
Freedom from Love 

The airport, Lisa surmised, was much more than a final destination. In fact it was more like a portal that 
could lead you into several different directions...all of them bad too. She was currently waiting 
impatiently, wanting to flee as soon as she could. In fact, if she could, she would turn tail right now and 
start running and never stop. That had to be better than just standing there waiting. Making her feel 
even worse was the heavy rock in the pit of her stomach. It sat uncomfortably there until a mixture of 
emotions spun it uneasily in her stomach. The feeling made her want to retch, but she held it off as she 
waited for Marcus to descend from the plane and to her side. The truth was that the turn and slush of 
emotions was too reminiscent of the past month and a half. All of it had been an emotional roller 
coaster; the loop to loop kind that had you wanting to run screaming from yet you couldn't help but 
jump on a second time in the hope of desensitizing yourself.  
 
It had all started when she agreed to go from being friends to dating Marcus. While she never confessed 
it (she suspected that Marcus was fully aware of it though), the only reason she had said yes was in the 
hope of showing her ex-boyfriend that she too could move on. Oh and if she could so happen to make 
him a bit jealous all the better. In a way, the plan had backfired. For one thing, Tony hadn't cared a wit 
beyond making sure that Marcus made her happy. Apparently, he was too enthralled by his newest 
girlfriend to care about Lisa. For another thing the first two weeks had been pretty good with Marcus. 
Okay, more than pretty good, bloody fantastic. It would have gone on to be like that for several more 
months, hopefully, if it hadn't been for Marcus leaving. It had left them continuing their relationship 
over the phone. A great test in the long run, but unfortunately it came back with horrible results.  
 
At first, the separation had been barely tolerable, appeased only by the nightly phone calls. Their brief 
moments of verbal contact had accomplished several things. The first was to help cement their 
relationship. Another was to provide moral support to Marcus as he pushed through Army Jump School. 
It had been one of the hardest things for Lisa to support. She just didn't understand why anyone would 
want to jump out of perfectly safe airplanes. Despite the confusion and her worry over his safety she did 
her best to support him.  
 
In the hopes of accomplishing that Lisa ended every phone call with words of encouragement. He would 
then thank her, followed by wishing for her to have pleasant dreams, preferably of him. For the first 
month it had been enough, barely, but it had been easier to handle. Then Marcus had ruined it all. Even 
now, that particular conversation echoed in her ears. "Don't worry, Marcus," she had said, "I know you 
can do this. You'll show those Army guys how much the Air Force rules."  
 
He had laughed, "Thanks, babe. I'll do my best."  
 
"That means you'll ace it." She told him as she lay back on the bed to stare at the ceiling.  
 
"You know, I wouldn't have made it this far without you, Lisa."  
 



The complement had made her blush. She had been thankful he couldn't see it as she told him sincerely, 
"I believe in you, Marcus. I know you can do anything you want to do."  
 
"Thanks." He had paused before adding, "I love you."  
 
It had taken several seconds for the words to sink in. Once they had, the only response she had was 
panic. With a jerk she sat up and said quickly, "Someone is at the door. Talk to you later. Bye." Then she 
hung up without giving him a chance to say anything else.  
 
The last two weeks had been spent dodging his calls and panic filled conversations with her Mother and 
trusted girl friends. All of them had supplied advice that was either unhelpful or impractical. One had 
even suggested saying those fateful words back to Marcus because Lisa might like how it sounded. 
Immediately, she had discarded that gem because it wasn't something you should play with. It wasn't as 
if you could say "I love you," realize you didn't a second later and tell them, "Just kidding." Making it 
even worse was that all of them had told her to stick it out. You never know. Yeah right. The best policy, 
in her mind, was that at this stage the only true and honest course of action was to be brave. Tell him 
straight to his face that it was over then turn turkey and run as fast as she could in the other direction. 
The question was timing, and her one consolation had been that Marcus wouldn't be with her for 
Valentine's Day.  
 
Or so she had thought.  
 
Three days ago she finally talked to him again, only to find out that he had hurt his knee. Better yet, he 
was coming home and they could be together. He was thrilled about that part, though she suspected he 
was trying to put on a brave face for her. Lisa, on the other hand, was less than ecstatic. In fact, she was 
a nervous wreck because it meant she had to break up with him before, instead of after the stupid 
holiday. This realization made her feel like she was the worst person in the world for having the worst 
welcome home present ready for him.  
 
What made the whole situation worse was that unlike all the previous relationships, she did feel 
horrible. In the past, an upcoming break up was a precursor to a feeling of a soon to be freedom. This 
time she felt sick to her stomach. She liked Marcus; enjoyed their time together too. Best yet, he 
respected her boundaries; he was never pushy. She had liked that a lot; it was one of his best qualities in 
her mind.  
 
Oh, why did he have to go and ruin it?  
 
Besides, wasn't it supposes to be the other way around? Shouldn't the girl be the first to use that damn 
L word? That was always the beginning of the circular thinking that had been plaguing her for the last 
two and a half weeks. Damn it, it just wasn't fair!  
 
Her thoughts careened to a halt though when she saw his smiling face over the crowd of eager 



disembarking passengers. Marcus was tall, at about 6'2" and his chocolate skin complemented those 
deep brown eyes and black hair. While he was more on the lanky side than lean, he carried himself with 
confidence. Not even the limp in his right leg dispelled it.  
 
He waved at her and she returned it while trying to figure out which emotion to embrace. The pleasure 
of seeing him, or the panic those three awful words produced. She was only 19 for God's sake, wasn't 
that too young to be thinking of love? Sure he's 26, about to be 27, so it made sense that he'd be looking 
to settle down. She had thought that the age difference between them wasn't a problem; she had been 
wrong about that too, apparently. Actually it was starting to get a bit disappointing at how often she 
was wrong about her recent relationships. First Tony, now Marcus.  
 
Before her thoughts could continue on that dismal path, Marcus made it to her. Just like usual, it felt as 
if his presence had a calming effect on her and she smiled easily at him. It was always like that with him, 
but it quickly turned into half a squeal and half a giggle when he wrapped his arms around her, lifted her 
feet off the ground and gave her a little twirl. In her ear he said, "I'm so glad to be back."  
 
As he put her back on her feet she stated a bit breathlessly, "I can tell. Welcome home."  
 
"Thanks, babe." He leaned in for a kiss and, after remembering what her agenda was by the end of the 
day, she managed to shift fast enough so that her cheek received the affection. It gave her the chance to 
avoid his eyes and not see the hurt. It was necessary though because the first rule for breaking up was 
no lip locks.  
 
Despite hoping to avoid knowing it, she could feel the hurt emanating from him, but she tried to ignore 
it by saying, "Let's get your bag and get you off that leg."  
 
It seemed to distract him because he protested, "It's not that bad."  
 
She gave him the look the comment deserved, "Then let's not make it any worse." It did nothing to 
motivate him so she plucked his sleeve slightly, "Come on, the crowd is making me uncomfortable."  
 
He chuckled, fully aware of her tendencies toward claustrophobia in crowded places, "For that I'll 
hurry." Arm in arm they walked to the baggage claim and immediately fell into their usually comfortable 
conversation. For the whole trip to the dorms Lisa could forget what was coming; that train of fear that 
seemed to run through her each time those three words echoed in her ears. They laughed and got 
caught up on all that had happened since he left as if they hadn't been talking almost every night while 
he had been gone.  
 
Marcus had even let her carry his bag up at her insistence, content on keeping her steady as she lugged 
the heavy thing up the single flight of stairs they had to ascend. Only once they made it up to his room 
did she let him take it back so she could unlock the door for him. The memory of what she had to do 
finally returned as he started to unpack, seemingly oblivious of what was to come.  



 
The biggest problem was that Marcus was not only a great guy; he was a perfect balance for her. His 
cool and patient approach to life contrasted her hot head and impulsive streak. While she could get him 
to be more adventurous, he calmed her down when her temper rose. That was just the tip of the 
iceberg as they shared so many interests and opinions about many things around them. Yet, he had 
crossed that invisible line and she had to do something. For a moment, she wavered in her decision. 
Perhaps her mother and friends were right, perhaps it was time to just muscle through it and who knew, 
maybe.... Naw, too risky, she thought and took a breath, preparing herself. It took even longer for her to 
regain her courage and did so when he was halfway through the unpacking, "Marcus, we need to talk."  
 
He flashed a grin at her, "We are talking."  
 
She shook her head, resisting the smile that wanted to dust her lips, "No, I mean a serious talk."  
 
He looked at her, his smile fading, "Okay."  
 
Lisa took another deep breath, clenched her fists then said, "I've been doing a lot of thinking lately, and 
while I like you a,"  
 
He suddenly interrupted her, "You're breaking up with me aren't you?" She bit her lip, stared at him as 
she felt the first prick of tears touch her eyes. Marcus sighed and sat down on the edge of his bed, "I 
thought you might when you started avoiding my phone calls." Embarrassed at being so obvious, she 
looked away from him, "I didn't mean to freak you out, Lisa, but I can't help how I feel."  
 
"We've only been dating for a month and a half, Marcus."  
 
She could see him nod out of the corner of her eye, "True, but we've been friends for over a year and a 
half."  
 
"That's different." Lisa stated, looking at him again, "And maybe that's better. When we were only 
friends we had more fun, less nervousness. I miss that, Marcus."  
 
"We still have that." He told her and she sighed. They were silent for a few moments before he said, "I'm 
not going to try and change your mind. I know it's a waste of time." She smiled though it felt as if her 
heart was being ripped out and stomped on. A few more minutes passed before he asked, "We can still 
be friends right?"  
 
The tears felt like they were choking her as she answered instinctively, "Of course, always." A part of her 
argued against it though. Being friends with ex-boyfriends just wasn't possible, but she was loath to lose 
Marcus permanently. She enjoyed being with him too much.  
 
Marcus smiled, which complimented the look of relief on his face. He stood and reached out for her. 



Without hesitation, she took his hand, let him pull her to her feet and into his arms. He hugged her and 
she partially collapsed into the embrace. They stood like that for a moment then he whispered, "I waited 
six months to hold you. I'll wait even longer to have you love me back."  
 
That did it; her tears flowed hotly down her face as she clung to him, wrapping his scent and presence 
around her. This just wasn't working out the way she had hoped in any way. The feeling of freedom was 
present, but it felt bitter and angry to a degree. Why did he have to be so sweet? "Oh Marcus, don't say 
things like that."  
 
"Only truth between us, Lisa, remember?" She nodded and his arms tightened a bit, "When you're ready 
to accept my love, all you have to do is ask." She nodded again as she was too choked up to do 
otherwise. He kept a hold of her for a little longer, and then he pulled back. Gently he wiped her tears 
off her face while saying, "Smile for me."  
 
"Always." She told him, smiling as he asked.  
 
"Good." He told her and let her sit back down. Several minutes of uncomfortable silence filled the room 
as he finished unpacking until he looked at her, a small smile on his lips, "I'm still taking you to dinner for 
Valentine's Day though."  
 
"Marcus, no." She told him, shocked at the idea, "We're just friends now."  
 
He nodded and grinned at her, "And I want to take my Best Friend to dinner. I won't take no for an 
answer." All Lisa could do was laugh. 


