
Table of Contents

CHEESERVILLE | Beyond Cheese | a novella by Chris Cahill

Author’s Note

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHEESERVILLE


Beyond Cheese


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


a novella by Chris Cahill

––––––––
[image: ]
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When I began writing Cheeserville, Beyond Cheese I knew it would be the final chapter in a story that has lived in my heart for years. But I also knew I wanted to try something different.

This book was created with the help of AI—specifically, ChatGPT. Not as a ghostwriter, but as a creative partner. I provided the plot, the characters, the emotional backbone. The AI helped shape scenes, refine dialogue, and elevate moments of connection and loss.

Is every word mine? No. But every feeling is. Every decision, every twist, every raw line of grief or spark of humor—I stood behind it. What you’re holding is not the product of a machine. It’s the product of a collaboration—between my human experience and a new kind of tool.

I hope this story makes you feel something. I hope it resonates.

And most of all, I hope it proves that no matter how the words come together, storytelling is still about being human.

—Chris Cahill
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CHAPTER 1
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It’s Monday, April 16, 1984, Milwaukee, WI.

Lucas McQue, better known as Q, a 22-year-old engineering student and rugby player at Monaghan University, lays on a bed in the recovery room of University Hospital in Milwaukee. Earlier in the day, a psychopath savagely ambushed him while he was walking between classes on the Monaghan campus. His attacker shot Q twice, once in the right forearm, breaking his ulna bone, and the other bullet perforated his femoral artery in his left leg, causing a massive loss of blood. His condition is critical and the odds of survival are 50/50.

The sterile walls of the recovery room seem to close in as Lyn Dugan, Q’s fiancée, bursts through the door. Her tear-streaked face is a portrait of anguish, but it freezes in shock as her gaze lands on his wanna-be girlfriend, Patricia “Trish the Dish” Marshall. Trish is slumped in a chair near Q’s bed, her hands trembling, and her mind racing with a chaotic mix of thoughts. The faint, metallic scent of blood still lingers in the air.

Lyn: (hysterical) Trish?! What are you doing here?!

Trish: (sobbing) I was there when he was shot! I rode with him to the hospital!

Tears run down the cheeks of both women as they come face to face.

Lyn: (hysterical) Oh my God! How is he?

Trish: (wailing) It was awful! He’s been shot twice and he’s lost so much blood. (pauses) There was so much blood! It was all over me! I’ll never forget it! 

Her voice falters as she turns her tear-soaked eyes to Q, lying motionless in the hospital bed.

Trish: (softly, pleading) You’re tough, Q...you can pull through. You have to.

Trish and Lyn have always harbored an unspoken rivalry over Q, each vying for a place in his heart in different ways. In the charged stillness of the recovery room, as grief and fear intertwine, Lyn and Trish stand at a crossroads. In this moment, their devotion to Q weaves a tentative thread of unity, however fleeting.

Suddenly, he goes into cardiac arrest, and the monitors in the room beep and screech, as if there is a five alarm fire. Nurse #1 immediately runs to the bedside and clears the blanket off of Q’s chest.

Nurse #1: Bring me the AED!

Nurse #2: (to Trish and Lyn) Stand back!

Lyn and Trish have horrified looks.

Lyn:. What’s going on?!

Nurse #1:. He’s in cardiac arrest! Move back!

Nurse #2 quickly wheels the AED (automated external defibrillator) to his bedside and presses the red button alarm attached to the bed rail, which will contact the ‘doctor on duty’ of an emergency. Nurse #1 attaches the AED electrode pads to Q’s chest. The machine analyzes his heart rhythm and advises the nurse to press the ‘shock’ button.

Nurse #1: (yells) Clear!

Everyone takes three steps back from the AED. His body shakes for a moment and then collapses silently on the bed. Blood leaks from the stitches of the gunshot wound on his leg.

Nurse #2:. His heart is not responding!

Lyn:. Do something!

Dr. Filbert, the emergency ‘doctor on duty’, rushes into the room. He’s a small, thin bespectacled man wearing a white lab coat with a stethoscope draped around his neck. Once he gets to the bedside, he takes his stethoscope and places it on Q’s chest.

Dr. Filbert:. (To the nurses) I’m going to use the AED. 

He takes the electrodes and places them again on Q’s chest. The machine advises the doctor to ‘shock’ the patient.

Dr. Filbert: Stand back! Clear!

He shocks Q’s heart one more time, and once again Q’s body jumps, but still no heartbeat.  Q’s face is ashen, it’s rapidly losing color and his breathing has stopped. Once Dr. Filbert realizes the heart has not restarted, he climbs into bed on top of Q and performs CPR. Dr. Filbert aggressively pushes his hands into Q’s chest.

Dr. Filbert:. Come on! Give me a beat! You want to live! You’re too young to die!

Trish and Lyn are crying hysterically as they look on helplessly.

Lyn:. Q! Don’t die on me! We have so much to live for!

The CPR isn’t working, and Dr. Filbert gets even more aggressive with his compressions, breaking one of Q’s ribs. Sweat beads on his forehead and runs into his glasses.

Dr. Filbert:. Get these girls out of here! And get Dr. Wilton here stat!

The nurses try to persuade the girls to leave the room, but they are having none of it. Moments later, Dr. Wilton, a large man, over 6 feet tall and 250 pounds enters the room.

Dr. Filbert: I’ve got a patient in cardiac arrest who is not responding to the AED. I’ve been doing chest compressions for 10 minutes. Can you take over for me?

Dr. Wilton:. I’m on it.

Dr. Wilton checks for a pulse and discovers none. He immediately continues the compressions.

Dr. Filbert:. He’s lost a lot of blood from gunshot wounds today.

Dr. Wilton: Breathe, dammit!

But there’s no breath emanating from his body and after 20 minutes of CPR they stop the compressions. Both doctors look at each other and then the nurses. Dr. Filbert looks at his watch.

Dr. Filbert:. I’m recording the time of death to be 4:36 PM CST. Nurse, will you please call the mortuary to retrieve the body?

Lyn:. Oh my God!

Trish:. Come on Q, wake up, please.

Dr. Filbert: (to Trish and Lyn) I did everything I could to save him. He’s lost too much blood. I’m so sorry for your loss.

Lyn‘s body shakes and she wails at the top of her lungs.

Lyn:. No! No! This can’t be happening! Q, I love you!

Nurse #1 tries to restrain her and move her out of the room, but Lyn breaks free and runs to Q’s bedside, putting her face on his chest and sobbing uncontrollably. Seconds later, Trish runs over, crying hysterically, and almost jumps onto the bed. After 30 seconds of crying, both women realize they are in close proximity to one another. They get to their feet and face each other.

Lyn: (voice trembling, her gaze fixed on Trish) Why are you here? You had no right—no right to be with him in his last moments.

Trish: (bristling, her voice defensive but quiet) No right? I was there because he needed someone, Lyn. I stayed because I couldn’t leave him like that.

Lyn: (shaking her head, tears streaming) You don’t understand. He wasn’t just... just someone to me. He was my fiancé. I proposed to him yesterday. Yesterday, Trish. We had our whole lives ahead of us, and now it’s just... gone.

Trish: (stunned, her voice softening) I didn’t know. I didn’t... I wasn’t trying to take that from you.

Lyn: (glaring through her tears) But you were always there. Always hovering, like you thought you could take his attention, his time, his... his heart.

Trish: (her voice trembling, struggling to hold her ground) Do you think I wanted this? To see him like that? To sit there in the car, helpless, as he was dying in my arms. (her voice cracks but steadies) I loved him, Lyn. Maybe not the way you did, but it was real to me.

Lyn: (voice breaking) He was supposed to be my forever. We were supposed to build a life together. And now he’s gone, and I don’t know how to keep going.

Trish: (her own tears falling, voice hesitant) I don’t know how to keep going either. I thought if I stayed with him today, if I was there when it mattered most, it would be enough. But it wasn’t. Nothing could’ve been.

A strained silence stretches between them, the gulf of their pain too wide to bridge but impossible to ignore. Lyn collapses into a chair, her head in her hands, while Trish remains standing, uncertain but unwilling to leave.

Lyn: (through her hands, barely audible) He wouldn’t want this. Us, arguing like this. He would just want us to get along.

Their interaction is broken when Dr. Mary Dugan, Lyn’s Mom and the surgeon who operated on Q, steps into the recovery room. Her face is tight with exhaustion. She hesitates as she sees Lyn slumped in a chair by Q’s bedside, sobbing uncontrollably. Trish, standing silently in the corner, glances over but quickly looks away.

Dr. Dugan takes a deep breath and steps forward, her voice sharp but steady.

Dr. Dugan: Lyn, I need to talk to you.

Lyn looks up, her face streaked with tears, and immediately stands, her expression a mixture of fury and grief.

Lyn: You knew. You knew he was dying, and you didn’t tell me!

Dr. Dugan stiffens, her voice clipped.

Dr. Dugan: I was in surgery, Lyn. My focus was on saving his life. There was no time for anything else.

Lyn: (glaring, her voice rising) No time? You’re my mother! You knew what he meant to me, and you still didn’t call! You couldn’t even give me the chance to say goodbye!

Dr. Dugan: (tersely) I made a judgment call. My priority was doing my job, not catering to your emotions. And frankly, Lyn, this engagement of yours... It was a mistake from the start.

Lyn: (reeling, her voice breaking) A mistake? He was my fiancé! We loved each other, and we were going to spend our lives together. How can you stand there and say that?

Dr. Dugan: (crosses her arms, voice firm) I say it because it’s the truth. He wasn’t the right person for you, Lyn. He was impulsive, immature, and—frankly—not someone I trusted with your future.

Lyn: (sobbing, her voice trembling with fury) You didn’t trust him because you never tried to see the good in him! You only saw what you wanted to see—his mistakes, his flaws. But he was good, Mom! He made me happy!

Dr. Dugan: (takes a step closer, her tone unwavering) Happiness isn’t everything, Lyn. I wanted stability for you. A future you wouldn’t have to rebuild every time he made a reckless decision. And now... now you see the consequences of his choices.

Lyn: (staggering back as if struck, her voice hollow) How dare you!? How dare you stand here and act like this was his fault!? He didn’t ask for this! He didn’t deserve to die!

Dr. Dugan softens briefly but quickly steels herself again.

Dr. Dugan: No one deserves to die, Lyn. But I’m not going to rewrite history to make him into something he wasn’t. You’ll understand that someday.

Lyn: (shaking her head, tears streaming) I’ll never understand you. Or how you can be so heartless when I’ve just lost the love of my life.

Dr. Dugan exhales sharply, her voice cool.

Dr. Dugan: I know you’re grieving, but don’t let it cloud your judgment. Someday, you’ll thank me for being honest with you.

Lyn: (her voice drops to a whisper, full of pain) I’ll never thank you. And I’ll never forgive you for this.

Dr. Dugan’s expression remains impassive, but her hands tighten into fists at her sides.

Dr. Dugan: You’re upset. I’ll give you time. But I stand by what I’ve said.

The silence in the room is deafening as Lyn collapses back into the chair, shaking with sobs. Dr. Dugan glances at Q’s lifeless form one last time before turning and walking out of the room without another word.

The recovery room is silent except for Lyn’s quiet sobs. Dr. Dugan’s footsteps echo down the hall as she walks away, her rigid posture reflecting her finality. Trish, on the other side of the room, looks over at Lyn, her face streaked with fresh tears.

Trish: (tentatively, her voice soft but trembling) She’s... unbelievable.

Lyn lifts her head slightly, her eyes red and swollen. She stares blankly at Trish, still processing the confrontation with her mother.

Lyn: What are you talking about?

Trish stands slowly, brushing her hands against her jeans, and takes a cautious step closer to Lyn.

Trish: Your Mom. I mean, I heard she was cold, but after hearing that... God, Lyn, how do you even deal with her?

Lyn’s expression darkens as fresh anger bubbles to the surface.

Lyn: Don’t. Don’t you start with me, Trish. I can’t... I can’t handle this right now.

Trish: (raising her hands defensively) I’m not trying to fight with you, okay? I just—how could she say those things about Q? After everything he went through, after everything he was to you.”

Lyn’s hands clench into fists at her sides.

Lyn: Because that’s who she is, Trish. She’s always been like that. Cold, logical, and so damn sure she’s right about everything. And now Q’s gone, and she’s still acting like she knows what’s best for me.

Trish’s voice hardens, her frustration spilling out.

Trish: No, she doesn’t. Q was... he was a lot of things, but he loved you more than anything. And she couldn’t even see that.

Lyn glares at Trish, her grief turning into a sharp edge.

Lyn: What do you care, Trish? You were always waiting in the wings, hoping he’d pick you instead of me. Don’t act like you were some kind of saint in all this.

Trish’s eyes widen, hurt flashing across her face before she straightens her shoulders.

Trish: I’m not pretending to be perfect, Lyn. I loved him too, okay? But I’m not the one who just stood there and let her mom tear him down when he can’t even defend himself.

Lyn’s breath catches, her voice cracking as she yells back.

Lyn: You think I don’t know that? You think I don’t hate myself for not standing up for him? But she’s my Mom, Trish! What was I supposed to do?

Trish softens slightly, her voice quieter now but still firm.

Trish: You were supposed to tell her the truth. That Q was more than his mistakes. That he was good for you, even if she couldn’t see it.

Lyn collapses back into the chair, burying her face in her hands again. Her voice is muffled, raw.

Lyn: She wouldn’t have listened. She never does. She hated him, Trish. She always hated him.

Trish hesitates before kneeling beside Lyn, her tone gentler now.

Trish: Maybe she’ll never understand. Maybe she doesn’t want to. But you do, Lyn. You know what he meant to you, and that’s what
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