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​CHAPTER 1
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It’s 11:15 PM on Saturday at Monaghan University (or MU) in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Tonight’s weather is 35F and clear skies, with a full moon showing.

Earlier in the day, the MU rugby team won its first ever state championship by defeating Wisconsin Dells University. One of the members on the MU rugby team is Q (whose real name is Lucas McQue). Q has brown hair and blue eyes, and is 6’3” tall, 195 pounds. He is out celebrating the victory with his gorgeous girlfriend Lyn (5’6” tall, 130 pounds with wavy blonde hair and blue eyes). Lyn is not only beautiful, but she may be the smartest student at MU. Q is a fifth year Engineering senior and Lyn is a senior majoring in Math.

They arrive at Hoops (a campus bar on Station Avenue). The music is loud and the sounds of people talking and laughing can be heard outside. Q opens the door for Lyn and they both walk past the bouncer. Hoops is crowded with people stacked up all the way to the front door. Q takes Lyn‘s hand and leads her through the crowd. They take ten steps into the bar when Q spots a group of four rugby players. He lets go of Lyn‘s hand and takes a five step running leap onto the top of them. Q’s arms are outstretched, so he can grab as many players as he can.

Q: (as he jumps) Yeahhh!

Q landing on them is unexpected. Some spill their beer.

Four rugby players: Fuck!!

They see it’s Q and they laugh. A couple of players slap Q on the back. Q high fives the rest.

Q: We fucking did it!

Lyn moves closer. Q is like a big kid at this point.

Q: This is my girlfriend, Lyn. This is Steve, Doodle, Josh and Aaron.

Q puts his arm around Lyn. The group all trade ‘hi‘s‘.

Q: (To Lyn) I’m going to get a pitcher. You’ll be OK here?

Lyn: I’ll be fine.

Q gives her a kiss. Lyn is curious about the nicknames on the rugby team. Q’s nickname is easy to get but some of the others are from out in left field, like Harvey. Lyn wants to find out about Doodle. She turns to Doodle, who is three feet away. Next to Doodle is his roommate, Josh. The group of four rugby players are all sophomores and live at Lyon Hall. They are all forwards, around 6 feet tall and 170-180 pounds, B- and C-side players.

Lyn: Doodle, how did you get your nickname?

Doodle: I um, uh, I’m into art, and I’m always doodling on a notepad.

Josh hears Doodle’s answer, and interjects himself.

Josh: That is so full of bullshit! Let me tell her the story!

Doodle: Do I have a choice?

Josh: No!

Lyn‘s interest grows. She’s quickly learning that the person with the nickname has a different story than those who bestowed the nickname.

Josh: Last year when we were living at Wilson, Doodle (whose real name is John), starts dating this girl Kim from Preston. After a few weeks, Kim dumps him, and he takes the breakup pretty hard, and gets totally shitfaced. He goes over to Preston and pisses her name into the snow outside the dorm. When he gets back to the dorm, he tells me he ‘doodled‘ her name in the snow.

Lyn has heard a lot of weird stories tonight and they keep getting weirder.

Doodle: I almost froze my dick off that night!

Lyn: It’s a good thing her name wasn’t ‘Stephanie.’

Doodle and Josh pause for a second and then laugh.

Doodle: You’re funny!

Q returns with a pitcher of Miller and half a dozen cups.

Q: Is she keeping you guys entertained?

Josh: (to Q) She’s great. (to Lyn) Do you have a sister?

Lyn: I do.

Doodle: Does she look like you?

Doodle and Josh are hanging on her response.

Lyn: As a matter of fact, she looks a lot like me.

Now they are really interested.

Doodle: Where is she now?

Lyn: I don’t know exactly. She’s a high school senior. I think she’s leaning toward coming to MU next year.

Lyn looks at Q. This is the first he’s heard of Meg coming to MU.

Q: OK, boys, put your tongues back in your mouths. You’ll have to wait until next year for Lyn’s sister.

Lyn: (to Q) I am taking my sister and her friend to the MU bars two Saturdays from now. I kind of promised them that you would be their tour guide.

Q: (feigning annoyance) Two Dugans at once! I don’t think I can handle that.

Lyn: I’ll make it up to you.

Q: Oh, really!

Lyn: Really!

As she takes her hand and stealthily grabs his balls.

Q: Sign me up!

She likes his sense of humor, which is a welcome relief from Roger’s droll demeanor. She thinks, ‘why the hell was I ever with him?’ Q passes out the cups and pours everyone a beer. Once the beers are poured, he takes the remaining beer and drinks it himself, straight from the pitcher. Lyn watches it in amazement, it is at least two beers he drank, in a matter of seconds.

Q: (to the group) We’ve got to move on.

Q makes a fist and puts it toward each player and they lightly tap it.

Doodle: Have a good one. See you Lyn.

Lyn: Bye Doodle.

Q takes her hand, they leave the group and move toward the back of the bar. He can spot Robbie sitting on a stool with his crutches leaning against the wall. Hoops is packed, making Q and Lyn‘s journey to the back of the bar slow. They finally reach Robbie.

Q: Where is everybody?

Robbie: Harvey and Laura are playing bubble hockey(as he points to the hockey game). BoB is wandering around somewhere and Mike Voss is trying to pick up the girl by the jukebox. Danny was here looking for you, but I don’t know where he went.

Q: Well, at least you have Jackie.

Q gives her a snarky smile and she gives him one in return.

Q: (to Robbie) How did you get here?

Robbie: I rode in the bed of Harvey’s pickup.

Q: Cool. Me and Lyn are going to play pool.

Lyn: We are?

Q: (put his arm around her) You can dazzle Hoops, just like you did the Bush.

Q’s real reason is that Lyn is his ticket to free drinks. He walks over to the pool table and puts his quarter on top, and then returns to Robbie, Jackie and Lyn.

Lyn: You just want free drinks.

Lyn has determined that Q is ultra competitive. It could be tennis, rugby, jumping for a vent, or playing pool. If you challenge him to a competition, he most likely will take you up on it, and, of course, there has to be a wager.

Q: I do want free drinks, but I want to see you play pool. I like the way you handle the stick.

Q looks right at Lyn and gives her a wink.

Lyn: (laughs and then whispers in his ear) You mean your stick!

Q: Thanks for the correction!

As usual tonight, Q doesn’t have a beer and sets off to the bar to get a pitcher. Lyn stays behind with Robbie and Jackie.

Jackie: (to Lyn) Are you staying over at the Franklin Street house?

Jackie lives in an apartment on Keefe Street with two other girls. Lyn thinks the question is forward and wants to answer, ‘that’s none of your business‘ but thinks better of it.

Lyn: Yes, I am. It will be the first time I stay over.

Jackie: You know, the walls are paper thin.

Lyn: So?

Jackie: I’m just saying. Some people don’t want to hear stuff going on in other rooms.

Robbie doesn’t like where this conversation is going and stands up.

Lyn: If you don’t want to hear ‘stuff‘, then cover your ears!

Robbie gets in between the two girls and uses one of his crutches as a dividing barrier.

Robbie: Jackie! Jackie! Back off!

But Jackie has no intention of backing off.

Jackie: Why you little...

As she presses against Robbie’s crutch.

Lyn: If you were more worried about satisfying your own man, you wouldn’t be worried about me.

Q comes back with a pitcher and plastic cups, and wonders what the hell he just walked in on. Robbie is now physically restraining Jackie.

Q: What the fuck is going on!?

Lyn: She’s looking to start trouble for some reason.

Jackie: She shows up and we’re all supposed to kiss the ground she walks on.

Q: What are you talking about? I thought we made peace this afternoon.

Lyn: I’d like to be friends, but I can’t deal with this.

Robbie: (to Jackie) Why don’t you cool off?

And Jackie heads to the ladies restroom.

Robbie: (to Lyn) I’m sorry this happened. I heard the whole thing. Obviously, she doesn’t like you two and I don’t know why.

The reasons Jackie is acting this way are: 1] She is drunk. 2] She is jealous of how Q and Lyn act as a couple. Anyone could tell that they are in love. Jackie loves Robbie but their relationship doesn’t have the same zing. 3] All eyes are on Lyn, all the time.

Q puts the pitcher on the little ledge sticking out of the wall.

Q: (to Lyn) Are you OK?

Lyn: I’m fine. She just came after me.

Robbie: (to Lyn) She’s not that way usually.

Q hands Lyn and Robbie each a cup and pours them a beer.

Robbie: Yo, check it out, over by the Dig Dug machine.

He looks over and Lyn follows his head direction.

Lyn: What am I looking at?

Q: That’s Lisa.

Robbie: And that’s Todd.

The two are locked in a make out embrace, wedged in between the video game and the wall. Harvey and Laura return from bubble hockey.

Q: (to Harvey) I see you escaped from McNulty’s.

Laura: He had the saddest face on when we were in there. It is his night, I couldn’t let him be unhappy.

Jackie returns from the restroom and stands right next to Robbie with a stern look on her face. The group is lined up against the wall. In order, they are Jackie, Robbie, Harvey, Laura, Q and Lyn.

Q: (to Lyn) We are up next at pool.

Lyn and Laura talk about EWU.

Lyn: Q told me you go to EWU.

Laura: Yeah, I’m a sophomore there.

Lyn: I don’t live too far away in Fox Point.

Laura: How come you go to MU when you’re 10 minutes from campus?

Lyn: My Dad is a professor at MU and I get free tuition.

All Lyn can think about is telling Harvey to be loving and caring with Laura. Q interrupts.

Q: We’re up. Do you want to shoot first?

Lyn: That depends, do you want us to win?

Q: So humble.

Q quickly asks if the other team will play for shots. They agree. He racks the balls for the break. Once Q and Lyn step out of earshot of Robbie and Jackie.

Robbie: What’s going on with you tonight?

Jackie: All I hear is Lyn and Q this, and Lyn and Q that. Oh, and don’t forget that they’re humping one another in the bar, because they’re in love. I am tired of hearing about it. And look, Lyn is so pretty, she could be a model. Blah, blah blah. It makes me want to barf.

Robbie knows he has to tread lightly if he wants to get laid tonight. He thinks ‘she’s jealous’ but can’t say it to her.

Robbie: Who cares what they do? It doesn’t affect you and me.

What Robbie said isn’t too convincing and Jackie stands there unflinching.

Robbie: Q can be a pain in the ass sometimes, but he’s always had my back. And I talked to Lyn and she’s really nice.

Jackie grabs a plastic cup and pours herself a beer. Robbie is now seated on the stool and puts an arm around her and pulls her close so that her back is against his chest. Doodle and his friends make it to the back of the bar and go over to Robbie and Jackie. Robbie thinks ‘thank God for a change in subject’. The group, including Jackie, begin joking and laughing after a few minutes. Over at the pool table, Lyn is lining up a long shot on the eight ball to win the game. Q is standing off to the side, midway down the table, as Lyn gently strokes the cue ball and deposits the eight ball in the corner pocket. Lyn straightens up with a smile on her face, and Q bends over and punches the air in a downward motion.

Q: Sweet!

He quickly moves to Lyn and hugs her, lifting her off the ground. He puts her down.

Q: (to his pool opponents) Two vodka shots.

One of the opponents heads to the bar to get the shots and the other opponent comes up Q.

Opponent: Weren’t you in here a couple weeks ago with a British chick hustling drinks?

Q: I think you have the wrong guy.

He walks over to the pitcher to get more beer.

Q: (to Lyn) Do you need more?

Lyn: No thanks, maybe you could finish mine.

She hands Q her beer, he takes it and quickly drinks it. The opponent at the bar yells back to Q and Lyn that their shots are on the bar. Q, Lyn, and the opponent who asked if Q was with a British girl make the short walk to the end of the bar. Four shots of vodka sit on the bar, and each person picks up the shot and downs it, except Lyn, who drinks it in three sips. Lyn soon realizes drinking the vodka shot has pushed her over the edge. She is not drunk, but really buzzed and is starting to feel woozy. Q and Lyn come back to the table. Q asks if she wants to break and she tells him to go ahead. He knows something is up. As Q goes to the end of the table to break, Doodle approaches Lyn along the side.

Doodle: Hi, we meet again.

Lyn thinks, ‘Doodle wants information about Meg.’

Lyn: Hi, what’s up?

Doodle: How come you didn’t say something earlier?

Lyn: Say something about what?

Lyn has no idea what he is talking about.

Doodle: I heard you and Q are getting married.

Lyn almost chokes.

Lyn: Who told you that?

Doodle: I heard it through the grapevine.

Lyn: (yelling) Q! Get over here!

Q has never heard her make that noise before. He comes over to her.

Lyn: Your rugby gossip line has us getting married!

Q: Holy shit! Who is starting this crap?! I didn’t have anything to do with this. Who told you, Doodle!?

Doodle: Rick Velis.

Q: (to Doodle) This is coming straight from the horse’s mouth. It’s all total bullshit. (to Lyn) They’re just playing a joke.

Lyn: It’s not funny.

Doodle: OK, I’m sorry Lyn.

And he walks back to his friends.

Lyn: That last vodka shot was too much. Can we go soon?

Q: Sure, how about now?

Lyn: Thanks.

Q walks over to his friends and tells them they’re heading home, and then he tells the new opponents at pool that they are finished. He grasps her hand and he leads them through the crowd and out of the bar. They walk about 50 feet before Q turns to her.

Q: We’re only a couple of minutes from home. Do you think you can make it? Do you want me to carry you?

Thoughts go through Q’s mind of a similar time when he carried Stacy home.

Lyn: I think I can make it.

And she grabs onto Q’s body and he pulls her close. Lyn has been drinking since 11 AM and now it is past midnight. This is more alcohol than she’s ever previously consumed, and now she has this great urge to just lay down and go to sleep. As they walk, Lyn occasionally has a misstep, and Q is there to keep her upright. They get outside Q’s house, and he opens the fence gate, they walk through, and he closes it behind them. No one else is home in the house, and it sits in total darkness. They go up the porch steps, and Q opens the screen door, pulls out his key for the wooden door, which opens with a loud creak. Q flips on the foyer light, and they both shield their eyes. He always wonders, when he comes home to an empty and dark house, if there is a burglar lurking inside.

Q: (yells) Anybody here?

Nobody responds and he hears no movement in the house. Lyn and Q go up the steps side-by-side. He has a firm grip on her. Once at the top of the steps, they walk down the hallway to Q’s room. Q and Lyn enter the room and he turns on the light.

Q: Let me help you take your jacket off.

Her leather jacket is a tight fit, but it comes off easier than expected.

Lyn: Thanks. I need to brush my teeth.

The taste in her mouth from RWB, vodka, and Miller is not good. She fumbles through one of her bags on the couch for her toothbrush, and then walks into the bathroom.

Lyn: I’ll be back quick.

Q thinks ‘does that mean she’s up for sex?’ Lyn brushes her teeth, takes a piss, leaves the bathroom and enters back into the bedroom. Q sits at his desk chair, and then he stands up and pulls the blankets on the bed down.

Q: Keep the bed warm. Let me brush my teeth.

Lyn: Hurry back.

As her eyes close slightly, Q exits the room and enters the bathroom. Like Lyn, Q has to take a piss and brush his teeth, but he also has to wash his face which is a nightly routine. Meanwhile, Lyn quickly strips off her clothes, jumps in the bed, where she lays on her side with her face towards the edge. She pulls the blankets up under her chin and falls asleep within seconds. Q returns to the bedroom, not knowing what to expect. Lyn’s body is pointed to the edge of the bed. He stops at the door, sees the situation and takes two steps inside.

Q: (very softly) Lyn.

No response and no movement. He walks to her side of the bed. Her eyes are closed and he thinks ‘she’s hot even when she’s asleep.‘ Q stands there for 30 seconds, watching her, then bends over and strokes her body. Drunk students walk past the house laughing and yelling. He hopes the noise won’t wake her, but she doesn’t stir. Only steady, deep breathing comes from her body. He walks to his side of the bed, takes off his clothes, closes the door, turns off the light, and slides into bed next to her. If it was any other girl, he would’ve found a way to slyly wake her up. But he’s not going to wake her up. He has never felt so in love, and is so protective of her. He sleeps on his back and he doesn’t move around much in the bed, and Lyn is the same way, except she sleeps on her side. Q’s head hits the pillow and he falls asleep in less than two minutes. Neither of them wake up when the rest of the house comes home from the bars.

At 4:30 AM, Lyn wakes up with a pounding headache. She gets out of bed, puts on her robe that is lying on the couch, and slowly opens the bedroom door so there will be no creaking noise. All the doors in the house creak. They had not been oiled in decades. Upon arriving in the bathroom, she gets out the Tylenol bottle and takes out two capsules, and pours a little water in the plastic cup on the sink. She pops the Tylenol in her mouth, followed by the water, and swallows them. The urge to pee strikes her and she sits on the toilet and urinates. Next, she leaves the bathroom and walks back into the bedroom. Q’s room only has blinds on the windows and the security lights in the alley behind the house shine in somewhat. Lyn‘s bed in Fox Point is in total blackout at night. She can vaguely see him lying in bed. He’s on his back and his hands are clasped across his chest. To her, he looks like he should be laying in a coffin. She tiptoes to her side of the bed and delicately slides under the blankets.

It’s 9 AM Sunday morning and Lyn wakes up. Her headache is gone but her mouth tastes like the floor of the Bush. Once again, she gets out of bed, puts her robe on, and slowly maneuvers toward the bedroom door. Out of the bedroom and into the bathroom she goes. The toothpaste is laying on the sink, she picks it up and squirts it on her toothbrush. After about a minute, she spits the foam into the sink, and rinses her mouth and toothbrush. The house is totally quiet. Her plan is to sneak back into bed. She exits the bathroom and walks into the bedroom, but opens the bedroom door too much and it creaks loudly. The door creak causes Q to stir and he opens his eyes.

Q: Good morning. How did you sleep last night?

Lyn: Good morning sunshine! I slept a lot better after taking some Tylenol in the middle of the night.

Q’s ears and back are in pain and he could use some too.

Lyn: I’m sorry I couldn’t stay awake last night. All that drinking did me in.

Q: I should’ve never pushed the alcohol on you.

Lyn: And I’ve never seen anyone drink that much. Do you have a working liver?

Q: One of the benefits of alcoholic parents, or maybe it’s a curse.

Lyn: I’ve got a surprise for you! I’m making breakfast with French toast, bacon, and mimosas.

Q: That sounds awesome!

He knows there is little food in the house and realizes she must have brought her own. She walks over to her side of the bed, takes off her robe, and pulls out pajamas from her bag to wear. A fuzzy pair of bunny slippers is in another bag and she pulls them out, drops them on the floor and slides her feet in. Q gets out of bed, comes up behind her, and puts his hands inside her pajama top and starts to fondle her breasts.

Lyn: I want to feed you first and then we’ll have time for fun and games.

Q lets her go and she turns to face him. He’s naked, and she presses against him, and then kisses him on the lips.

Lyn: Can you show me where the pots and pans are?

Lyn had brought some pots and pans with her, not knowing what a house full of guys might have.

Q: Sure, let me get dressed.

He puts on sweatpants, a sweatshirt and a pair of socks. Once dressed, they walk out of the room, down the steps and into the kitchen. The pots and pans are in a cabinet above the stove and Q pulls them out and places them on the counter. Lyn’s kitchen in Fox Point is totally modern. Q’s kitchen is ancient and has a thin layer of grease coating the stovetop. Lyn goes into the rear doorway where she stored three bottles of champagne and brings them out and sets them on the kitchen table.

Q: Whoa, that’s a lot.

Lyn: I’m planning to make enough food for the whole house.

Q: You’re being super nice. You may be voted best houseguest ever. You’ve got my vote.

He comes over and squeezes her butt cheek with his right hand. Next, she heads to the fridge, opens the door and removes enough eggs, milk, and bacon to feed an army. Three loaves of bread are on top of the fridge and she brings them down and puts them on the counter.

Q: What can I do to help?

Lyn: Can you please open up the bacon packages?

He opens the bacon and she turns on the oven to preheat it and then starts cracking eggs open and puts them in a bowl.

Lyn: Can you whisk these?

Q: Sure.

And he starts whisking the eggs. When he’s done, he goes to the fridge and removes the orange juice for the mimosas. He removes the plastic top off the champagne bottle, pours some in a cup, followed by the orange juice.

Q: The chef gets first taste.

And he hands her a mimosa.

Lyn: That’s good. My compliments to the bartender.

Lyn has put the first batch of French toast and bacon in the oven. The smell quickly makes its way through the house. Within a couple of minutes, Cherry walks into the kitchen.

Cherry: Smells good, what are you cooking?

Lyn: French toast and bacon. Would you like some?

Cherry: Yes, please.

Lyn: It will be ready in a couple of minutes.

Q: Here, have a mimosa.

Q hands him a drink and Cherry sits at the table.

Lyn: Can you see if anybody else in the house would like breakfast?

Q: OK, I’ll check.

He doesn’t have far to walk to Harvey’s room. Q raps lightly on the door.

Q: Harvey, Lyn is making French toast and bacon for breakfast. You’re invited.

By now, the breakfast smell has permeated throughout the house. There is no noise from inside Harvey’s room, and Q walks away. Now he goes up the stairs to Robbie‘s room, and does the same procedure, except this time Robbie answers.

Robbie: We’ll be down in a couple of minutes.

Q: See you down there.

When Q returns to the kitchen, Harvey and Laura are already there. Harvey is wearing sweatpants, and Laura is wearing the same clothes she had on last night. Both of them have a drink in their hand and they’re leaning up against the counter.

Q: (to Harvey) We need some tunes. Can you get your boombox?

Harvey: Good idea.

And he goes back into his room, gets the boombox and puts it in the kitchen on top of the refrigerator. The station is already set to WNUT and he turns it on. ‘Just Got Lucky’ by JoBoxers is playing. There is a clomping sound coming down the steps as Robbie and his crutches make their way. Robbie arrives in the kitchen from the back stairs and Jackie is right behind him. Robbie is wearing sweat clothes and Jackie is wearing a pair of Robbie’s sweat clothes too.

Robbie: The food smells great!

Lyn turns from preparing food and smiles at him.

Lyn: Q, can you get the French toast and bacon out of the oven please.

Q: I got it.

He grabs a pair of oven mitts and pulls out two trays of French toast, and one tray of bacon, and puts them on top of the stove. Lyn has put separate bowls of syrup and butter in the oven for about 30 seconds to warm them. Q takes the French toast and stacks them on a plate, and does the same with the bacon. He then places the plates on the table, followed by the syrup and the butter.

Cherry gets up out of his chair and walks over to the counter where the silverware is stored, and grabs two handfuls of knives and forks, and brings them back to the kitchen table. Harvey helps out by getting the plates out of the cabinet and bringing them to the table. There are only five chairs in the kitchen, so Harvey and Cherry go to their rooms and bring back their desk chairs. Now everyone can sit in the kitchen. Lyn is still preparing the next round of food.

Lyn: (to the group) Don’t wait for me. Dig in!

Q: You’re the cook. You should eat.

As he puts a small piece of bacon in her mouth.

Lyn: I will as soon as I put the next batch in the oven.

The clatter of plates and silverware bounces around the kitchen. Mimosas are being refilled and the mood is jovial. Even Jackie appears to be enjoying herself. The sound of munching and little talking means the food is good.

Laura: (to Lyn) This is the best French toast I’ve ever had!

Harvey: This is awesome!

Lyn: I’m glad you like it. It’s my grandmother’s recipe. Who needs another mimosa?

Cherry: Me please.

Lyn takes Cherry’s cup, mixes a mimosa and hands it back to him.

Jackie: Could I have one please?

Lyn: Sure.

Lyn goes back to the counter, grabs a cup, the orange juice and champagne. She pours the ingredients in the cup and uses a swizzle stick to stir. Lyn brings it over to Jackie.

Lyn: Here you go.

Jackie: Thank you.

Lyn: You’re welcome.

Q: (to Lyn) I made one for you.

He gestures for her to come over.

Q: (to Lyn, whispering) How’s Jackie?

Lyn: (whispering) She’s not pissed today, yet.

Lyn prepares the final trays and places them in the oven. Afterwards, she moves to the kitchen table, grabs a seat and Q sits down right next to her. The French toast is almost finished, but there is enough on the table for the two of them and they start to eat.

Lyn: I didn’t hear anybody come in last night. My partying skills aren’t so good and I fell asleep pretty early. What time did you guys come in?

Harvey: About 2:15 AM.

Robbie: Around the same time.

Cherry: Maybe 1:30 AM.

Q is watching Harvey and Laura to see if there is any hint that they had sex last night but nothing. Lyn gets up and goes to the oven, removes the final trays of French toast and bacon, and brings them over to the table.

Cherry: No one has ever cooked us a meal before. Will you come back next Sunday and do it again?

Cherry likes watching her cook almost as much as he likes eating the food.

Q: (laughing) She’s my girlfriend. You guys will have to find someone else to cook for you.

Lyn: I’d be happy to cook for everybody again. Maybe dinner. My schedule is pretty full, but how about sometime next semester?

Q: There you go, she’ll be back next year.

The remaining food is devoured, and they drink three bottles of champagne. After this, everyone takes their plates and cups up to the sink and they clear off the table.

Laura: (to Lyn) We’ll take care of the dishes, why don’t you relax. (to Harvey) Wayne, you’ll help me, won’t you?

Harvey doesn’t want to, but she gives him the ‘we had sex last night‘ look.

Harvey: Yeah, sure.

Q and Lyn are on the first step of the back stairway, about to go up to his room, when Jackie comes over to Lyn. Lyn feels defensive.

Jackie: Lyn, can I talk to you in private?

Q: Will you be OK?

Lyn: I’ll be fine, you go upstairs. I’ll meet you.

Jackie: Let’s sit on the couch.

Jackie turns and walks across the kitchen into the living room with Lyn tailing behind her. No one else is in the living room, and the boombox in the kitchen is loud enough to drown out their voices. Lyn doesn’t know what to expect after last night’s altercation. They both sit on the couch with their butts on the edge. The girls are about three feet apart.

Jackie: I was drunk last night and said some things I didn’t mean. I hope you will accept my apology.

Lyn: I will.

Jackie: I got a little jealous.

Lyn thinks ‘a little?‘

Lyn: Jealous of what?

Jackie: Your looks can be intimidating, and you and Q are the ‘It couple’.

Lyn: Jackie, you’re very pretty, and Robbie is lucky to be with you. Q being part of the ‘It couple’, now that’s funny!

Jackie: I’m sorry.

Lyn moves a little closer to Jackie and reaches out with one of her hands and places it on Jackie’s hand.

Lyn: It’ll be alright. We’re good, right?

Jackie: We’re good.

Both girls stand up and walk across the living room and kitchen, and then go up the back stairway. Lyn goes into Q’s bedroom, and Jackie walks down the hallway into Robbie‘s room.
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​CHAPTER 2
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Inside Q’s room, he has finished showering and is half dressed with a pair of jeans on. Across his back is a foot and a half long welt that stretches from below his shoulder blade down to his waist. It’s bright red and destined to turn into a bruise.

Lyn: Oh my God! What is on your back!?

Q moves over to the small mirror on his dresser and looks at it.

Q: Yeah, that’s a big one. It’ll be OK.

Lyn: You must be in pain!

Q: (answers nonchalantly) Yeah it hurts. But you know what really hurts!?

Lyn looks at him in disbelief.

Q: My ears! They’re on fire! I had to lay flat on my back the entire night or they would wake me up.

Lyn now realizes that’s why he lies as if in a coffin. Q walks over and closes the bedroom door, and then comes back to Lyn. He puts his hands on the outside of her arms and looks right at her.

Q: (with a straight face) You know what turns me on?

Lyn: Tell me.

She thinks he might be getting romantic.

Q: Girls that smell like bacon!

Lyn: Well, you’re in luck today!

Q bends down slightly and puts his left arm behind her knees, his right arm behind her upper back and lifts her off the floor and places her on the bed.

Lyn: Oh! (laughs)

He kneels on the bed beside her and removes her pajamas, and then rolls on his side to remove his underwear and jeans. In a flash, he’s on top of her and within minutes, he’s inside her. Q uses the same trick to make him last before orgasm. He counts in his head to five: 12345 and then he counts backwards: 54321. And then he repeats the counting, if necessary. It works. Perhaps one time he shouldn’t do the counting and see how long he lasts. That might piss her off. After about 10 minutes, he’s done, and so is she and she lets out a loud ‘oh, my God!‘ Which Q is sure the rest of the house heard. He rolls off of her and is laying on his back next to her. There is about 30 seconds of silence.

Lyn: What are you thinking about?

Q: You.

Lyn: Hopefully that’s a good thing.

Q: It’s a very good thing. I am so grateful you’re lying here next to me. It still blows my mind that a girl like you wants to be with a smacked ass rugby player.

Lyn: I only want to smack your ass.

Every now and then, Q would have self-doubt about whether he is worthy of her. And in Lyn‘s mind, there is no self-doubt. She wants to be with Q more than anyone else she has ever met. They cuddle in bed for 10 minutes. Cuddling isn’t Q’s thing, but he goes along with it, without bitching.

Lyn: I’m going to get a shower and then head home.

They both sit up in bed and he turns and kisses her. He wants her to stay, but that would come across as selfish. After all, she is the top student in the math program. Or maybe the top student at the University.

Q: OK.

They both slide their feet off the bed and onto the floor. Q puts on his clothes.

Lyn: Can I get a towel and a washcloth please?

Q: Sure.

He takes a towel and washcloth off the attic steps and hands them to her. She wraps the towel around her body, kisses him and walks out of the bedroom into the bathroom. The previous night didn’t turn out the way either one of them envisioned. Q thought they would have sex all night long. Sex was definitely on Lyn’s mind last night but so was talking and cuddling. Maybe the next time Lyn stays over, they can back off of the alcohol consumption.

The Fluid Mechanics textbook and Q’s notebook are sitting on top of his desk. In his mind, his entire future hinges on passing the test on Wednesday. He picks up his notebook, sits on the edge of the bed, and opens it to the material that will be on the test. ‘Shit!’, he thinks, ‘what if I fail?’ The solutions to the problems in sections 7.3–7.5 are written in the notebook. He’s reviewing them in his mind. He thinks, ‘I know how to do these two problems but I’m still unsure about this one.‘ Lyn exits the shower, towels off somewhat, and she walks out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. She sees Q with his notebook open.

Lyn: Hey! You’re beating me to it.

Q: Sorry, I’m just looking over some problems for an exam on Wednesday.

Lyn: What subject?

She finishes toweling off in front of him. His concentration shifts from school work to her naked body.

Q: I, uh, lost my train of thought. Yeah, Fluid Mechanics. You look smoking hot!

He stands up, walks over to her and gives her a hug.

Q: I love you.

She feels so good in his arms.

Lyn: (softly) I love you too.

Q lets her go but still stands there.

Q: What’s going on today?

Lyn: I’ll be studying most of the afternoon. Then I’ll go for a run with my dog, and have dinner with my family. And then follow it up with more studying tonight.

Q: Wow, that’s a lot for one day.

Lyn: How about you?

Q: I’ve got a lot of homework. Plus I have to study for the test. I’ll probably go to the Union tonight.

Lyn continues to get dressed and goes back into the bathroom to apply makeup and comes back into the bedroom, where she starts putting her dirty clothes into a bag. She grabs the bag with the dirty laundry.

Lyn: Can you help me pack up the pots and pans that I brought over?

Q: Sure.

Q grabs the other empty bag. The two of them leave the bedroom, walk down the back steps and enter the kitchen. Laura and Harvey washed and dried Lyn’s pots and pans, and they’re sitting next to the sink.

Lyn: These two pans are mine and that tray.

Q loads them into the bag that Lyn had brought from home.

Q: Is that everything?

Lyn: Yes.

She does another quick look around the kitchen to make sure she’s not missing anything.

Lyn: Time to go. Will you please carry the bag of pans out to my car?

Q: Of course.

They walk out of the kitchen, through the living room and down the hall to the front door. Q opens the doors, and they walk onto the porch, down the steps where Q unlatches the gate to the fence. Lyn has a very good parking spot. They carry the bags to her car and she unlocks her trunk and they place them inside. The weather today is clear and cold.

Q: Have a safe ride home.

Lyn: I’m going to miss you.

Q: I’ll miss you.

They step towards each other and kiss on the mouth.

Q: Calc is probably wondering where you are. Call me when you get home.

Lyn: I will and you’ll call me tonight?

Q: Of course.

Lyn smiles, opens the car door, starts the engine and drives her car out of the dead end area. Next stop is Fox Point. It’s like a gut punch to Q watching her drive away. This past weekend was a huge step for them. They are now known as a couple in the rugby world, and Lyn is becoming familiar with off-campus life. He is truly concerned that he may be a bad influence on her. Q knows that Lyn‘s parents would shit themselves if they knew what their daughter did this past weekend. When Lyn‘s car gets out of sight, he walks back into his house. He closes the front doors, then walks down the hallway to Harvey’s room. His door is closed and Q lightly knocks.

Q: (in a hushed voice) Harvey?

He turns the door knob and pushes the door slightly open. Harvey is sitting on his bed with a book open. Laura has gone home. Q pokes his head in the door opening followed by his right arm. He makes a thumbs up sign with his hand. Harvey smiles, and gives him a thumbs up sign in return. Q smiles, pulls his arm back from the door, then closes the door and walks away.

25 minutes later in Fox Point, after an uneventful ride home from Q’s house, Lyn parks her car in the girls’ garage. Lyn walks through her parents’ garage, opens the door to the house, and enters the mudroom. She
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