impressed.	I’d	like	to	discuss	a	potential	collaboration.”
Maya’s	eyes	widened	in	surprise,	and	Lucas	felt	a	mix	of
jealousy	and	concern.	“A	collaboration?”	he	echoed,	his	voice
tight.
“Yes,”	Alex	continued,	oblivious	to	the	tension.	“I	believe	your
installation	could	have	a	significant	impact	in	the	art	scene	back
in	Thailand.	I	want	to	help	you	take	it	to	the	next	level.”
Lucas	felt	a	pang	of	uncertainty,	but	he	could	see	the	spark	in
Maya’s	eyes.	This	was	her	dream,	an	opportunity	she	had
worked	so	hard	for.	“Maya,	what	do	you	think?”	he	asked,	his
heart	racing.
She	turned	to	him,	her	expression	conflicted.	“I	don’t	know,
Lucas.	This	is	a	huge	opportunity,	but	I	don’t	want	to	leave	you
behind.”
“Follow	your	dreams,”	he	urged,	his	voice	steady.	“I’ll	support
you,	no	matter	what.	We	can	make	this	work.”
Maya’s	heart	swelled	with	gratitude.	“Are	you	sure?”
“Absolutely,”	he	replied,	determination	in	his	eyes.	“We’ll	find	a
way	to	make	our	connection	work,	no	matter	the	distance.”
With	a	newfound	resolve,	Maya	turned	back	to	Alex.	“I’m
interested.	Let’s	discuss	this	further.”
As	they	exchanged	contact	information,	Lucas	felt	a	mix	of	pride
and	sadness.	He	knew	this	was	a	pivotal	moment	for	Maya,	a
chance	for	her	to	shine	in	her	own	right.	And	while	the	thought
of	distance	weighed	heavily	on	his	heart,	he	also	felt	a	sense	of
hope—a	belief	that	their	love	could	withstand	any	challenge.
As	the	night	came	to	a	close,	Maya	turned	to	Lucas,	her	eyes
shining	with	determination.	“Thank	you	for	believing	in	me,
Lucas.	I	promise	I	won’t	forget	you.”



“I	know	you	won’t,”	he	said,	pulling	her	into	a	tight	embrace.
“And	I’ll	be	here,	cheering	you	on	every	step	of	the	way.”
As	they	pulled	away,	Maya	leaned	in,	capturing	his	lips	in	a
passionate	kiss.	It	was	a	kiss	filled	with	promise,	a	vow	to
cherish	the	connection	they	had	built.	And	in	that	moment,
amidst	the	uncertainty	of	the	future,	they	knew	that	their	love
was	strong	enough	to	weather	any	storm.
With	their	hearts	intertwined,	they	stepped	into	the	unknown,
ready	to	embrace	whatever	life	had	in	store	for	them.	Together,
they	would	navigate	the	challenges,	celebrate	the	victories,	and
create	a	love	story	that	transcended	borders—a	love	that	would
forever	bridge	the	gap	between	Amsterdam	and	Bangkok.




