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JOLIE

There have been moments in my life where I’ve felt unlovable.

Moments where I wondered if I really was worth anything.

My relationship with Faizal felt that way a lot. Like I was lying next to an empty vessel that I had to pour into every night. I’d give him my body. He was willing to pull the dress off, but he never wanted to take my heart and nurture it. He’d fuck me blind but would pull out and shut off.

I’ve never felt more unwanted, more used than in those moments.

My girlfriends were of no help. We’d go out for mimosas, and I felt like I was speaking a different language from them. Like we were a group of people from different countries, hell, different worlds. I was at a point in my life where every man I was with treated me like nothing, and every girl I was friends with was a blank page I had to fill out.

Empty words.

Empty promises.

I’d spent the better half of my twenties dissociating and drinking my sorrows away. I liked to pretend like I was a stripper sometimes, in the club. At my tech startup office, I often dreamed of fame. I pictured a glamorous life with adoring fans. This fantasy fed my ego and helped with my insecurities.

I’d read books about hot women falling in love with billionaires and think to myself, “Why not me?”

I've found that my daydreams are better than just the subpar reality I was inhabiting.

I’d code and design websites at work like I’m going through the motions.

When I got home to Faizal and the cat, he was drunk and passed out on the couch. The cat is on his face, snoring in tune with him.

As I walked into my bathroom and stared into the mirror, I felt this insatiable desire to do something cruel. Something scary.

Black mascara trailed down my black skin. My afro was spilling out of my hoodie. I was sweaty.

Tired.

I took a shower and changed.

Sat on the couch in the TV room and stared at Faizal.

“Babe?” Faizal asked, groggy from sleep.

“Hey.” I'm turning on Love Island. I hated this show. I watched it to hate on it. And to understand my psychopathic friends who love it so much.

“How was work? "Faizal asked me, pulling the cat into his lap.

“Fine.” I lied.

I was the breadwinner in this relationship. He paid rent on his cashier salary. I paid for everything else. That was another strain in our relationship.

Another reason to be dissatisfied.

“We missed you today. Cookie and I went to the museum.” He said, referring to our cat.

Faizal also sold his paintings at the art gallery museum. It made him some extra cash as a broke artist.

Sometimes I wondered why I was dating him.

I think back to the time we first met.

The parking lot at Wimpy.

We had coffee. We bonded over old French films on Mubi and Cigarettes After Sex.

We spoke about philosophy and physics.

I was obsessed with the supernatural.

He had psychic powers. It felt like Kismet, at first. It's been 7 months in this relationship, and I feel like we aren’t even on the same page anymore. This relationship felt empty, baseless.

Our connection over university-level deep dives in the unseen and unknown now felt like child’s play. Like we’d met and fallen in love because we were high, not because we genuinely felt a connection that went deeper than the physical.

“That’s nice,” I said.

“Hey. Is there something wrong? You seem cold.” Faizal asked me.

I sighed. I gnawed on my bottom lip before turning to him.

“I can't do this anymore, Faizal.”

“What?”

“I need you to leave.”

“Are you breaking up with me?”

“Yeah. I am.”

Silence.

It hung like a heavy curtain strewn in troubled waters between us. This had been building up. Weeks of fights, silent arguments, silent treatments, and bad sex.

But the finality of it struck me like a chord.

I didn’t love him anymore.

I didn’t want him near me anymore.

Whenever I looked at him, I felt like I was alone, like I was looking at a stranger.

When he packed his bags and moved out a week later, I felt like there was a hole in my house, but it wasn’t a hole that hadn’t been there already. It widened into a gaping maw of empty loneliness.

I was used to feeling alone with Faizal.

I hadn’t felt alone since I was 18. I watched the love of my life cross oceans, leaving my heartbroken teenage heart in pieces at an airport lounge.

Thirteen years ago.

I thought about him sometimes.

Khaled Hanif.

I wondered where he was now.

Wondered where he went.

Had he gotten married? Did he have kids?

What was he doing with his life now?

Sometimes when I slept with Faizal, I couldn’t come. I’d think about Khaled. I’d imagine it was him touching me. In me. Working me.

I’d imagine his older, broader shoulders burying into my small ones.

I’d imagine his breath on mine. His mouth on my breasts. His hands are between my legs.

I hadn’t had an orgasm in 4 years.

It felt lonely.

Sad.

My group of friends would go on about their steamy sex lives. I never had anything to add except a fun time with my vibrators.

I wondered what it would be like.

To fuck again.

Not to sleep with someone because you didn’t want to be lonely. Or just to have someone to hold on to.

No, I wanted to be claimed again.

I wanted to be wanted.

But with a moving truck at my front door and my boyfriend gone, I started to feel like that possibility was slim to none.
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JOLIE

Faizal’s exit left me empty for weeks. I didn’t leave my house. I cried myself to sleep in a bed I now slept alone in. He took the cat as well, so I felt like I’d undergone two breakups.

After 4 weeks at home, my boss fired me. Despite the fact I’d been working from home, my boss had said I wasn’t “contributing”, and I was “untrustworthy” and “uncommitted.”

Jobless, depressed and single, I fell apart.

A few months into my depressive episode, I had run out of rent money. A few months after that, I got evicted after way too many missed rent payments.

Having nowhere else to go, I moved back into my mother’s house.

My old childhood bedroom remained the same.

Untouched.

Justin Timberlake and Usher posters remained on my walls. Old yearbooks and bookshelves full of teenage romance books. DVD players and my old TV are mounted on the wall. I connected my TV box and searched for something on Netflix. I watched Gilmore Girls reruns and cried myself out. I turned on HBO and binge-watched Sex and the City.

I cried, and binge ate.

“Jolie.” My mother stepped into my room one night.

“Yeah?” I asked her.

At 60 years old, my mother could’ve easily passed as 40. The only indicator of her age was her white hair.

“I’m sorry you’re going through a hard time,” she said, rubbing my leg.

“He stole my cat, Mom. " I cried as Carrie Bradshaw fought with Mr Big on my TV.

“I know, honey. I’m sorry.”

“I don’t even have a job. What am I supposed to do? I feel like a burden.”

“Well, you’re not. As for the job, that will come back. I missed you. It’s nice to have you here at home. Your father is always at work. Your old mom can get lonely.”

“Sixty isn’t old.”

Darlene Sanders laughed.

“Sixty is old,” she told me.

“How are you doing?” she asked.

“Terrible.”

“It will pass, I promise.”

“Why do I feel so alone?”

She shrugged.

“You just got out of a 4-relationship. It’s normal. Breakups are hard.”

“I just want the pain to end. And a job.”

“One step at a time.”

“Why does every step feel like it has a brick under it?”

“Trust your healing process, she said before kissing me on the forehead and leaving my room.

I finally emerged from my bedroom with a tray full of week-old plates covered in flies and fruit flies.

I placed the dishes in the kitchen sink. The maid, Larissa, started washing them as I collapsed in the lounge chair on the patio.

My parents’ dog pattered around the swimming pool's circumference.

There was a book on the patio table in the morning light. Friedrich Nietzsche. I laughed, thinking about that scene between Cher and Josh in the movie Clueless. I was living in a movie, except it didn’t feel
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