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Some Like it Hot

Scott stood looking around the locker room and looking at the clock on the wall.  He wanted to get going at his work out because he was very serious about coming back to work and not doing a half-assed job of it.  He always did his best and he was very good at what he did but some of his fellow wrestlers felt he sloughed off because of who and what he was, or what he used to be.  He looked at the clock again.

“Where’s my new assistant?”

He heard a knock at the door.

“Yeah?”

“I’m here.  Sorry I wasn’t here before you.”  Regan walked through the door to Scott’s locker room.

“That’s ok.  I’m not like your boss or anything.  I just need some help with a few things.”

“I’ll be happy to help you in any way that I can Mr. Hall.”

Scott raised an eyebrow at hearing his surname used.

“First thing you can do is call me Scott.  I don’t want anyone thinking I’m a corporate type.”

She frowned slightly feeling he was either talking down to her or that perhaps he was being overly friendly towards her.

He caught the frown and suspected she was unsure of how to take his remark.

“I just feel more comfortable being called by my first name.  Don’t put anything into it.  Okay?”

She shrugged and nodded.

“What can I help you with first Mist-, er, I mean Scott?”

“How about telling me your name?  I don’t want to be formal and just call you Miss.”

She smiled at his suggesting that he would call her ‘miss’ when she was probably older than he was.  Regan wasn’t positive about this because since he had cut his hair to just above his shoulders and wasn’t dying it completely anymore, he did look a bit older.

“Sure, my name is Regan.”

“Hi Regan.  Nice to meet you.”

As they shook hands Regan noted that his hand was very soft and that it felt almost baby soft.  She surmised that his left hand would probably feel just as nice and immediately pulled her right hand back and blushed at her own thoughts.

Scott didn’t seem to notice and turned his back to her as he bent over to pick his gym bag up off of the bench it was sitting on.

Again she had to retrain her thoughts about Scott.  He was the second wrestler she had been an assistant for but the first one to demonstrate any real kindness toward her.

Roddy Piper had been her first and while he wasn’t exactly rude, he seemed to be the type who was a perfectionist and she couldn’t do anything right to please him.

“So I hear you worked for Piper.  Was that a good experience?”

Scott stood looking at her like he really wanted to know.

Regan felt a little uncomfortable knowing she didn’t dare say anything negative about Piper but she also suspected from Scott’s tone that he didn’t expect her to lie about it either.

She shifted from one foot to the next and while she hesitated, Scott picked up on her silence.

“I see.  I suspected as much.”

Regan looked up at him quickly and by her expression he knew she didn’t want him to think she had any ill feelings toward Piper.

“I-I would nev-”

“It’s okay, Regan.  He has a rep and I know from my own experiences with him that he’s not easy to deal with.  Don’t worry, I won’t say anything to him or anyone else.  It’ll be our secret.”

Scott grinned at her and she felt a little more at ease and even shared a little grin with him.

“That’s nice and I didn’t mean to put you on the spot.  So what do you say we head to the gym and I’ll show you what I need in the way of assistance?”

“Thank you, I’m ready whenever you are.”

Scott caught a shy smile from her and held the door for her as they left his locker room and headed for the gym.

“This could be a nice experience for a change.  I’ve heard about Scott Hall and I know what a flirt he can be but maybe he’s easier going than Roddy was and maybe we’ll get along better.”

Regan was distracted by her own thoughts and didn’t notice that Scott had put his hand at the middle of her back.  It was only a friendly gesture but when she finally realized he had done it she felt an enormous surge go through her and she almost immediately stiffened at his touch.

Not daring to look up at him, she felt him remove his hand and hoped he wasn’t put off by her reaction.  She wasn’t even sure he knew because when he removed his hand they were in front of the gym and he opened the door.

“Okay if you’re ready, we’ll get right to it.  I’m going to start on the pulleys and see how many pounds I can handle.”

Scott handed Regan his bag and asked her to put it over against the wall by the ceiling-to-floor mirrors while he got set up with the pulley and weights he would start out with.  As she did this she walked with her head down, her mind racing with thoughts of the last time she had been in the gym with Roddy.  He wasn’t so bad but she wondered why she couldn’t do anything right.

“Was I just in so much awe of him that I wasn’t able to handle the job?  No I know that wasn’t it.  He never made any bones about it.  He was interested and I wasn’t.  It wasn’t that I wasn’t tempted either.  I just knew he was married and I wouldn’t let him into my private life.”

As Regan put Scott’s gym bag down, she glanced up and noticed in the mirror that he suddenly looked down and she realized he had been watching her.

“What is it with these guys?  I’m not a drop dead gorgeous diva.  I’m just average so why do they take an interest?  Well at least this one isn’t taken but he still has a rep of a different kind from Roddy.”

Walking back over to Scott, Regan felt a little nervous but she decided to just suck it up and pretend that she hadn’t noticed him watching her.  It might be a little less awkward if she didn’t acknowledge it.

“Thanks.  Now if you don’t mind, I need you to add ten pounds after each rep of 20.”

“Okay, I can do that.”

Regan watched Scott work out and tried to keep her focus so he didn’t have to tell her when he was done with the 20 reps.

“He looks so good working out.  If Roddy had looked this good in the gym and with his shirt off I might not have had the resolve I needed to resist him.  Oh jeepers, was that 18 or 20?”

Scott stopped and waited as Regan quickly fumbled with the weights and the lock.  Seeing that she was all thumbs, Scott got off the bench and took the weight from her brushing her hand with his making her drop the weight on her toe.

“I’m sorry Regan.  That must have hurt.  Let me do this first one-they can be kind of tricky.”

Regan looked down and felt foolish.  This was humiliating and it was the first day on the job with a different wrestler.

Scott did his best not to look at her but he couldn’t help noticing out of the corner of his eye that she was turning a little red and he felt kind of sorry for her.

“Better I don’t make an issue of this.  She’s already embarrassed so I’ll just do this and get back up on the bench.”

Scott finished the next rep and Regan kept her concentration this time and was ready to add a weight at the appropriate time.  This she did without making a mistake.

“Thanks Regan.”  Scott didn’t look at her but instead he started the next rep.

“You’re welcome,” Regan mumbled under her breath, wishing this part of her job was over for the day.  “He’s being sweet but I feel like such an idiot!  How hard is it to-19, 20,” she added the next ten pounds, “to add weights?”

They did this about four more times.

“Okay, it’s been a while since I’ve done this and I don’t want to end my come back before I’ve actually come back,” he laughed, “so what say we move onto the next station?”

Regan nodded and followed him to the weightlifting bench.

Scott put on the weight belt and started putting weights on the bar.

“Regan, I know you’ve done all this before so I won’t bother to explain what to do.  Just be here if I need your help.”

“Sure Scott.”  She nodded with a little more confidence now.  He trusted her and he wasn’t treating her like a little moron.

“He’s got a lot of weight on that bar.  More than Roddy would have used.  I guess he’s a bigger guy too so-”

“Oh no!”  Regan reached out just in time to keep the bar from hitting the bridge of Scott’s nose.  As it was it bounced on his chest with her hand pinned under the bar against his chest.

His eyes were big and he looked startled.  He sat up to examine the bar and weights.

“What just happened?  I only put-what’s this?”

Scott looked closely at the weights and noticed someone had used whiteout to paint a different number on one of the weights.  It was already on the bar so he hadn’t paid that much attention to it.

Regan looked closely at the weight and noticed the number painted on it didn’t follow the pattern of the number etched into it.

“I think the real number on the weight is 250 lbs.  And you added another 50.  Scott?  You were trying to lift 300 lbs. your first day in here?”

“I wasn’t trying to but it looks like somebody else wanted me to.”

“Who would pull a prank like this?”

“I don’t know Regan, but I’m grateful that you were paying close attention and that you were here to keep me from breaking my nose.”

“I am too.”  She was thinking it would be a shame to mar that handsome face and she suddenly began to feel protective of Scott.  “Why would I care this much?  I don’t know him.”  She felt like her heart was in her throat.

“I’ll have to pay a lot closer attention myself as we move along here.”

“Well how’s it going Scott?  Regan?”

“It was going just fine until I tried to lift more than I should.  Vince, someone altered the number on this weight and it was already on the bar when I got to it.”

“I don’t understand Scott.  Why would somebody do that?”

“That’s what Regan and I were trying to figure out.  I’m going to have to be more careful from now on.”

“I’ll ask the trainers if they’ve seen anyone messing around with the weights.  You didn’t get hurt did you?”

“No!  With Regan here right beside me and being alert, I didn’t.  She caught the bar just before it hit my nose.”

“Good God!  I will definitely check into this Scott.  Thank you Regan for being on your toes.  I need this man in one piece and healthy so you keep right by his side and keep your eyes open.”

“Yes, Mr. McMahon.  I will.”  Regan was clearly shaken by this little act of subterfuge on someone’s part to hinder Scott Hall from returning to the ring.

“Tell you what, why don’t you two get out of here and go to my private gym for now.  Paul is there working out right now and Steph is helping him.”

“Thanks Vince.  That’s real nice of you to offer it.”

“Nonsense, Scott!  You and Regan have your work cut out for you if you’re going to be ready to return in a month’s time so just go ahead and use it.  In fact, use it all the time.”

Regan smiled at Mr. McMahon and she walked back over to the wall to get Scott’s gym bag.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

As they walked out the door of the gym, Scott looked down at Regan and noticed for the first time that she was limping slightly and working harder than normal to keep up with him.

“I think you really hurt yourself when that weight hit your toe.  I’m sorry I’m making you walk faster Regan.”

“I-I’m okay Scott.  It does hurt a little but I don’t want it to get in the way of your progress so I’ll keep up with you.”

“She’s tough, I’ll give her that.  She’s something else too but I’m not sure what.  Not stunningly beautiful and kind of tiny, I’d guess maybe 5’1 or 5’2 but that’s about all.  Cute in a way and ready to please.  Spunky too.  When I put my hand on her back she acted like she didn’t want me to do that.  Yeah, I’d say spunky, cute & petite.”

Regan started walking over to her own car and Scott stopped.

“You don’t want to go over to Vince’s place together?”

“Oh!  I just automatically went to my own car.  Sorry.  I guess it doesn’t matter.”

It did matter but she didn’t want to make waves the first day working with Scott and even though he was known to be a real ladies man, he seemed somehow different from the man she had heard so much about.

“What is it about him?  He’s not coming on to me.  Oh I know I don’t look like Trish or Dawn Marie or even Torrie but the things I’ve heard about him made me think he might anyway.  He just seems so down to earth and genuinely nice.  Maybe all that crap was just to push him as a heel all these years.”

“Penny for your thoughts?”

“Huh?  Oh, they weren’t worth that much.”  Regan smiled at Scott and then turned to look away.  “They weren’t either.  They were thoughts of a man I’ve heard about but not the man I’m getting acquainted with.”

“Well while you’re with me I expect you to have more elevated thoughts so work on that okay?”

Regan’s head snapped around to see Scott grinning at her and they both burst out laughing.

“Alright, I will work on that.”  Regan felt happy and comfortable with Scott for the first time since they met.

Scott and Regan got in his car and buckled up.  He started the engine and turned on the stereo.

“Hope you don’t mind.”

“No, not at all.  What do you like to listen to?”

“A lot of stuff and nothing in particular.”

Regan eyed him and gave him a smirk.  “Careful there girl.  You’re too old to go losing your head over this handsome, hot guy.”

“After we finish up at Vince’s place you want to go get something to eat?”

“Maybe.  I don’t eat unless I’m hungry though so if I have to I’ll watch you eat.”

Scott looked over at Regan and narrowed his eyes wondering what kind of woman he was going to be spending time with.  “I still don’t know about her but I kind of like the way she responds to me.”

“Have you ever met Paul or Stephanie?”

“I know Steph, she’s a friend of mine but I only met Paul at their wedding.”

“So you and Stephanie are pals huh?  That’s good.  She’s a clever woman and she can help you go far in this business.  You ever thought of working in the ring?”

Regan jerked her head at his question.  She looked at him in disbelief.  “Surely you jest!  I’m not in that kind of shape and I’m too old to start a wrestling career anyway.  If I were on the backside of a career it might be different.”

“Well I didn’t mean as a wrestler.  I figured you hadn’t been one in the past or I would have known about it but I was thinking that maybe you could extend your work as my assistant to supporting me when I go to the ring.”

Now Regan was really shocked.  She blinked and looked at him.

“I would think you’d want some pretty young thing like maybe, I don’t know, somebody who is coming out of OVW or from Tough Enough to come to the ring with you.”

Scott didn’t continue this line of thought with her.  She seemed to not want it so he dropped it but he was still thinking about it when they arrived at Vince’s gym.

For her part, Regan would have loved to accompany Scott to the ring but she felt insecure in part because of her age and salt and pepper hair and also because she felt a woman who would accompany Scott should be a real knockout!  A beauty in a skimpy outfit.  She would definitely not fit that part.

“This is Mr. McMahon’s gym?”

Regan’s eyes were wide.

“Yeah.  He works out here when he’s home and he often let’s the wrestlers work out if they’re in the area.”

“That’s real generous of him.”

“Yeah, Vince is a great boss and he’s a nice guy.  A lot of people think he’s a rat but he’s pretty decent.”

“Oh, I know.  A lot of it is just hype but he doesn’t have to open up his private gym to anyone but family and yet he does.”

“You sound like a real fan.”

“I am.  I haven’t always been but in recent years I’ve gotten into wrestling more.  At first it was just a hobby and a diversion but I’m more serious about it now that I work with the wrestlers.”

“That’s nice to know.”

She cocked her head.  “Why do you say that?”

“Because if I’m going to spend a lot of time with you then I want you to be serious about what we’re doing.  I don’t want someone with me who is only interested in one thing and that one thing wouldn’t be helping me get ready to return to the ring.”

“What would it be?”  Regan asked innocently.  “If I signed on to assist you then that’s what I’m here for.”

“I understand and I’m glad you feel that way.  I’ve had others assist me who had a hidden agenda and while I enjoyed their ‘hidden agendas’ it didn’t help me in the ring.”

Now Regan began to see what he meant.  She looked out her window and felt like a little dimwit for not knowing in the first place.

“Oh.  I’m sorry you had to explain that to me.  You must think I’ve been living in a cave or something.”

Scott could tell by her quiet voice that she was humiliated.  There was something about her that was very different and he was going to find out what it was.

“That’s okay.  I didn’t think you lived in a cave.  It’s kind of refreshing to work with a woman who isn’t out for just one thing.”

He tapped her shoulder with the back of his hand and she turned around to see an appreciative smile.  She smiled back at him grateful that he wasn’t making fun of her and that he wanted to keep their relationship a working one.

“Well let’s go in and see Stephanie and Paul.  That okay with you?”

“Yeah, sure.”

They climbed out of the car and went in.  The music was loud and Paul and Stephanie were no where in sight.

“I’ll turn that down.”  Scott covered his ears.

“Not into that kind of noise?”

“No, although it does help keep you going when you feel like quitting but it doesn’t look like anyone is working out so it doesn’t need to be so loud.”

Scott walked over to the stereo and turned down the music.  A moment later a very surprised Paul appeared thinking it was Vince.  When he saw Scott and his friend, he got a big smile on his face.

“Hey there buddy!  Nice to see ya.”

“Thanks Paul.  Good to see you too.”

“Hi Regan.  I’ve heard great things about you from my wife and Vince.”

“Thank you Paul.  Same here.”

“Oh yeah, I bet you have.”

“I’m serious.  They think you’re just great and I didn’t know enough about you to argue with them.”

Paul and Scott blinked and they heard loud laughter coming from behind them.

“Hey Regan!  Great to see you.  You just blew them out of the water.  I told you she was a little spitfire!”

The ladies hugged each other and started talking about Regan’s new job and Stephanie’s wedding.

“It was such a beautiful ceremony Steph.  Thank you so much for inviting me.  I had a great time.”

“I saw that you did.”  Stephanie gave her a knowing look.

“Well that wasn’t necessary.”  Regan shook her head and rolled her eyes.  “He knows I’m off limits and I’m so glad I don’t have to work with him anymore.”

“I know.  I don’t blame you.  He did seem like he was trying to keep an eye on you though.”

“That’s not all he was trying to keep on me, but . . . well never mind that now.  It’s a moot point.”

“You mean what I heard later was true?!!”

Regan looked shocked.  “Let’s go in the other room a minute,” she whispered.

They stepped out of the gym area and resumed their chat.

“What exactly did you hear?”

“I heard that he tried to get you alone in his limo and that you had to struggle to get away from him.”

“He was drunk and it wasn’t much of a struggle.  If he hadn’t been drunk I don’t think he would have tried that but he was all hands and honestly, I felt at that moment that I never wanted to see him again.”

“Oh honey.”  Stephanie put sympathetic arms around her little friend.

“Steph, I don’t know why I was so gone on him for years.  He was the only wrestler I ever took a second look at but when we worked together he really blew it and I saw the real Roddy then.  I hate it but I can’t get the feeling of his hands all over me out of my consciousness.”

“Well I hope nothing like that ever happens to you again.”  She said this and nodded toward the gym where Paul and Scott were talking.

“I don’t think it will.  On the way over here he told me he’d had other assistants in the past that helped him in that way but he wanted to keep our working relationship just that, working.  I believed him because he hasn’t been smooth or charming but he’s been all business and very kind.  Very respectful really so I think I’ll be safe with him.”

“Well if you ever find that he isn’t, you just tell me or my Dad and we’ll take care of things for you.”

“Thanks sweetie, I’ll remember that.  I know he has a reputation with the ladies but somehow I don’t think I fall into the same category that those ladies are in.”

“Oh, don’t sell yourself short, shorty,” Stephanie laughed.  “You have a lot to offer a guy like Scott and it will only be a matter of time before he realizes it and if he makes any unwanted moves on you, just let us know.”

“I appreciate that but like I said, he’s been respectful and he even suggested something that kind of flattered me but I don’t see it happening.  I just don’t see myself as the type.”

“What type is that and what did he suggest?”

“While we were driving over here he suggested that after he starts working again that I might want to extend my position as his trainer and accompany him to the ring when he wrestles.”

“I think that’s a great idea!  Why wouldn’t you be-oh, I suppose you think you have to look like a super model and be all young and sexy to accompany a wrestler to the ring.”

“Yes that had crossed my mind and I am not a sweet young thing anymore and I certainly won’t be parading around in a thong and bra!”

Stephanie laughed at the image of Regan prancing down to the ring dressed, or undressed as the case may be, like Terri used to.

“No I can’t say as I would see you doing that either.  But you don’t have to Regan.  Really, you could wear jeans and T-shirt.  I’m sure that’s what Scott had in mind anyway.  You know he’s not the administrative type and he has never been seen in the ring with the diva type either so you could actually set the standard.  We could have JR and Jimmy tell everyone you’re his manager or something like that.  We could even come up with a little story line for you with some of the divas making waves because you don’t look like them and cause a little friction because they would like to accompany him.  We could also cover some of the gray in your hair, although I think it looks very pretty.”

“Thanks but I’m not sure about that.”

“Well Scott isn’t coloring his hair as much anymore and he’s letting some of his gray show so-”

“So we could be the ma and pa of WWE?”  Regan grinned and they started to laugh as Paul and Scott came around the corner to see where their little helpers were.

“What’s so funny in here?  We need some help out in the gym.”  Scott teased with his arms crossed over his chest.

“Keep your pants on old man.  We’ll be right with you.”

Stephanie laughed as she shot that one at Scott.

Paul bugged his eyes and Scott just shrugged and glanced at Regan.

She didn’t dare look at him or she would have lost it.  She just walked back out to the gym with him and followed his lead.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Paul walked over to Stephanie and asked what that was about.

“Look he had better not do to her what Piper did after our wedding.  She just confirmed that it did happen the way we heard it and I want to keep him off balance enough to keep him off of her.”

“I see.  Well you have my support but from what he told me while you two were in the back room, he won’t be giving her any problems.”

“Why, what did he say?”

“He thinks she’s real nice and he’s grateful for her help.  He wants to keep things businesslike with her because your Dad sat him down before he hired Regan to train with Scott and told him he wouldn’t tolerate anything like what went on with Piper.”

“She never told me much but I gathered that he tried to get her into bed and although she was tempted, she knew he was a married man and she kept refusing.  That made it rough working with him and that’s why he finally ditched her.  She hung in with that bastard as long as she could and he finally got rid of her.”

“Man, I didn’t know all of that.  I wondered why he was on her like a dog on a bone at our reception.  Now I wish we hadn’t invited him.”

“Well I didn’t want to but Dad insisted.  He said he’d have security keep an eye on him if he got too close to Regan but that obviously didn’t happen.  Sometimes I think Dad just lives in a dream world!  So she had to fight off the skirted one.”

“Scott won’t do that to her.  He’s very serious about making this run work and last a lot longer than the nWo did.  Also, your Dad has promised to keep beer out of his story lines and he won’t have to face any opponent or have a partner who drinks a lot, like Bradshaw or Austin.”

“I never could figure that out.  Why stick him with someone like that when he’s trying to stay sober.  I saw him more than once when he had gotten too close to one of them and he was all but vomiting, poor guy.  It’s no wonder he wanted out of his contract.  I’m glad Dad promised him that.  I just hope he keeps his promise.”

“Let’s hope so honey.”

Stephanie put her arms around Paul’s neck and kissed him.  She had a sweet guy in her life and she was happier than she’d ever been.  Finally her Dad let them be together and she was going to make every second of her time with Paul count.

“Another thing Scott told me was that he would like her to join him when he goes to the ring.  He said she didn’t seem to want to do it and I’m not sure but it could be a good thing.  What do you think?”

“She told me the same thing and I jumped on it.  She wants to, believe me.  I think if we did a little something with her hair and makeup that she could make a stunning impression.  She could wear some tight little jeans and a T-shirt that we’ve designed for Scott.”

“We’ve designed a shirt for Scott?”

“I’m doing it in my head as we speak.”

Stephanie had a big smile on her lips and Paul just nodded and grinned at her.  “Just like your Daddy.  Always thinking about the next move.”

She was about to continue with her ideas when they heard the clank of metal weights in the gym and figured they had better join their friends.

“So Daddy called and said you two would be coming here from now on until you start in the ring again Scott.”

“Yeah, it seems somebody got a bad idea and altered one of the heavier weights at the press bench station and I almost ended up having to have plastic surgery except for quick action by my little friend here.”

“You’re kidding!!  What happened?”

Scott and Regan told them the whole thing and Paul promised to get to the bottom of it.  Scott was his friend and nobody messed with his friends.  It helped too that he was now related to the boss so whoever did this would be found and fired.

After they hashed this out and the guys took showers and changed, Stephanie and Paul suggested a good restaurant they knew nearby and offered to take Scott and Regan to dinner.

“I hope it’s not a fancy place, Steph.  I just have these clothes to wear.”  Regan pointed to her jeans and denim shirt.

“Not to worry.  We seldom do fancy.  I prefer just hanging out and being myself.”

“Well then let’s do it.”

Paul and Stephanie climbed into the front seat of their car while Scott and Regan got in the back seat.  Regan sat way over next to the door and was wishing that Stephanie had sat in the back with her but she was up front and very close to Paul.  His arm was around her shoulder and they were acting like they forgot anyone was in the car with them.

When they got to the restaurant, Scott and Regan were out of the car in a hurry and heading to the door.  Scott glanced at Regan and rolled his eyes.

“Man it was a five minute ride.  You’d think they could take it easy that long.”

“Give them a break, they’re newly weds.”

“Uh yeah.  They were together for a long time though before they got married so I don’t think it’s the newness of their marriage.”

“I suppose you’re right but it’s better this way than if they were fighting or something.”

“Yeah.  I’ll go along with that.  That would have been my marriage.”

“Mine too.”

Scott stopped and opened the door for her and just stared at her wondering what she was really like.

“She is a little spitfire.  I wonder if she’s-nah, I don’t see her being a bitch.  I’ll give her the benefit of a doubt.”

Regan didn’t look at him but she felt he was staring at her and she didn’t feel comfortable about it.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have said that.  I always open my mouth and think later.  Now he probably thinks I was the one who ruined my marriage.  I wasn’t perfect but I stuck it out and I accepted everything about Frank.  He was the one who couldn’t accept me and finally walked out.  We didn’t have that many fights but the ones we did have were scary.”

“So you having better thoughts now than you were earlier?”

“What?  Oh,” Regan laughed a little.  “No, I’m afraid they were worth even less than the ones I had earlier.  Sorry, I just can’t seem to keep my mind on loftier things.  I will keep trying.  Just be patient with me, please.”

Scott chuckled softly and shook his head.  “I’ll try.”

They were in a good mood and she didn’t want to spoil it so she put her ex problem out of her mind.

“Scott, will you please tell me about your kids?  I understand you have two.  I’ve never had children but I can respect a man who takes time for his kids when he’s a single parent.”

“Now that’s a subject I keep closely guarded.”

“I-I’m sorry Scott.  I shouldn’t have asked.”  Regan looked terribly guilty and hung her head a little feeling bad that she had brought up something so personal.

Scott studied her for a moment.  “Why would she ask about my kids?  I don’t talk about them to just anybody.”

The silence was awful and Regan felt like she had stepped over the line.  He had just met her and she was asking about his family already.

“With so many pervs out there I’m sure he would be careful not to disclose anything too personal to strangers.  We’re not complete strangers but we did just meet today.”

Regan slowly looked up into his eyes and saw that his expression had not softened much.

“Scott, I realize we just met today and I appreciate that you would not want to talk about your kids to someone you don’t really know.  I’ve just heard what a devoted father you are to them and I wanted to get to know you better as the man I’m working with.  I have no business asking about your family though so please forgive my intrusion in your private life.”

She sucked her lower lip a little and she looked kind of pathetic.

It wasn’t what Scott expected.  He still wasn’t used to the idea that she wasn’t trying to get close to him for all the wrong reasons.

“That’s okay.  I feel I can trust you.”

“No, it isn’t. I should have waited until we knew each other better or better yet I should have waited for you to bring them up.  It’s a terrible flaw in my character Scott.  I open my mouth and stick my foot in it before engaging my brain.”

Scott smiled at the old cliche’ and then tried to put her at ease.

“Regan, it’s okay.  It’s just that they’re my most treasured possession and I don’t talk about them much, publicly that is, but I’ll talk to you about them.”

“You sure?  You really don’t have to Scott.  I didn’t mean to-”

“Regan?  It’s fine.”  He smiled at her and began telling her about Cody and Cassidy.

She gave him a weak smile and sat quietly while he told her a few things about his kids.  When he paused to take a sip of water she felt like she knew him a little better.  It wasn’t so much what he said as it was the way he said it.

“So now what are you thinking?”

“Better thoughts than I’ve had all day.”

“Oh?  And what might they be?”

“That you’re a much nicer guy than I’d been led to believe all these years.”  She gave him a coy smile and made him laugh.

“Oh, that all?”

“That all?  Scott you have a reputation and it’s widely known but what isn’t widely known is how much your family means to you and I believe I am getting to know the real you and I like what I’m seeing so much more.  I think it’s too bad you have to live the hype when the real man is so much nicer to know.”

“Aw, I’m not that nice.”  Scott said in a moody voice and looked away for a few seconds when he felt her fingers on his arm and turned back to look into her gray-blue eyes.

“It will be our little secret.”  Her smile became wider by the second and he responded the way she had hoped he would.  He laughed and took out his wallet and shared pictures of his son and daughter.

By this time Paul and Stephanie were making their way to the table and groaned when they saw Scott’s pictures.

“And I suppose someday when little “H” comes along you won’t be carrying any pictures in your wallet and sharing them with everyone who looks remotely interested in seeing them?”

“Okay, so you got some cute kids.  I’m sure Regan wanted to see them anyway.”

“So Regan, did you show Scott your kid’s pictures?”

“No Steph I didn’t.  His are cuter than mine are.”

“I thought you said you never had kids.”

“Alright, if you insist.  Here are my little ones.”

She pulled out her wallet and shared pics of her little dogs.

“You happy now?”

Scott took a closer look at them.

“Hey, they are cute.  They look just like you.”

They all laughed and picked up their menus.

After their orders were taken Stephanie asked Regan to join her in the ladies room.  They went in and Stephanie immediately started grilling her about what she and Paul had seen before Scott pulled out the photos.

“I don’t understand.  He was just telling me about his kids.  What’s so exciting about that?”

“Not that!”

“Well what then?”

“We waited a minute to join you because we saw you put your hand on his arm and he looked at you and then pulled out his wallet.  What was that about?”

Stephanie was not going to let it rest.  She stood in front of Regan with a delicious grin and her arms folded across her chest.

“Well I can see I’m going to have to be careful around you.  You pick up on the slightest little thing.”

Stephanie didn’t move or change her expression.

“There is nothing to tell Steph!  I said I thought he was a nicer guy than the one I’ve been lead to believe he was all these years and he disagreed with me and looked away from me.  I just put my hand on his arm for a few seconds to get him to look at me.  That was all it was and then I told him I’d keep his little secret.”

“That’s all?”

“See, I told you.  That’s when he pulled out his wallet and proved that I was right.  He is a nice guy and he adores his kids.  That’s all there was to it.  Sorry to disappoint you dear.”

“Well I am disappointed!  I was hoping there was something juicier than that to tell.”

Regan cocked her head and just smirked at her.

“If there was more to it I wouldn’t be standing here spilling the beans.  You wouldn’t be able to drag it out of me.”

“Really?”

“Hey!  It’s no one’s business if I get ideas about him, which I’m not but if I did, he would be the first to know.  Okay?”

“Oookaaay!”  Stephanie wasn’t miffed but she was going to keep a real watchful eye on Regan and Scott from now on.  If there were even a hint of any affection between them she was going to be the first to know.

“So can I go back to the table now?  You satisfied that Scott and I are just getting acquainted and there isn’t anything going on between us?”

“For now.”

Regan looked at Stephanie like she couldn’t figure her out.  She started to walk out the door when she felt Stephanie’s hand on her arm.  She stopped and looked back at her.

“Regan, I’m sorry I gave you the third degree.  I’m concerned that’s all and I’m not sorry about that.  You’re my friend and I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“That’s okay Steph.  I don’t want to get hurt either.  He’s a devastating man and I suppose I could get hurt but with you, Paul, and your Dad hovering about I’m sure he will mind his P’s and Q’s.”  She grinned at Stephanie and they laughed as they walked back out to the table.

“So Scott, have you decided on an entrance theme yet?”

“Nah, I never come up with anything good Paul.  I’ll let someone else figure it out for me.”

“You want some ideas Scott?”

“Sure, what have you got Steph?”

“Hmm, I was thinking it might not be a bad idea to use an older theme that people already know.”

“Oh please, not a Latin number!”

“No no, I wasn’t thinking that.  Besides, I don’t think anyone would buy it.  I was thinking of something that maybe the crowd would recognize and really like and that would push you over quicker.”

“I didn’t know I needed a push.”

“You really don’t but we want to establish your character fast so that the crowd knows for sure you’re a face.”

“Well what does your Dad think?”

“Who knows.  He’s off on Smackdown a lot anyway so I doubt he’d care.”

“C’mon Steph, you know better than that.  He cares about every bit of this business.  He knows what goes on and what doesn’t.  So I’d be interested to know what he thinks.”

“Alright, just a minute.”

Stephanie pulled her cell phone out of her purse and called her Dad.

“Hi Dad.”

“We’re having dinner.”

“Yes all four of us are here.”

“Okay, I will.”

“I was calling because we were wondering if you care about Scott’s entrance theme and whether or not we should give him a push to get him over with the crowd right away.”

“Okay, I’ll put him on.”

She handed the phone to Scott.

“Hey Vince.”

“No, we were just throwing around some ideas.”

“I don’t have one yet.  That’s why we were talking about it now.”

“I see.  Well you’re the boss.”

“Ok, thanks Vince.”

“Alright.  Goodbye.”

“He wants to talk to you a minute.”

He handed the phone back to Stephanie.

“Sure Dad.  I’ll make sure it fits.”

“Bye.”

She hung up and put the phone back in her purse.

“Well what did he say?” Stephanie asked him.

“He said it’s all up to you.”

“Liar!”

Scott grinned at her.  “Okay, he said I better come up with one soon and run it by him so he can either approve it or give it a thumbs down.  Then he said you should help me find a theme.”

“That’s what I figured.  Okay then I’ll work on that and Regan will work on getting you ready for ring action.  He did tell me he wanted you to be ready for some house shows in about two weeks.”

“Now who’s lying?”

Stephanie shrugged and looked at him like she didn’t know why he would ask such a thing.

“You doubt me?”

“I do.  He told me I wasn’t going to do any house shows before I showed up at the next pay per view in a month.  So cut the crap Stephanie.”

Paul kicked her under the table and she giggled.

Regan was getting a glimpse into who Stephanie was.  She thought she knew her pretty well but this impish person sitting across the table from her was someone she didn’t know and it amused her.

“How about Rollin’ & Tumblin’ by Clapton?”  Regan was joking.

“Oh that would be cute.  You roll and he tumbles to the ring.  I love it!”

“Who said anything about me?”

“Oh here we go again.  Regan I’m going to get you into the act so don’t even try to argue your way out of this.”

Regan stole a quick glance at Scott wondering if he knew she had mentioned this to Stephanie.

“Well Scott mentioned it to me and I think it’s a pretty good idea now that I’ve had a little time to think about it.”

“Okay but you had to think about it didn’t you Paul?”

“So?”

“So, if Paul had to think about it, how long do you think your fans will have to?  I don’t want to ruin this opportunity for you Scott.”

“I don’t think you’d ruin anything.  I think you just don’t want to do it.”

Scott sounded annoyed and he excused himself to go to the men’s room.

Regan looked at Stephanie and then at Paul.

“What was that about?”

“I’m sure I don’t know Regan but maybe he thinks you don’t like being seen with him or something.”

“WHAT?  I’m in a public restaurant with him,” she said to Stephanie in disbelief.

“Well you’re not in front of a crowd with TV cameras trained on you right now.  There is a big difference you know.”

“I’m sure I do but I’m not ashamed to be seen with him.  I would be honored but someone at this table needs to care about appearances.  You three obviously don’t think it’s important.”

“I have some ideas that will be great and they would do a lot for the public’s perception of him.”

“I don’t follow you Steph.”

“Okay, Regan dear, let me spell it out for you.”

Stephanie took a drink of water and continued.

“Everyone knows Scott as a heel.  He’s not coming back as Razor, the face, he’s coming back as Scott Hall, the face.  No one really knows him that well except for the short stint he had in TNA in 2002.  So it’s our job to present a nicer, softer side of Scott and by softer I don’t mean weaker, I mean more likeable.  So if he is seen with someone the crowd could identify with, a nicer and more caring person such as yourself, it could really put him over as a face.”

“But I don’t-“

“Yeah yeah, I know.  You don’t look like Torrie!  So what?  You look like a sweet lady who is serving Scott’s needs as a trainer and maybe even a manager.”

“Manager?  When did I get promoted?”

“It’s just for a story line.  You don’t have to manage him but you could pose as his manager and I was even thinking of using your silly insecurities in the story line.”

“Silly huh?”  Regan gave her a guarded smile.

“Silly!  So, here’s what I was thinking about.  You walk in on a couple of divas like maybe Trish and Jackie and hear them diss you because you think you have what it takes to accompany Scott Hall to the ring when they are obviously so much more qualified to do it.  They could act like you’re just so average that the crowd will laugh when they see you.  You try to back out of the locker room quietly but the door creaks and they see you and suddenly act all nice to your face.  You try to act like you didn’t actually hear what they said and after they leave the locker room you dial Scott on your cell phone and tell him you think you shouldn’t go to the ring with him.  He disagrees with you and you get into an argument with him and hang up on him.”

“You think this will fly?”

“Sure!  The audience loves a soap opera and it would be perfect with a hot guy like Scott-sorry Paul, he’s not as hot as you are.”

“I’m not worried and he is a hot guy.  I think you’ve got some great ideas Steph.  Go with it.”

“Okay.  So after you hang up on Scott, you walk out of the locker room and head out for parts unknown while he comes looking for you to get you to change your mind.  He’s in a foul mood now and when he sees you’ve left and he can’t find you, he really gets mad and throws something at a locker.  Trish hears him and peeks inside the door.  She tries to smooth him over and he is so mad that you left that he temporarily forgets her part in making you think you shouldn’t go to the ring with him.  She convinces him that someone should go with him so he lets her go with him.  He doesn’t really care that it’s her and he makes no bones about it but he’s not real rude or anything.  He even holds back the curtain for her to come through with him.”

“The crowd knows about this because there has been a camera trained on both of us the whole time right?”

“Right.  The crowd doesn’t buy into Trish’s act but Scott does and he doesn’t realize at first why the crowd is booing them.  He thinks it’s because of him but later it comes back to him that Trish had dissed you and he finds a way to punk her in the ring.  He doesn’t do anything physical because he’s the good guy Scott Hall now.”

“Hmm, this sounds pretty good but what happens after he leaves the ring?”

“Well I haven’t come up with the entire scenario yet.”

“Steph!  Please don’t leave my fate in the hands of those writers!”

Stephanie and Paul laughed.

“Oh no!  That won’t happen.  You two have to have better writers and I think I know just who should do it.”

She looked at Paul and at Regan.  They looked at her like they didn’t have a clue who she was talking about.

“Me!  Who else?  I’m the one who thought this much up and I’ll come up with the rest of it.  It will be great and you’ll thank me for it later.”

“I’m already thanking you for coming up with it.”

By the time they had this much ironed out Scott had time to cool off and rejoined them.

“So have you three figured out who is going to accompany me to the ring now?”

He had cooled off but he still sounded annoyed.

“Me, of course!”

Scott just stared at Regan.

“Oh yeah Scott.  While you went off mad, these two came up with a regular soap opera and Steph’s gonna write it for you and Regan.  It really sounded good to me.”

Scott put his head in his hands and looked down at his plate.

“I’m sorry you stormed off Scott but if you had stayed around you would have heard the best idea.  Steph is a genius!  I loved it.  Tell him about it Steph.”

“I’ll put it on paper and then share it with you Scott, but she’s right.  If you hadn’t left you would have heard it first hand.  Now you have to wait to read the script but yes, Regan is going to do it.”

“I don’t get it but . . . well, okay if you’re finally willing to do it then that’s good.  So did you come up with an entrance theme for me?”

“I’ve had a song going through my mind for about 10 minutes now that I think could work.  It’s a rock song and it’s pretty good.  It’s a song by Robert Palmer and it is hot.  I’ve heard it recently on a CD I keep in the car and I’ll play it for you when we leave.”

“Thanks Paul.  I’m ready to leave if you guys are.”

“Sure, let’s get going.”

They left and got in the car and Paul put the CD in the player.  This time Regan asked Stephanie if she would sit in the back with her.  Stephanie pouted a little but then she grinned and climbed in the back seat.  Paul gave her a little frown and then decided it must be because there wasn’t as much leg room in the back seat for Scott.

“Alright now this may need to be edited a little but it starts out with just a drum beat, kind of like jungle music but it’s pretty cool.  It’s got a cool beat too.  I think the theme could be that some like it hot and you’re pretty hot.”

“Aw, ya really think so Paulie?”

Scott leaned toward him and looked at him with puppy dog eyes.  Paul leaned in further so his nose was almost touching Scott’s and responded in baby gibberish making the two in the back seat start to gag and have fits.  “I usually save that for Kevin but you know, he’s not around so …”  Paul and Scott laughed at the ladies and then turned up the volume.

They listened to the song a couple of times and started to figure out what parts they wanted to leave in and what parts to take out.

“We’ll sit down with our sound department and cut this so it fits you perfectly Scott.  I love this Paul!  Good choice.”  Stephanie was glad they had decided upon the theme.

Scott was tapping his heel in time to the beat and he turned around to see Regan’s reaction.  She was doing the same and smiled wide at him.  He wiggled his eyebrows at her making her blush and she looked away and out of the window.

“I thought so.  Those two don’t even know it but they are already feeling something for each other.  Well, maybe they do know it a little but they’re not even close to expressing it yet.  Good!  This will add some angst to the drama I’m writing in my head.”

Stephanie sat looking at Scott and then at Regan and smiling to herself for coming up with this story line.  She was happy that Paul had made things easier for her too by finding a good song for Scott’s entrance theme.

“Paul, would it be too much trouble to drop me at the other gym?  I left my car there and I need to get going as long as today’s training session is over.”

“Uh, sure that’s no problem Regan.”

Paul glanced at Scott and didn’t see any reaction so he turned down the next street and headed over to the gym and pulled into the parking lot.


“Which car?”

“It’s the Sky Blue Blazer over there by the Employee parking sign.”

Paul drove up to it and stopped.

“Thank you for dinner Paul and Steph.  I had a great time and I’m glad you finally convinced me to take a more active part in Scott’s in ring action.”  She smiled and climbed out.

“That’s just fine Regan.  I’ll call you when I get the details all ironed out.  Then the three of us can go over it.”

“Bye Scott.  Thanks for going easy on me my first day on the job.  I’ll meet you at Mr. McMahon’s gym at 2:00 tomorrow.”

Regan waited for Scott’s response but he kept looking forward, without much expression and just nodded.

Stephanie noted Regan’s expression and gave her a weak, sympathetic smile.

Regan closed the door and walked to her own car, got in and started the engine.  She didn’t drive off immediately because she was puzzled by the way Scott seemed to brush her off when she was being congenial.

“What is wrong with him?  He wanted me to accompany him to the ring and after much discussion I finally agreed to it and then he acted like it was annoying that I did agree to it.  Then just when I think he’s being friendly he gives me the brush off.”

After Paul drove away Regan finally drove to her own place.

“I suppose I had better get home and do my own exercises.  I think I’m a little out of shape and if I’m going to keep up with Scott in the gym, I’d better at least do my stretches.”

The ride to Vince’s gym was quiet and Paul and Stephanie kept looking at each other in the rear view mirror trying to figure out what had just happened.  They dropped Scott back at his car and invited him to come in and catch up but he declined.

“I better get back to my place.  I have to call my kids and take care of some personal business.  I’ll catch up with you two another time.  Thanks for the invitation though and for dinner.”

“Anytime, Scott.  Hope you had a good time.”

Scott nodded and waved goodbye and drove away.

“Why wouldn’t Regan want to ride back to her car with me?  It’s right on my way home and she rode over here with me.  Maybe it did matter to her earlier and she didn’t want to say so.  I bet she didn’t want me to know where she lives but I can look her up in the phone book.  I know what happened with Piper and she is probably a little nervous about me.”

Scott got home and looked Regan up in the phone book but her number wasn’t listed so he called directory assistance and was told her number was non-published and he knew he’d have to ask her for her number.  Next he called his children and talked for about ten minutes.  When he hung up he recalled the conversation he’d had with Vince before agreeing to have Regan serve as his trainer and assistant.

He had just arrived in town and was asked to report to Vince’s office to sign his new WWE contract.

“Come on in Scott.  Good to see you again.”

Vince extended his right hand to Scott and the men shook hands.

“Hello Vince.  Same to you.”

“I like the new look.  It’s more mature and reliable which is exactly the image I wanted you to have this time around.  Shaving will help with the female contingent too.”

Vince laughed and Scott said he hoped so but he wasn’t banking on it.

“Well you leave that part of it up to me.  I’ve got a great idea for your come back and it has to do with your being a face.  Hope you’re not disappointed.”

“Not me.  I’d be willing to do anything you wanted me to, except be a drunk.  If alcohol is involved then you can count me out.  I’m done with that part of my old life and I don’t want to be teamed up with or wrestle against anyone who reeks of the stuff.  That was too rough the last time Vince.”

“It’s all in the contract here and your lawyer has looked it over and said it’s just the way you want it.  So no alcohol story lines or partners/opponents.”

“That’s great Vince.  I appreciate it.”

“Now about your assistant.  Scott she’s a great gal and she has worked with a real hard ass in the past so I hope you’ll treat her better than he did.”

“Who was it?”

“Roddy Piper.”

“Oh!  No problem.”

“Well there was a problem with him and I expect you to treat her respectfully and not give her grief.”

“What do you mean?”

“Piper was a big jerk and he made life miserable for her.”

“How did he do that?”

“Look Scott, she’s not some gorgeous young thing but she has a quality that makes her nice to be around and she disarms you by her humor and her humility.”

Scott wasn’t sure what Vince was getting at.

“She’s funny and humble?”  Scott scratched his head.  “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It’s supposed to mean that she can laugh at herself and she doesn’t think too much of herself.  She will be at your service any time you need her because she has a hard time saying no when it would be to her advantage to do so.  That was what happened with Piper.  He took advantage of her nature and tried to get her into a compromising situation by coming on to her when they’d be alone in the gym.  She was under contract to be his trainer and he made excuses as to why he couldn’t make it to the gym during the daytime and only had free time when the gym was closed.  He would call her and say he was coming over to her place to work out because she has some equipment in her basement.”

“Man!  That’s pretty pushy.  She really let him do that to her?”

“Like I said, she had a contract with him and she felt obligated.  I won’t say she didn’t feel some attraction for him.  You know, I think she was in awe of him and he was someone she had watched wrestle for years and she felt privileged to work with him.  He could have treated her a lot better but he was so full of himself that he eventually stepped over the line and when she refused to, well, you know, he fired her.”

Scott sat a moment visualizing what he’d just been told and he shook his head.

“What a scum bag!”

He noticed Vince’s surprised look and qualified his remark.

“Yeah, ok, now I know why you’re having this conversation with me.  I’ve had a rep myself and sometimes I treated the ladies like meat too.  Well let me tell you Vince, I’ve changed a lot over the years and I won’t treat this woman that way.  Besides I doubt she’d think I’m all that special.  I’m older now and I don’t have that cute look Roddy Piper has.”

“That what you call his look?”  Vince raised his eyebrows and looked doubtful.

“So what’s this woman’s name?  How old is she?  Is she a body builder?”

“Her name is Regan Carpenter, she’s 48 and she’s not a body builder.”

“I see.  When am I going to meet her to start training?”

“Tomorrow afternoon at the gym.  I told her I would call her after I talked to you today and I’ll give her the time you want to meet her.”

“Okay, 2:00 PM would be good.  I’ll be ready to start my workout and we can go right to it as soon as she arrives.”

“Sounds good Scott.  I’ll call her and set it up.”

“Thanks a lot Vince.  This means a lot to me.”

Scott stood and shook Vince’s hand.

“You’re welcome Scott and welcome back to the WWE.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

After thinking it over Scott kind of knew now why Regan didn’t want him getting too close to her right away and he promised Vince to treat her with respect so he had to give her some space.

“This won’t be easy but at least I’ll see her tomorrow and we can get better acquainted then.  For now I’m gonna pop a video in and watch some of these new guys in the ring.  That Basham duo are real good and La Re-whatever they are, they’re pretty good too.”

As he sat down to watch and sip a Diet Coke he wondered if Vince would put him in a tag match or work a singles angle.

“I’d love to work with Shawn.  Never did that as a tag team.  I wish I could work with Kev again but that ain’t happening so I gotta move on and just keep my nose clean so I stay out of trouble, starting with Regan.”

He thought a little more about what Vince had told him and then started getting into the matches he was watching.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

At home Regan was working out and listening to totally different music than what Paul had picked out for Scott’s entrance theme.  She needed something slow to start with for her warm up.  After about 10 minutes she gave it up.

“I just don’t feel like it tonight.”

She sat in the middle of her basement floor and felt such a heaviness invade her chest that it made her almost melancholy.

“Why would Scott just start acting that way in the car?  I wonder if he was preoccupied.  That could be it.  Or maybe it was something I said.  Would he object to me asking Paul to take me to my car?  It was close by so why go back to Mr. McMahon’s gym when the other one was so close?”

Regan stood up finally and headed to the shower.

“I feel like Nurse Nellie.  Gonna wash that man right out of my hair!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Hey Scott, I need to go over something with you.  You got some time tonight?”

“Yeah Stephanie.  I’ve got nothing but time.”

“You alright?”

“I guess.  Why?”

“You sound a little, I don’t know, maybe a little low.”

“No I’m okay.  What did you want to talk to me about?”

“I have this story line down in writing now and I want to forward it to you.  Do you have your laptop with you?”

“Yeah, just a minute, I’ll give you my e mail address.  Don’t give it out to anyone though.  Okay?”

“I won’t.”

“Okay, here it is.  Halls21club@aol.com.”

“I should have known.”

“Kev picked it out.”  Scott laughed.  “Yeah I guess it sort of sounds like I haven’t changed much, but I have.  I just never changed my addy.”

“That’s okay.  I’ll forward this to you in a minute.  Let me know what you think or make any changes you think need to be made and I’ll approve or reject them.  I just want your input because I think this is real important to Dad.”

“Alright, I will.  Thanks for giving me some creative control over my own story line.”

“No problem Scott.  Hope you like what I’m sending you.  Talk to you later.”

“Okay, goodnight Stephanie.”

Scott hung up and waited for the script to come in and then opened up the attachment.

“Hi Scott,

This is my idea for your story line with Regan.  Hope ya like it cuz you’re pretty much stuck with it, lol.

Steph”
Scott’s thoughts--“Cute Steph.  Okay, let’s see what ya got.”

“First we see promos of you talking to someone about your return to the ring.  We do this for a few weeks and then the week before your return we slip one in on Smackdown with the conversation centering more on the person you’re talking to about accompanying you to the ring.  It will sound like the other person isn’t sure they should.  Up until this point the home audience didn’t know you were talking to a woman.  They would most likely think you were talking to Kevin or Sean or Mike.”

“By the time RAW begins the crowd will be anticipating seeing you with someone other than one of your old buddies and you are going to have a quick run in for Mike’s match to assist him at WM.  All the years you two worked together it was as adversaries but this will confuse the crowd a little and lead into RAW the next night.

Scott’s thoughts—“Good.  For once I get to work on Shawn’s side.  I like that.  That would confuse the crowd too.”

I know you might think it will let them down a little when they find out you’re talking to a woman they don’t even know but we’re going to take a big shot at a budding romance that is to come a little later on.  We’ll set it up so that you and Regan are developing feelings for each other but neither one of you has shown your true feelings for each other yet.”

Scott’s thoughts--“Hm, I wonder if Regan will go for this?  She wouldn’t even give me the chance to take her to her car this afternoon.  Well she did agree to accompany me so maybe she is alright with this.”  Scott began to wonder if maybe Regan wasn’t developing some feelings for him and didn’t want him to know.
“When the first night of your comeback is upon you, you just want her to come to the ring with you for some support because she is your trainer and your manager.  Yeah, we’re promoting her for the story line.  Not your real manager obviously but it will appear to the crowd that she is.”

Scott’s eyebrows went up and then he thought about it and decided maybe it was a pretty good idea that Regan be his manager but not just for the story line.

Scott’s thoughts--“She seems to know what she’s doing and she doesn’t want to get too cozy with me judging from the way she stiffened up when I put my hand on her back this afternoon.  I think she even anticipated that I wanted some time alone with her but not for that reason.  I’ll have to get her phone number so I can talk to her alone and not when we’re working out.”

“Scott, Regan only knows part of this story line.  I didn’t bring up the romance part of it to her because I want to ease her into it slowly.  I’m sure she will do it but I didn’t want to shake her up right away and scare her off.  As if pretending to have a romance with you would scare any woman off, lol.  But you know what I mean.  She had to be convinced that this would help your career.  That’s all she’s thinking about so let’s go easy on her and see if we can’t bring her along.  She is still hung up on the idea that only a raving beauty should accompany you and I think she’s perfect for the part.  Not as a raving beauty but she’s right for you.”

Scott’s thoughts--“That’s what I was thinking.  I’m glad Stephanie agrees with me.  I don’t need a beauty.  I need someone I can rely on in my corner, watching my back and a manager would do that.”

“I think if we get Regan into some tight little jeans and a new Scott Hall T-shirt and we do a little something with her hair and makeup she will look great!  I think she’s cute anyway but I do think she would feel more comfortable in front of the TV cameras with a little fixing up.  Okay, enough about that.  Back to the story now.”

Scott’s thoughts--“A new Scott Hall T-shirt huh?  I like it.  I didn’t know we were going to do that but I like it.”  Scott chuckled to himself.  “And I think I’d like to see Regan in a tight pair of jeans.”

“After the promos we’ll start to let the audience hear Regan’s voice but we still won’t show her until just before you’re to go to the ring.  Then she walks into the ladies locker room and overhears Trish & Jackie talking about your return and that they had heard you were having your “mousy” little manager come down to the ring with you.  They say they think a super star of your caliber should have a beautiful diva join him and they don’t see why one of them, or better yet, both of them, shouldn’t have been asked instead of her.”

Scott’s thoughts--“Man Trish and Jackie are some of the nicest ladies I’ve ever known so they better be real good actors if they’re going to pull this off.  Regan isn’t what I’d call drop dead gorgeous but she’s not ‘mousy’ either.”

“Regan overhears them and tries to quietly back out of the locker room but the door creaks and they look around to see her and assume she has just walked in so they act all nice and sweet to her face.  After they leave she let’s her insecurity about what they said get to her and she calls you back on the cell phone.  The next thing we do is pan to you in your locker room and you’re trying to persuade her that they are wrong and she should be the one to join you at ringside.  The crowd can tell you’re not happy and they see you look at your phone when she hangs up on you and we all hear the dial tone.  Next we go back to her locker room and see her pick up her bag and walk out.  The camera follows her down the corridor and we see her hanging her head and looking like she’s going to cry but she doesn’t.  She just stops in front of a monitor to watch you go to the ring alone.”

Scott’s thoughts--“Poor Regan.  I bet I would try and talk her into staying and going down with me.”

“Now we go back to you as you walk to her locker room and you knock but no one answers so you peek in and see she’s gone.  You walk in and call her name but she doesn’t answer.  So in your anger you pick up something that we will plant in the room and you throw it against a locker.  Trish is outside and hears you.  She sticks her head in the door and sees you’re angry but she takes a chance and comes in.  She says she saw Regan leave but she didn’t know where she was going because she thought you two were going to the ring together.  You tell Trish that Regan isn’t going to and Trish jumps at the opportunity.  She turns on the charm and sex appeal to get you to forget about Regan and offers to substitute for her.”

“You look at Trish for a minute and of course, the cameraman will zero in on her nice shape and pretty features but then you tell her that you’re not interested.  You wanted your manager to join you.  You don’t say you didn’t want a diva but you start to walk away.  Trish is not easily put off so she comes after you and says if it’s support you want then it’s support you’ll get and she’s offering to give you just that and nothing more.”

“Now you look as if you start to believe she may just be offering her friendship.  You’re so annoyed with Regan that you forget momentarily that Trish was dissing your little friend and that was why she felt insecure and refused to join you.  It will come back to you later on and even though you don’t harm Trish, you don’t return the support.”

Scott’s thoughts--“Man my memory must be slipping as I get older.  I’m not sure I’d forget that quickly that Trish did that to Regan but Stephanie is writing this story so I’ll see what else she comes up with here.”

“By this time Regan has seen as much on the monitor as the crowd has and then is when we see a tear run down her cheek.  (If she can’t muster one we’ll give her some, lol.)  She sees you hold back the curtain that allows Trish to walk through with you and we hear JR say he was sorry that your manager felt she couldn’t accompany you.  King says that she was right to back out and that a guy like you (a face, obviously) needs a diva like Trish to give you support and he’d rather see “puppies” anyway (rolls eyes) lol.”

Scott grins and goes on reading.

“JR tells King that’s not very nice, blah-blah-blah, and you get to the ring with your new awesome music my hubby picked out playing and the crowd is wondering whether or not they should cheer for you or boo you.  They remember what your manager said and they wonder why you’d let Trish come with you.”

“As your first match progresses, you are constantly being cheered on by Trish and this whips up the crowd to the point that they start to taunt you saying you chose Trish over your manager.  Trish hears them and tries to quiet them down but at this point you see her looking nervous and you begin to hear the chants too.  Trish looks at you and acts real guilty.  King puts in his opinion that the fans and you should be grateful to Trish for saving you and your manager a lot of embarrassment.  JR tells him to button it up.”

“The match ends with you winning, naturally, with Trish climbing into the ring and trying to hold up your hand. Adam decides to get instant revenge trying to spear you but you back out of his way and he hits Trish instead.  You put Adam in the patented Outsider’s Edge and then you check on Trish to see if she’s alright.  You call for the paramedics and then you say something to her, pointing your finger at her but the crowd doesn’t know what you’re saying.  You then walk away from the ring and the crowd cheers you finally because they believe you set Trish up for what she did to Regan.  You wave at them without looking up and just go to the back.”

“Scott, so far this is what I’ve come up with but let me know what you think.  BTW, Trish doesn’t really get hurt, lol.”

Scott thought about this a few moments and then responded.

“Okay, so let me get this straight.  I leave Trish lying in the ring waiting for the medics to arrive and I just walk away and the crowd cheers.  That’s not what I’d do but I guess if she’s going to be the heel in this scenario then leaving her in a heap would be what the crowd wants.”

“It sounds real good to me Stephanie.  I’m interested in hearing Regan’s response to the romance part but I can work with this if she can.  Thanks for giving me a decent story line to start my next career off with.

Scott”

“P.S. Steph, would you mind giving me Regan’s phone #?  I want to talk to her about our work out schedule.  I’m not going to bother her Steph but I do want to talk to her.  I’m behaving and keeping my distance but I think she has the idea I want more from her.  She’s a cute lady and I do like her but we’re working together, not sleeping together.  Thanks Steph.

Scott”

Scott kept his inbox open in case Stephanie responded right away.  He would hear the tone so he went back to the video he had been watching before she called him.

He was just getting into the next match when his phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Hello Scott, its Regan.”

“Oh!  Hi Regan.”

“Steph called and said you wanted to talk to me but she felt I should give you my phone number if I wanted you to have it.  I told her it was alright to give it to you but she said she didn’t feel she should.  Just being over-protective I guess.”

“She’s a good friend.  I hope you don’t mind that I asked her for it.  I did want to talk to you before tomorrow.”

“That’s fine Scott and I know I didn’t give you much opportunity to get it when we parted ways today.  Sorry about that.”

“No problem.”

“I’ll give it to you now.”

“Okay, thanks Regan.”

Regan gave Scott her number and he wrote it down in his little business contacts phone book.

“So what was it that you wanted to talk about, Scott?”

“First of all I wanted to say I enjoyed working with you today and tomorrow I wanted to meet you an hour earlier because I have to quit an hour earlier.  Sean is going to be visiting me and I have to pick him up at the airport.  He’s only going to be here overnight so I want to spend as much time with him as I can.”

“Oh Scott!  I think that’s great that he’s visiting you tomorrow.  You bet we can start an hour early.  I’ll meet you at the gym at 1:00.”

“Thanks Regan.  I also wanted to say I’m sorry if I gave you a bad impression this afternoon after we dropped you off at your car.”

Regan knew exactly what he was talking about but she didn’t want to broach the subject with him.

“You didn’t make a bad impression on me, Scott.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, I-”

“Regan, I didn’t respond to you when you said goodbye and in most levels of society that’s impolite.  Please don’t pretend that it wasn’t.”

Regan was about to cut in because Scott sounded like he felt embarrassed when he continued.

“I guess I was a little bothered about what may have been on your mind when you asked Paul and Steph to drop you at your car instead of going back to the gym and driving over with me.  I go right by the gym on my way to my apartment and it felt kind of strange that you would ask them to go a few blocks the other direction and then double back to take me to my car.  Maybe I put too much into it but I wanted to clear the air with you.”

She was afraid he’d want to talk about it.  There was a tightening in her stomach as she hesitated a moment and then began.

“Scott, I didn’t really-well . . .” she sighed, “okay, I guess I wasn’t sure about your feelings about the story line and I really didn’t want to get into it then.  You seemed a little irritated that after I declined your request to accompany you to the ring that I finally agreed after Steph coaxed me to.”

“You know Regan, I wasn’t.  I guess you don’t know me but I can see why you might think that.  Paul and Steph know me well enough to know that I wasn’t upset.  I’m glad you told me though so we can come to an understanding.  I’m happy to do almost anything the McMahons want me to.  The only things I told Vince I wouldn’t do was work with or against anyone who drinks much, like Austin or Bradshaw.”

“You did?”

“Yeah, see, that’s another thing I guess you don’t know about me.  I’m a recovering alcoholic and I can’t drink.  It was way too hard to deal with those two, even though they were buddies of mine.  I take a drug that makes me violently ill if I drink or even smell alcohol so I felt like puking most of the time that I worked with the two of them and they were my primary opponents last time.  I told Vince that if I was going to last this time, I couldn’t go through all that again.  He agreed to it and maybe the face turn is going to be part of the new story line.”

Regan was quiet until he finished.

“Scott, I am so glad you told me all of this.  Standing up to Vince and insisting on this tells me a little more about you and I’m beginning to understand you better.”  She paused a few seconds and then continued.

“I will be up front with you tonight.  I was also a little gun shy about you knowing where I live.  I know it sounds wicked but you said it yourself, I don’t know you and if I did, I might not have been concerned.  But that’s another reason I asked Paul to go out of his way to take me to my car.  You might have followed me home and I . . . Scott, I had a problem with Roddy Piper knowing where I lived.  He made it very hard for me and I don’t ever want to go through all that again.  Now I feel bad that I worried about it.”

“No, you were right to worry.  I have a rep and it’s pretty unsavory, but Regan, it’s a part of my life that I’m trying to keep in the past so thanks for telling me about it and you have my word that I won’t try to get too friendly.”

“Scott, I can see you have integrity or you wouldn’t have stood up to Vince on such an important issue as alcohol.  I’m behind you 100%!”

“Thanks, Regan.  You sound like you’ve dealt with this before.”

“I have, Scott.  I spent several years living with an alcohol abuser and the longest he tried to stay away from it was a month.  He did it because of the judge’s order but after that month was up he went right back to it and I had to help him to bed every night after that.  I don’t know what the answer was for him and now we’re no longer together but it left an indelible mark on me and I do know that it’s very difficult to overcome this kind of thing.”

“Well that’s saying a mouthful.  It is and I fight it every day of my life so I think it’s a good thing for me that you’ve dealt with it in the past.  Thanks for sharing what you have with me.”

“You’re welcome, Scott.”  Regan felt closer to Scott now and she was determined to help him stay on this side of his alcoholic past in any way that she could.  That same protective feeling from earlier in the day when she kept the weight bar from hitting him in the face returned.

“I guess I should let you go now Regan, and I’ll see you at 1:00 tomorrow.  Thanks for agreeing to meet me earlier.”

“I’m more than happy to do it, Scott.”

Okay then, goodnight, Regan.”

Goodnight, Scott.”

It was about 10:15 and Regan was ready to turn in and got ready for bed.

Scott went back to his computer with more than just a curious notion about Roddy Piper.

“What have you been up to lately Mr. Piper?”

He typed Roddy’s name in the search engine and perused a few sites with outdated information and then found a recent one.

“Hm, you’ve been in TNA for a while now and had some problems there with Vince Russo.  That may not be your fault though.  I had problems with that worm too.”

Next Scott typed in another name that he was curious about.

“Probably won’t find anything but what the heck.”

He hit the enter key and waited.  When a link came up for a Yahoo Profile page he suddenly felt a little voyeuristic and almost backed out of it.

“What are you doing man?”

Scott sat and looked at the page for a minute and then saw something that piqued his interest.

“Regan has a website?  I wonder what’s on it.”

Still feeling a little like he was invading her personal space, he cautiously clicked on the link.

It took him to the first page of her site and he was a little surprised by what he saw there.

“It’s her home page.  Hm, she doesn’t say much.  That it?”

He saw a link to a Blog.

“What’s a blog?”

Scott clicked on the link and went to the next page.

“Okay so it’s personal but I guess if she makes it public then it’s okay if I go there but I’m not telling her I’ve seen it after I promised not to get too friendly with her.”

Scott stumbled into the semi-private world of Regan Carpenter and became intrigued with what he found there.

“This looks like her diary or something.  What is a Blog anyway?  Well whatever you call it I’ll just read the first few lines and then get out of this.”

“Names in this blog have been changed or initials are used to protect the actual identities of these individuals.”

“It looks like the dates go backwards.  I think I’ll read it from the beginning and go ahead in time.”

Blog Entry dated 6/30/03

“This is the end of my career.  I know it is and there doesn’t seem to be anything I can do about it.  RP has been so difficult to work with and if I didn’t know better, I would think he sabotaged things so I would quit.

Blog Entry dated 7/4/03

“I can’t believe it!  The nerve of that guy.  RP called and ordered me to meet him at the gym to work out today.  He knows it’s a holiday but I suppose it isn’t a European holiday so it doesn’t mean as much to him.”

“I argued that I needed the time off but he told me to be there or he’d have me fired!  This is just not right but he has me over a barrel.  If I don’t show when he calls he could really have me fired.”

Blog Entry dated 7/12/03

“Here I am again grumbling about the way RP treats me.  I’m ready to ditch him first if things don’t change soon.  He was so nice to me two days ago and now he’s being awful again.”

“What a day!  Today he purposely set the workout schedule when “he” knew the gym was going to be empty.  I must be really stupid to let him do this to me again.  Well never again!”

Blog Entry dated 7/15/03

“We had a huge blowup today and I walked out of the gym.  I just left RP standing there with his mouth hanging open!”

“I’ve had it!  I’m packing my things and moving back home.  I can’t take this $#;+ any longer.  I just have to tell Mr. McM and then I’m out of here.”

“$#;+.  That’s a cute way of writing it Regan.”  Scott laughed although he knew she was angry and hurt when she wrote it.  It bothered him too that Piper had treated her that way.

Blog Entry dated 7/16/03

“I just finished talking to Mr. McM.  It was a difficult thing to do but I’m glad I did it.  He took me off of RP’s schedule and tore up my contract.  He actually said he wished I had told him before this, and now so do I.”

“I still don’t have a job after today but at least I have my dignity, little as it may be.  I feel kind of low right now.  Maybe I’ll go on that much needed vacation I’ve been putting off.”

Blog Entry dated 10/25/03

“I can’t seem to get that scene out of my mind and the feeling of his hands all over me.  It just disgusts me the way he ran his paws all over me and pushed me into his limo!”

Scott’s eyes became wide.

“If I hadn’t been wearing spike heels I wouldn’t have been able to kick him in the leg with them and push him away from the door.”

Now his eyes became even wider.

“It makes me ill just thinking of what he could have and probably would have done to me if I couldn’t have gotten out of there.”

“What gives him the right to treat me this way?  I did my best for him and he did everything in his power to take advantage of me and hurt me.  I guess that’s the answer, he knew he had power over me.  If I hadn’t been so awestruck by him in the first place I might have been able to handle him better.”

“I felt so ashamed when I left that reception and it should have been a happy experience for me.  My dear friend got married to a wonderful man and this abysmal memory clouds everything about the day!”

“I hate you RP!”

Blog Entry dated 10/26/03

“Okay, so I don’t hate him, I just loathe what he did to me.”

Scott smiled thoughtfully.  “Regan has integrity and grit but she’s got a soft heart too.”

Blog Entry dated 11/1/03

“The L wedding was wonderful and I’m so grateful to Sue for her kindness to me.  I feel so bad about what happened at their reception though.  If I had known he’d be so persistent and try to push himself on me I would have stayed away.  I only hope it doesn’t get around and spoil everyone’s memories of such a beautiful event.  Sue looked stunning and so sweet in her gown and Peter was ultra handsome in his tux!”

“I guess she’s talking about Paul and Stephanie’s wedding.”

“If the incident gets out, I’ll probably have to find a new employer.  I feel so bad I just want to cry but what good will that do?  I can’t go back and change it and he’s a friend of the family so if they find out then it will probably be his word against mine.  I’m hung and I might as well start looking for a new situation.”

Blog Entry dated 12/24/03

“The waiting is killing me.  Mr. McM said he would call me but I haven’t heard from him yet.  I hope he has work for me.  It’s been so long since he talked to me about another assistant position with WWE and I guess I have ‘someone else’ to thank for that.”

“Thanks to that guy I feel I have to tiptoe around the McMs and anyone else in wrestling because of the way he acted at Sue’s & Peter’s wedding reception.”

Blog Entry dated 1/5/04

“I feel like I’m starting over, like I’ve been given a second chance to prove to myself and to Mr. McM that I can do this job.  I might be given the opportunity to work with another wrestler and if we can work well together then maybe the dark shadow hanging over me from the past will disappear.

He doesn’t know about RP and I hope if he ever finds out that he won’t judge me on my performance from then.”

Blog Entry dated 1/7/04

“Mr. McM just called me and said he would like to talk to me about working as an assistant to Erik.  I don’t really know much about the man except what I’ve seen in the ring, heard on line and from hearsay and I consider it just that.  I don’t appreciate being judged by others and I don’t judge anyone else either.”

“You sound like a real nice lady Regan.  I think we’ll get along pretty good.”

Blog Entry dated 1/8/04

“Yesterday I met with Mr. McM and he offered me the position assisting Erik.  I’m so relieved and yet I guess I’m also a little scared.  I know about hype and Mr. McM assured me that Erik won’t do to me what RP did but I’m still a little nervous about it.”

“Hm, it looks like she’s talking about some guy named Erik but I was the one-no wait,” Scott reread the comment at the top of the Blog, “she changed my name to Erik for privacy.  I get it.  That’s smart.  What’s she saying about me?”

“I was surprised to learn that Mr. McM knew about my run-in with RP at the reception but I guess that kind of thing is hard to keep from everyone.  I wonder how he found out.  He did seem to be sympathetic toward me and that surprised me because of his long time relationship with that worm but I guess business is business and I don’t hold anything against the McMs for having dealings with RP.”

“I just have to go into this new arrangement with an open mind and it helps that I don’t have any illusions about Erik.  I’m sure he’s nice and will treat me decent but the memory of what RP did to me is so hard to shake off.  I just hope I don’t fall apart when I meet Erik and really blow this opportunity.  I’m so grateful to be working with a veteran wrestler of his caliber and I want to prove to myself that I can be of some help to him.  I’ve seen him in the ring and he’s very impressive.  I have to say I had a hard time keeping my eyes off of his wonderful physique!   His in-ring skills and his ability to entertain just speak volumes about this man.”

“She’s done some homework and she likes what she’s seen.”

Scott thought about this for a minute and felt a certain pride but a little humble too.  He had already begun to develop a level of respect for Regan after knowing what she had to overcome with Roddy Piper but reading her thoughts about him was a new thing for Scott.

“She’s trying to keep our relationship professional while she’s apparently attracted to me.  I don’t think it’s going to be easy but we’ll see how she does with it.  I wonder if that’s why she dropped that weight on her toe today.”

Blog Entry dated 1/10/04

“Mr. McM called today and said he had just met with Erik and he wants me to show up at 2:00 PM tomorrow at the gym.  He told me to meet Erik in the locker room area.  That’s good because it’s near the workout room so we’ll just get right to work.”

“I need to keep a little distance between Erik and myself so we don’t get too well acquainted right away.  It was a huge mistake the last time with RP and I refuse to let it happen again.  I’ll just have to find creative ways to keep him off balance.”

“Yeah I guess she did find a creative way.  So she wants to keep me off balance does she?  What else does she say?”

Blog Entry dated 1/11/04

“Not sure but I either made a bad impression on Erik or a good one.  The verdict is still out on this one.  We met and I believe he had a good workout but I was so distracted while he was working with weights that I dropped a weight on my foot.  That did not help and I just hope he didn’t know why I did it.”

“I know why and I’m ashamed to admit it but my thoughts kept going back to RP and then they’d come back to Erik.  If RP was in half the shape and looked as fine as Erik does with his shirt off I might not have had the strength to back away from him whether he was married or not.”

Scott blinked and paused.  “I guess I was right.  Before I read all this I wouldn’t have really guessed that she had those kinds of thoughts about me but I know now.”

“Someone also altered a number on one of the big weights he was using and it almost came down his on nose.  I’m so grateful that I was able to stop it from hitting him in the face.  As it happens, it did bounce on his chest with my hand pinned under it.  It didn’t hurt my hand but I still felt a real jolt when it was pinned against his chest.”

“Hm, I’m beginning to get an idea about you Regan.  You’re pretty cool on the outside but on the inside I think you’re something else.”

Scott’s eyes narrowed as he read on.

“Mr. McM came by and told us to use his private gym and we did.  It was there that we met up with Sue and Peter L.  What a treat!  Erik and Peter worked out and later the four of us went to dinner.  I had a heady discussion in the ladies room with Sue and she informed me that she had seen me put my hand on Erik’s arm and insisted I tell her why.  I acted like I was bewildered and couldn’t figure out why she was asking about it but she wouldn’t let it go.  I guess she thought there was something between us.  I said we had just met for crying out loud so how could there be something between us?  I played it cool but I think she saw right through me.”

“Steph, you never miss a thing do you.”  Scott grinned.  “I guess there was something going on but I thought it was just with me.”

“Later Sue convinced me to get involved in Erik’s onscreen return to the ring.  I was reluctant but she finally talked me into it.  I think Erik was a little annoyed although I could be wrong about him.”

“I guess she wrote this before she called me tonight.”

Having caught up to the present Scott cleared out of Regan’s blog and looked at what else she had on her site.

“It looks like you just use this to vent your feelings or use it as a diary or journal.  That’s okay Regan and I’m glad you don’t use real names.”

As he was about to leave her site he saw her name was underlined and wondering if it was a link as he moved the mouse to it and the hand hovered over it.  At the bottom of his screen he saw her e mail address.

“Hm, I think I’ll save it in my address book.”

Scott highlighted it and saved it for future reference.  He didn’t intend to ever use it but decided he wanted it anyway.

“Maybe someday down the line I’ll want it for something but for now I’m going to give her some space and if she wants me to have it I’ll act like I don’t already have it and let her think she has to give it to me.”

Satisfied that he knew now what Regan was up to he closed down his computer for the night and decided it was time to get some sleep.  As he was getting into bed his thoughts turned to what he would do with Sean the next day, or really later that same day.  He looked at the bedside alarm clock and rolled his eyes.  It was past midnight and he had intended to go to bed earlier.

“I don’t have to meet Regan until 1:00 PM today but I did have other things I need to do before then so I better just try to get enough sleep so I can get up at the usual time.”

Scott left the alarm set for 6:30 AM.  He turned out the light and crawled in under the covers.  Sleep wasn’t something he had difficulty with as a rule but this night he did.  His thoughts kept going back to what he read in Regan’s journal entries.  He tried to dismiss it and instead think about what he and Sean would do together in the afternoon but it was becoming harder to concentrate and he found he was beginning to fixate on Regan.

He did sleep for a little while but he awoke from a dream that made it impossible to go back to sleep.

“Oh man it’s almost 2:30 in the morning.  I have to get some sleep or I won’t be any good in the gym this afternoon.”

Scott was feeling frustrated and he knew it was his own fault.  He had tossed and turned for hours but sleep wouldn’t come.

“I have to work with her and it wouldn’t do any good to-to, oh just forget about it.  Vince said to keep your distance.”

It was going to be hard working with Regan later that day so he needed to regroup and get his head on straight.

“Maybe I’ll go back and look at that script Steph sent me.  I might come up with some more ideas for my story line.”

Scott got up, showered and put on a clean pair of briefs and sat down to re-read the script.  As he opened up his in box to read it again he found an e mail from Stephanie responding to his comments.

“Hi Scott,”

“Okay, so let me get this straight.  I leave Trish lying in the ring waiting for the medics to arrive and I just walk away and the crowd cheers.  That’s not what I’d do but I guess if she’s going to be the heel in this scenario then leaving her in a heap would be what the crowd wants.”-“Yes if we’re going to give you a quick push you need to deal with Trish that way.  I know you’re a peachy guy but Scott the face will do this.”
“It sounds real good to me Stephanie.  I’m interested in hearing Regan’s response to the romance part but I can work with this if she can.  Thanks for giving me a decent story line to start my next career off with.

Scott”.-“Sure thing and thanks Scott.  That’s all I ask.  I’ll work on Regan and we’ll get you two warmed up to each other in no time.”
“P.S. Steph, would you mind giving me Regan’s phone #?  I want to talk to her about our work out schedule.  I’m not going to bother her Steph but I do want to talk to her.  I’m behaving and keeping my distance but I think she has the idea I want more from her.  She’s a cute lady and I do like her but we’re working together, not sleeping together.  Thanks Steph.”-“By now you know I asked her to give it to you instead.  I just felt it was a better business practice so hope you didn’t mind.  She called me back and told me what it was about and I just want to say I think it’s so great that you’ll get to see Sean and spend some time with him.  Talk to you tomorrow.  Stephanie”
After reading Stephanie’s reply, Scott decided he wasn’t really in the mood to type so he closed up his laptop again and put the video in the VCR that he had started watching the night before.

Before he knew it, he was asleep and didn’t wake up until he heard his alarm going off at 6:45.  It had been going off for 15 minutes but he was deep in sleep and didn’t hear it right away.  

“Wha-oh man!  It can’t be that time already.”

When he got up he didn’t feel rested and it was hard to navigate without stumbling around.  His head was in such a fog but it was important that he get it together so he could do everything necessary before meeting Regan at 1:00 at the gym.  He had a full afternoon planned with Sean so there was no time to lie around in bed.

He rubbed his eyes and tried to focus and saw that it was indeed time to get up.

“Man I’m so tired.  I hate waking up from a deep sleep.  What was I dreaming about anyway?”

Scott couldn’t remember at first and he decided to climb in the shower and try to wake up that way.  He flipped the switch on the coffee maker and turned on the radio in the bathroom.  He stepped into the shower and as he started to suds up he heard a song that he had always liked.  As he started to rinse off letting the water run down his back, the song he was listening to triggered a memory of something in the dream he’d been having when the alarm was going off.

~I really should be saying goodnight, little girl,
I really shouldn't stay any more.
It's been so long since I felt this way,
I've forgotten what love is for.~

~I should run on the double...
I think I'm in trouble,
I think I'm in trouble.~

~So come to me darlin', hold me tight,
Let your honey keep you warm.
It's been so long since anyone touched me,
I've forgotten what love is for.~

~I should run on the double...
I think I'm in trouble,
I think I'm in trouble.~

“Oh wow!  Man you have got to be kidding.”

It came back to him in a flash and he instantly felt kind of guilty.

“I can’t believe that’s what I was dreaming.”

Scott stood for a long time in the steam after turning off the water reliving the dream that now haunted him.  A phrase from the song kept coming back to him, making him shake his head each time.

~So come to me darlin', hold me tight,
Let your honey keep you warm.
It's been so long since anyone touched me,
I've forgotten what love is for.~

“Scott you are asking for trouble!”  A voice whispered in his head.  Another was shouting so loud he could hardly hear the first one.  The other was telling him to go for it.  Perhaps the other one came from his heart and not his head but it was almost deafening.

His heart was pounding and the struggle to overcome this new sensation made him stagger and slip a little in the shower before catching himself.  He went forward a little and then backwards, hitting his shoulder on the showerhead.

“Son of a- that hurts!”  Scott winced and got out, wiping moisture off of the mirror to see if he was cut.  It hurt bad where he hit his shoulder but there was just a red mark that looked like broken blood vessels under the skin.

“Great!  Just great!  That’s gonna feel real good when I’m working out today.”  Scott thought about his work out with Regan and suddenly wondered if he should skip it considering the frame of mind he was in from that dream about her and the ache he had in his shoulder.

He dried off and went back into his bedroom to get out fresh clothes to put on when his phone rang.  He picked up and heard Paul on the other end.

“Hey man how’re you doing this morning?”

“Oh I’m okay.  A little sore but fine.”

“Sore?  From one work out?  You getting old on me Scott?”  Paul laughed.

“Yeah I am old but no I’m not sore from that.  I just hit my shoulder on the showerhead and it’s pretty sore is all.”  Scott sounded annoyed but not at Paul, just at his situation.

“Oh, sorry to hear that Scott.  Did you put ice on it?”

“Not yet, I just got out of the shower when you called.”

“Well if you don’t feel like working out I understand but will you and Regan still come by and talk about the new story line my wife is cooking up?”

Scott hesitated and Paul picked up on it.  “You aren’t still bugged about that are you?  I mean, Steph seemed to think you liked the idea after she got your responses to her ideas.”

“N-no.  I’m not bugged about it.  I just don’t know if that’s what . . . I mean, Regan was planning on the work out, not talking about the story line.  I’ll have to see if she wants to do that.”

Scott was hedging and his reply sounded lame to Paul.

“Uh, okay.  Let us know what she says.”  Paul thought Scott was having second thoughts about the whole idea of Regan being involved in his comeback so he hung up and went to talk to Stephanie about it.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“So you think he’s not comfortable about it for some reason?”

“I’m not sure what to think but he sounded kind of vague about it all.  Maybe it was because he was hurting.”

“Well he’d better ice up his shoulder so he can keep getting back into good shape by the time we go to live television with this.”

“Yeah,” Paul nodded, “he knows.  He will be.  There’s too much riding on this and with Kevin out of the picture for now he’s got no one to back him up-”

“Exactly!  That’s why this thing with Regan has to work well-wait a minute.”  Stephanie paused and looked at Paul, “did you notice anything between them yesterday?”

Paul looked down at the floor and then sideways at his wife.

“C’mon Paul.  Out with it.”  She knew there was but she wanted to hear what Paul thought.

“Okay, just that they seemed to be kind of attracted to each other but weren’t really ready to acknowledge their feelings.  I mean, I can see why.  They just met and they work together but sometimes instant attraction works and sometimes it takes a little longer.”  

Paul took two strides and pulled Stephanie to him with one hand behind her back and with the other cupped her chin as he lowered his head to kiss her.

“Like it did with us baby.”  Paul smiled down at her and her eyes shone with love for this great hulking man.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Scott had pulled out an ice pack and was holding it in place when he decided to call Regan and take a pass on the workout that day.  Her phone rang three times and he was about to leave her a message when she breathlessly picked up.

“H-hel-lo!” she said, her breathing was jagged.

“Hi Regan.  You alright?”

“Yes.”  She paused to take a sip of water.  “I’m fine.  Just ran up from my downstairs gym to get the phone.  The one down there is dead for some reason.  So what’s up, Scott?”

“Oh, a couple of things.  I hate to do this but I think I should cancel the workout for today and Paul and Stephanie want to talk to us about our story line so I guess we should.  What do you think?”

Regan felt a range of emotions due to the fact that she didn’t want to miss work, especially with Scott but she also wondered if he was breaking their plans because he didn’t want to work with her.

“Regan?”

“Um, we can reschedule.  Is Sean coming to town earlier than you thought?”  She didn’t like fishing but she wanted to know why and didn’t feel comfortable coming right out and asking.

Scott didn’t really feel like telling her why he wanted to cancel as if saying it would give her a clue as to why he hurt his shoulder but hedging would just make him sound like he was keeping secrets so he came out with it.

“No, it’s not that.  I hurt my shoulder this morning and I’m icing it right now and I don’t know if I want to work it today, that’s all.”

“I see.  I hope it’s nothing serious.”  She thought he sounded like he was holding something back but couldn’t bring herself to pry.

“I don’t think it’s very serious, it just hurts a lot and I’d just rather rest it for a day.  The ice should help.  So do you want to talk to them?”

“Sure we can talk to them but I can’t leave home right now because the phone repairman is coming by and he assured me it would be between 8:00 and noon but the way things go for me it will probably be more like shortly before noon so I will probably be stuck here until then.”

“I see.  That will make it a little harder for us to talk to them but I guess if they don’t want to do that then we can talk another time.”  Scott should have felt relieved but for some reason he was disappointed that they didn’t seem to be able to hook up that day.

“Well now wait a minute Scott.  Maybe we can talk to them.”  She wanted to see him too and wasn’t willing to give up as quickly as he seemed to be.

“How do you mean?”

How to say it without sounding too obvious was her dilemma.  “Scott, I feel like we worked well together yesterday and the ideas Stephanie was putting to us seemed to gel up pretty good.  I hate to lose the rhythm we developed so maybe you could come over here and we could talk to them on my speaker phone.”

She held her breath fearing that he would hear eagerness in her voice and sense that she was just eager to see him.  She waited for what seemed like several minutes but was probably only a few seconds.

“Sure, we can do that Regan.  I’ll get my act together here and come on over.”

With some relief Regan agreed to that and gave him directions to her place and hung up.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

As Scott drove over to Regan’s house he was listening to the car radio.

~. . . Man I'm just tired and bored with myself
Hey there baby, I could use just a little help~
~You can't start a fire
You can't start a fire without a spark
This gun's for hire
even if we're just dancing in the dark~
He quietly started singing along with it until a scene between he and Regan from the dream he’d had came back to him once again.

Regan gasped as his mouth smothered hers and he slowly forced his tongue through her lips.  At first she resisted a little and then the warmth from his embrace and the feeling of giving herself up to his gentle yet persistent fingers continually coming closer to her breasts made her desire his touch.  Scott’s back arched as he brought her slight frame close and she easily melted into his chest and found her own fingers teasing his nipples, causing his jeans to become tighter than they’d felt in a very long time.  

The memory only lasted a second or two but the feeling in his gut was as if someone was carving it up with a knife.  He began to feel like he might need to pull the car over to the side of the road to make an adjustment in his lower extremities.  Scott was starting to sweat.

“Okay, change the station.  Man I have to quit thinking about that dream.”

As soon as he changed to a different station he came in on the middle of another song that went along the same theme as the previous song.

~So slide over here 
And give me a moment 
Your moves are so raw 
I've got to let you know 
I've got to let you know 
You're one of my kind 

I need you tonight 
'Cause I'm not sleeping 
There's something about you girl 
That makes me sweat . . .~

“This is nuts!”  Scott turned to another station and heard:

~I'm driving in my car, I turn on the radio
I'm pulling you close, you just say no
You say you don't like it, but girl I know you're a liar
`Cause when we kiss, Fire

Late at night I'm takin' you home
I say I wanna stay, you say you wanna be alone
You say you don't love me, girl you can't hide your desire
`Cause when we kiss, Fire~
Scott shook his head and felt kind of exasperated.  As he was about to change the station it occurred to him that it wasn’t so much the songs as it was the inner urgings he had been dealing with since the day before.

“Changing a station isn’t going to help.  I need to figure out what my feelings about her are.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~
She hurried into the shower and then changed as quickly as she could when she heard her doorbell ring.  Regan looked at the clock and saw that it was only 20 minutes after she had hung up from talking to Scott.  “Maybe it’s the phone guy and he’s here early,” she said under her breath.

Regan had taken longer in the shower than she should have so she only had time to throw on a clean dark shirt and jeans.  “I’ll get the guy out of here as soon as possible and change before Scott gets here.”  When she reached for the doorknob, she glanced through the beveled glass in her storm door and saw a huge man standing on the other side.  Her heart immediately started racing.  It was Scott and she wasn’t prepared for her own reaction.

“C’mon girl.  You knew he was coming over.  Just simmer down.”  Getting her breathing under control she opened the door and smiled up at Scott who looked better than she had anticipated.

“Hi Regan.  Nice to see you.”  Scott smiled back at her and walked in as she held the door open for him.

“It’s nice to see you too Scott.”  Regan felt a little insipid with the polite conversation but she was tongue tied and didn’t know how to untie the knot.

Scott looked around the alcove they stood in just inside her door and said she had a nice entry way.

“Oh, I’m sorry Scott.  I have better manners than that.  Please come in and make yourself comfortable.  Would you like some refreshments?”  She asked, embarrassed at her obvious nervousness.  She had a moment of clarity suddenly and remembered that she only put on jeans and a shirt.  “Hopefully he can’t tell that I’m not wearing anything else,” Regan told herself.

“No that’s okay.  I just had some breakfast so I’m set.  Well, maybe some water.”  He walked into her kitchen behind her and sat on a stool at her breakfast bar.  “Cute kitchen.  Looks like a woman works in it.”

Regan whirled around ready to defend her taste in home décor and caught a grin from him.

“Oh, you’re teasing me.”  She laughed softly.  “Yes, I enjoy working in my kitchen and I’ve cranked out some pretty good entrées in here.”  Thinking he might not get much in the way of home cooking, she made him an offer as she handed him a bottle of sparkling water from her refrigerator.  “Scott, I hope this doesn’t seem too forward of me but if you ever get tired of eating out, you are welcome to join me for some home cooking when you feel like it.  I’m not the best cook in the world but I do a pretty decent job of it.”

“You serious?  That’s real generous of you Regan.  I don’t want to impose but I would love to.  I bet you’re at least a better cook than I am so thanks for the offer.”

Regan smiled at him and as she came around the corner of the breakfast bar she brushed past him and they both felt a jolt like string lightning passing between them.  It was then that Scott reached out and took her hand in his, hearing that same voice from within shouting at him to go for it.

~In the arms of an angel, in a dangerous disguise

Love's a blue fascination

It's a mystery that burns, takes a lifetime to learn

The eyes of a woman, there's no where to run~

She stopped in her tracks and guardedly peered up into his soft brown eyes.  Even though he was sitting on a stool, she still had to look up at him.  With her heart in her throat, she rested her other hand on his arm and as he was about to pull her to him the doorbell rang making her back away from him suddenly as if the person at the door could see them.  Regan felt a little embarrassed that they had reached this point already in their friendship but what made things even more awkward now was that she knew they would have to be very careful around their friends when they saw them again.

Regan stood a second or two and when the bell rang again she stammered that she should answer as it was probably the phone repairman.  She left Scott in the kitchen and answered the door.

Scott rested his head in his hands and told himself to slow down.

“Oh hi sweetie!  I thought we were going to talk on the phone.  Scott came over so we could.”

“Yes I know and he also called and told us after he talked to you.  Paul and I talked it over and we thought we would just come over and do this in person.  Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all!”  Regan was cheerful, but she lied.

Scott, hearing Stephanie’s voice and Regan’s response pulled himself together and came out to greet their friends.  Stephanie glanced at her watch and then looked at Paul with a raised eyebrow.

Scott caught the look and narrowed his eyes at her intimating that she had better not say a word.  He knew he had made it over to Regan’s house in record time but he hadn’t expected them to come over.  He thought they would just talk on the phone so it was a little awkward.

Regan was oblivious to the looks that passed back and forth between Scott, Stephanie and Paul so she just started in and explained why she had to stay home that morning.

“Yeah Scott filled us in honey.”

Regan looked at Stephanie and then at Scott.  “Did you know they were coming by?”

“Uh no, we didn’t talk about that.”  Again he narrowed his eyes at them and wondered if they had any idea that he was attracted to Regan.  He didn’t want any trouble with Vince so he hoped they weren’t aware.

The hour or so that they sat talking over the story line that Stephanie was working on for them went by quickly and as they were about to leave, the phone repairman came and Regan showed him where the phone was in her basement.

“I should go with him because I have a lot of equipment down there.  Anyone want to come along?”

“No hun, we should get going.”  Stephanie and Paul walked toward the door and noticed Scott didn’t follow them.

“I’d like to see your workout room if you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind Scott.  C’mon down and thanks for talking about this with us Steph and Paul.  I like where we’re going with this.  It sounds real good.”

“You’re welcome Regan.  Call me later if you have anything you want to change about it.  Both of you.”

“Will do hun.”

Regan and Scott went down with the phone repairman as Stephanie and Paul left.

“You know I think we should have stayed and looked at her workout room,” Stephanie said as they got in their car.

“Why?  You’ve seen one workout room, you’ve seen ‘em all.”

“I don’t mean to look at it, I mean because Scott stayed and went down with her.”

“Baby, she’ll be alright.  He’s not going to take advantage of her.”

“Paul, I know that but he rushed over there earlier and she wasn’t even through dressing when he got there.  Now he’ll probably be alone with her after the phone guy leaves.”

“Well I noticed she was underdressed but I figured maybe she’s the kind of woman who dresses more casual at home,” Paul said trying to dismiss Stephanie’s concerns.

“No doubt she does but not that casual.  Regan is the type who buttons it up when company comes so I know she wouldn’t have been dressed that way if she’d had time to think about it.  I bet she threw on the first clean item she could get her hands on when he arrived.”

“Well do you want to go back?”  Paul was a little more concerned now that Stephanie had brought this up.”

“No, I think I’ll call her in a little while and see how she’s doing.  I’ll find some reason.”

Paul nodded and they drove home.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Here’s the phone and the jack.  I can’t get a dial tone.”

“When did this stop working?”

“I believe it was two days ago.  I need it because I spend a lot of time down here and if the stereo or radio are on I can’t hear the phone upstairs.”

“Okay, I’ll check it out ma’am.”

“Thank you.”

Regan turned to see what Scott was doing and found he was checking out some of her charts for her workouts.

“You do all these every day?”

“Most but sometimes I get a little lazy too,” Regan grinned and stood very close to him so she could show him the specific exercises she does.  Scott felt a little flush as he reached over her shoulder to point at one of the diagrams.  He flinched from the discomfort in his shoulder as he did.

“Scott, do you want some ice for your shoulder again?  I have some in my back room here.”

“Yeah, maybe.  It didn’t really bother me until I reached like that.”

“Well come with me and I’ll get it for you.”  Regan didn’t feel like attending to Scott with the repairman under foot and possibly listening to them.

They went to her back room and she opened the freezer compartment of a small refrigerator and got out an ice pack that would wrap around his shoulder.

Scott reached back but he couldn’t hold it on effectively without it slipping off.

“Scott why don’t you lift your shirt up or take it off so I can lay the ice pack on your shoulder and wrap a towel and ace bandage around it to hold it in place?”

“Okay, I guess it should be next to my skin anyway.”  Scott started to take his shirt off and winced when he was pulling his arm out of the sleeve of his T-shirt.

Regan noticed his discomfort and helped him with it.  When she saw the area that hurt she gasped a little.  It startled Scott and he stood up to look at his shoulder in the mirror and saw the bruise had deepened and spread farther.

“Scott!  You needed to have ice on it this whole time.  That looks so painful.  No wonder it hurt.”

“Well it didn’t until a minute ago but I’ll be alright.”  Scott was trying to play it down.

“We have three weeks to get you ready for action so let’s take care of this right.” 

Scott was about to protest when she reminded him that she was the trainer and it was her job to take care of him for Vince.  Just as she said that the repairman came back and said he had found the problem and would have her phone line back in working order in a few hours.  He had some work to do outside and then at the office and the phone should work fine.

“Oh that’s great.  Thank you so much.”  Regan walked him out and left Scott in the basement icing his shoulder.  She took a few minutes and when she returned he was walking around with the ice pack taped on and she just stood at the bottom of her stairs watching him.  She’d seen him workout the day before but that was a work setting.  This wasn’t and thoughts of what happened, or rather what almost happened just as Paul and Stephanie arrived earlier started coming back to her.

“Okay girl, get a grip!  You have to keep this business-like or Mr. McMahon will can you.”

“So Scott, see anything here you want to work on?”

Scott didn’t turn around.  He didn’t even jump a little when he heard her voice.  It was as if he knew she was just standing there looking at him the whole time.  He spoke slowly and deliberately.

“Yeah, but it’s not in the contract so maybe I better not.”

Regan covered her mouth for an instant and uncovered it just as quickly as Scott turned around to make eye contact with her.  He walked over to her and they were almost at eye level with her standing on the second to the bottom step.

She started to go up the stairs backwards but he reached out his other hand and took hers making her stop.

“Look, I’m not going to do anything Regan.  I know things could have happened upstairs earlier but they didn’t.  That doesn’t mean they won’t but right now we have to concentrate on doing our job right so I’m gonna go put my shirt back on and get ready to go meet Sean.”

Scott walked away from her and then turned back to ask her if she would help him get his shirt back on.

“Scott, why don’t you just put your jacket on and nevermind the T-shirt?  You’ll just aggravate your shoulder if you try to put it back on.”

Scott thought about it and agreed.  He was only going back to his place anyway and he could put on a button down shirt instead to go and meet Sean at the airport.

“Okay that sounds like a good idea.”

He started up the stairs and she turned to the side to let him pass.  It was a close pass and he brushed her lightly as he went up.  It wasn’t intentional but he excused himself and she just looked down, a little embarrassed because she wasn’t wearing a bra and he knew it.

Regan just stood there and Scott got his jacket.  He came back to the top of the steps and looked down at her.

“I’ll let myself out.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

It was all he said as he walked out of the door.

“Oh God!  I can’t believe what just happened.  He was so close to me and he looked . . .”  Regan heaved a heavy sigh, “incredible!”

She was still feeling a rush from his arm brushing her breast through her shirt and she slowly started to melt as she came to rest on a step with her head in her hands.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Scott went back and changed and then realized he’d left his T-shirt at Regan’s house.  He almost picked up the phone and called her to ask her to bring it to the gym the next day and then he decided against it.

“No, I think I’ll just leave it for her to find and figure out what to do with.”

He smirked and put on a shirt that buttoned down the front so he didn’t have to raise his arm to get into or out of it.

He picked up Sean at the airport and spent the rest of the day and evening bumming around, seeing some of their mutual friends, like Paul and Stephanie and Vince.

Regan spent her day differently.  By the time Stephanie had called her back, Scott had left and she was feeling a little better about their stair step encounter.  Maybe the humiliation was wearing off or she just shrugged it off.

“I can’t go back and change things so I’ll just have to get over it.”

Regan reassured Stephanie that everything was fine and she and Scott would be at the gym tomorrow.  She hung up and started her own workout and when she quit, she was tidying up and she found Scott’s shirt.

“Oh joy!  A reminder of that moment when I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me.  I guess I haven’t gotten over it.”  She sighed and thought about it for a minute and then came up with her own idea.

“I’m not going to bring it to the gym for Paul and Steph to see.  That would bring her down on me so fast, especially after her little scene in the ladies room at the restaurant.  No, I’ll do it my way.  I’m sure he knows by now that it’s still here and I bet he figures I’ll just bring it to the gym.  Well Scott I’m not someone you can figure out just like that.”  Regan snapped her fingers and smiled to herself.

I’ll wash it first and then take it over to him.

When Regan had finished that load and dried it, she pulled out her gift wrapping supplies and found a gift bag and tissue paper and put the shirt in it.  Next she found a blank greeting card to write a message on it for Scott.  She looked at the picture on it.

“Hm, it’s not too feminine really and I bet he’d like it.”

She sat down at her roll top desk and got out a pen and thought about what she’d like to say to him, then it came to her.

Hi Scott,

I found something of yours.  Hope you didn’t need it and I hope you have a great time with Sean.  See you tomorrow at 2:00.

Regan
“Short and sweet.  I think that’s what I want to say.  He may think I’ll be flustered tomorrow but I’m just going to go about business as usual and pretend it will be easier if I don’t have to give it to him face to face or in front of Steph and Paul.”

Regan went out to her car and got in and drove by Scott’s place.  She didn’t see his car in the lot so she hurried to put the gift bag on his door knob and then dashed back to her car.  She pulled out of the driveway and as she was driving away she saw his car pulling in.  She pulled over quickly and parked so she could watch him in her rear view mirror.

“That was close!  I’m just gonna wait until they go inside and then I’ll leave.”

She waited and watched and finally they got out of the car and walked up to the door.  She saw Scott open the storm door and take the gift bag off of the door knob.  He looked around and she hoped he wouldn’t see her car.

“I wonder how many sky-blue Blazers there are in this town?”  She was nervous but he didn’t seem to see her and he and Sean went inside.

“Whew!  I don’t think I can do this again.  I’m glad I’ll have the night to recover.  I don’t know why I’m so nervous about this except that I just didn’t want to give it to him face to face.”

Once Scott and Sean were inside Regan pulled away and went home.  She went inside and started fixing her dinner.

At Scott’s place:

“Hey Scott you got a secret admirer?”  Sean teased.

“Nah-well, maybe.  I uh, forgot it at her place this morning.”  He didn’t say more and Sean raised an eyebrow.

“Okay, it’s not the way it sounds.  I was at Regan’s place and so were Paul and Stephanie.  We talked about my new story line and my shoulder started hurting where I hit it on the shower head this morning so she told me to take my shirt off so she could put an ice pack on it.  She used an Ace wrap to keep it in place.  Then when I was leaving she suggested I just put my jacket back on instead of trying to get this T-shirt on over my head and lifting my arm again.  I just forgot to pick it up when I left so she must have washed it and brought it back over while I was picking you up.”

“Regan is your trainer?”

“Yeah.  She was hired by Vince and she’s-yeah, she’s my trainer.”  Scott was going to say she’s a friend of Stephanie’s but it seemed to be more information than Sean had asked for and he wanted to change the subject.  Regan wasn’t the only one who was feeling the rush earlier on her basement steps.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

The next day and the next week or two, Scott and Regan met regularly at the gym working out and making sure his shoulder didn’t hurt so he would not be bothered by it on opening night on RAW.  They had shot one promo and it had aired on Smackdown.

“That was great you guys!  Regan you’re a natural.”  Stephanie was real happy with the way it went and she was ready to move onto the next one if they had the time.

“I guess I don’t have anything going on.”  Scott looked down and shifted a little on his feet and then glanced up at Regan.

“I’m free too Steph.”  Regan was happy to be spending time with Scott that she would normally have spent by herself alone at home.  The time she had alone now was less precious to her than it had been for a long time.  She used to relish her solitude but lately she hated going home after their sessions in the gym.  She also began writing more in her blog and Scott noticed it too.  He’d only meant to read a little of it that first time but he looked forward to it now and he would be a little annoyed when she didn’t write because it gave him insight into who she was so the more she wrote the more he liked it.  The only thing was he had to keep her from knowing about it.  They never spoke to each other about that uncomfortable moment on her stair steps or about her returning his shirt to him.

When Sean went to bed that night he spent at Scott’s place Scott opened up his laptop and immediately went to Regan’s blog.

Blog Entry dated 1/12/04

I can’t believe what happened today.  I feel like such a little fool.  If I had just taken a little less time in the shower I would have had more time to dress.  I messed around and messed up.  I only had time to throw on socks, jeans and an oversized T-shirt and later I’m sure Erik figured that out.

“Yeah I’d say I figured it out alright.”  Scott felt the hair on his arms prickle a little as he relived the moment she was talking about.

Erik was coming over so we could talk to Sue and Peter about his new story line which now includes me.  We should have gone to the gym today but he hurt his shoulder this morning and wanted to rest it for a day.  When I saw the bruise I totally knew why and I felt so bad for him.  I didn’t tell him but my stomach flinched when I saw how deep it was and the gash on his skin.

“My stomach did too when I hit it but not because it hurt but from what made me hit it in the first place.”

We talked things over and just before Sue and Peter left the phone guy came to see what was wrong with my downstairs phone.  This was when Erik did something to aggravate his shoulder and I asked him to take off his shirt so I could wrap his shoulder in ice.  He did and when I came back from showing the phone guy out I just stood looking at him in awe.  His back was to me and I swear I didn’t make a sound but I believe he knew I was there.  The conversation that ensued, if you can call it one floored me.  I asked him an innocent question and he answered me honestly but he implied something else and I was speechless.  Then he turned around and my heart nearly jumped out of my chest.  Erik doesn’t look so much like the studdly guy he did in the 1990’s but this morning without his shirt on he could have taken me easily and that’s not the kind of woman I am.

If that wasn’t enough, he forgot his T-shirt here when he left.  I know I suggested he not try to put it back on but finding it later only served to remind me of what passed between us.  He probably expected me to return it to him tomorrow at the gym but I’m not going to give Sue the satisfaction of seeing me give it to him.  He left it and he found it where I left it.  He doesn’t know it but I left it just before he came home this afternoon.  I pulled out of one driveway to his place as he was driving in the other and I stopped down the street and watched him go to his door where I left the gift bag.  I felt stupid like I was almost caught in the act or something but it was better than facing him tomorrow if I had to give it to him.  It’s only a shirt for crying out loud but the memory of him in my workout room looking the way he did was more than I could deal with.  This way we can just meet at work and we don’t have to talk about “it.”

“Hm, I probably should close this out.  It doesn’t feel right reading this and now it’s gonna be harder to work with her.”  Scott felt more annoyance for indulging himself and doing what some would consider snooping.  He hated it when others snooped into his life.  “Well I’ll just finish reading what she says today and I’ll try to stay off of this site from now on.”

Well the long and the short of it is that there is definitely a current between us and we have to keep it under wraps.  I don’t think I can even talk to him about it right now.  At least not until after his first night back on the show.

At this point, Scott closed out of the blog and decided a blog might be a way to keep track of his own thoughts.  Unlike Regan he would try to find a more private way to do it.

From that day on, Scott did stay off of Regan’s site as much as possible and while he was very tempted to go to it, especially when he felt alone and wanted companionship, he did feel better about himself.  This was when he began writing his own entries.  He did decide to do one thing that she had done and that was to change the names of individuals or use initials.

Journal Entry dated 1/23/04

We shot our first promo and it’s already aired.  I think it went well.  We taped it in the locker rooms of one of the local gyms here.  Our story line is that Robin and I are on cell phones talking to each other about my entrance and her going to the ring with me.  She’s posing as my manager and I want her to accompany me.  She agrees and it’s set.

The next promo we’ll hit a snag in our plan and she’s going to get cold feet about going down with me.  We worked out the details today and started shooting but one of the girls who was going to be in it couldn’t be there so we’ll finish the shoot tomorrow after my workout.

It feels kind of awkward doing this after what happened a couple of weeks ago at her place.  After S and P left Robin and I were alone-well almost until the phone repairman left, then we were alone.  She had come back downstairs and she was in her stocking feet and yet I knew she was there.  I was standing with my back to her.  I guess I probably shouldn’t have said what I did to her but I did it and then I left.  When I brushed past her on the stairs I knew what I had suspected was true and that I had rushed her that morning because she hadn’t had time to get dressed all the way.  I still get a jolt when it comes back to me.  I wanted to stop and take her right then but my first priority is my come back and I made a promise.  Man this is real tough but I have to do it.

Scott closed out and went to bed.

By the time Scott was to debut, again, at MSG they had shown the two promos a couple of times on both shows and it seemed clear that he was going to be on RAW.  The next night on RAW the fans had been baited with this through the first half of the show and JR and King had had their little discussion with JR telling King to stuff a sock in it.

Stephanie left Regan and the girls alone in the locker room for a while but when it was almost time for them to go into action she stuck her head in the door and said it was showtime.  “Break a leg girl,” she said to Regan.  Jackie and Trish were seasoned veterans to this business so they were relaxed and teasing Regan that Steph meant good luck and to not really break her leg.

“Oh, thanks for that,” she replied laughing nervously.  “At least I won’t have to go out in front of that crowd just yet.  Being on camera tonight back here is enough for me at the moment.”

“Regan, you’ll do fine.  It gets easier as you go,” Jackie and Trish assured her.  Just then there was a knock at the door and Trish answered it.

“Yeah, we’re ready.”  She gave Regan a supportive smile and they went into action.

Regan stood alone in the locker room and started the “reel” life events of that evening on RAW.  They go through their lines and act out their part and just as planned Regan leaves the locker room and in the next scene Scott came in not finding his manager and is greeted by Trish who manages to convince Scott to let her walk to the ring with him.

Regan watched on the monitor from the moment Scott and Trish emerged.  He held back the curtain for her and they walked to the ring to his new music.  The crowd had mixed reactions though they mostly cheered because he’s such a fan favorite.  Even if he were a heel they still loved him.

Regan watched much of the match but as Scott delivered the win and as she saw Trish raise his arm in victory Regan turned away from the monitor.  The camera was trained on her and the crowd saw her wipe at her tears and then saw her walk out of the building.

“What’s she doing?  She’s not supposed to leave.”  Paul asked Stephanie wondering if they had changed the script at the last minute.

“I don’t know for sure, but I have an idea.  I’ll see if I can catch her.”

“Ok baby, be careful.”

Stephanie leaned into Paul and kissed his cheek.  “I will.  I’ll be back ASAP.”

Stephanie ran down the hallway and met Scott on his way to where he thought Regan would be.

“How did it go?”

“It went great Scott,” Stephanie called as she ran past him.  “Can’t talk now.”

“Ok,” he said as he walked toward the monitor he knew Regan was watching.  “Reg- Where is she?  She said she’d be right here when I got back.”

Scott started walking around looking for Regan when Paul found him and informed him that she had left the building.

“Is that why Steph ran passed me and couldn’t talk?”

“Yeah.  They didn’t change the plan and she left just before Trish got nailed so it wasn’t what we talked about her doing.”

“I’ll say.”  Scott frowned.  “You don’t suppose she was really upset.  Do you?”

“Upset about what?”

Scott didn’t know how much to say or if he should say anything at all but Paul led him into an empty room and said he was all ears.  Looking down  at his boots and then up at Paul, Scott said he felt maybe Regan still had some insecurities about being his onscreen manager and coming to the ring with him.

“I’m not sure it’s insecurity about that.”

“What then?”  Scott glanced up at Paul wondering if he had a clue.

“You tell me.”  Paul stood with his arms crossed over his chest and just stared at Scott.

Scott shrugged and started to get up when Paul asked him to stay put.  “C’mon man I have to shower or I’ll stiffen up.”

“Not so fast buddy.  We saw something we hadn’t planned exactly just before she left.”

“Yeah, what?”

“She wiped away some tears and then walked out of the building.”

Scott’s head shot up.  “Well the tears were part of the plan but the leaving the building wasn’t.”

“That’s right!”

Scott and Paul jumped as they heard Stephanie’s voice.  “She wasn’t supposed to leave.”

“Did you find her Steph?”  Scott asked, concerned about her whereabouts.

“No, I didn’t but she probably went back to her house.  I tried calling her but her cell phone is off and I had to leave a message on her other phone.”  Then coming and standing directly in front of Scott, “the tears in her eyes were real Scott.  I know from fake tears and they weren’t fake.  She was hurting and I want to know why.  Now!”

Scott just blinked at her and then looked at Paul for a little support but he showed him his palms and just backed up a little, leaving it to his wife and Scott to hash out.  Scott nodded.  He knew he would have to come clean with the bosses’ daughter.

“Look, I’ve been behaving myself and keeping our relationship professional.”  Stephanie cocked her head to the side a little and glared at him.

“Ok, so we’re friends too but I swear, that’s all it is.  I have no idea why she’d be crying real tears tonight.  We’ve kept it strictly business.”  He hung his head and then said maybe she wasn’t feeling good.  Maybe it was just first night jitters he said and then to himself he had a feeling that Regan was falling for him.

Now Paul felt he could offer his friend a little support.  “You know, it could be that.”  Stephanie snapped her head around to Paul.  “Well think about it.  We rehearsed all this ahead of time so it was no surprise to her that Trish was going to go to the ring with Scott.   She looked real sweet so she shouldn’t have worried about her appearance but she’s never done anything like this before and maybe it was just too unnerving for her.”  He ran his hand through his hair and hunched his shoulders.  “What else could it be?”

“Yeah, she knew all that and the girls have been real nice to her so I bet it was just nerves.  She’ll get over it and now that I think about it, this could ease us into the next part of the story.  We can write, excuse me, YOU can write that she felt insecure about seeing me in the ring with the “beautiful Trish,” Scott gestured using the quote sign with his fingers, “and we’ll deal with it next week.”

Stephanie narrowed her eyes at Scott and Paul agreed with him.  “It’ll work honey, just go with it.”

“I guess it could,” Stephanie said thinking it over.  “But right now my main concern is getting to the root of her leaving the way she did when we hadn’t planned it.”

“You want me to call and talk to her?”  Scott asked hoping she’d say yes.

“No, I want to have a talk with her first.  It may be nothing and maybe it was just nerves or she wasn’t feeling well but I want to find out first.  You go on home,” she said to Scott, “and I’ll meet up with you later,” she told Paul and kissed him goodbye.

Since RAW was shown in a neighboring city to the PPV city the night before Regan didn’t have far to go to get home.  When she walked in she heard the phone ringing and checked her caller ID.

“Hi Steph, I’m sorry.”  Regan hung her head as she put her purse on the chair beside the phone inside the door and dropped her keys in her purse.

“Are you alright?  That’s what I want to know.”

“Honey I am.  I’m sorry.  I just couldn’t handle it even after all the rehearsing.  It was too much.”  Her voice started to waiver as she talked to Stephanie.”

“Well I’m glad you’re alright.  We were starting to think you were ill.  You’ll get used to this and next week we’ll use this as part of the story line.  You’ll see.  It’ll work.”

“Oh please, can’t you just have me be an off-screen manager that Scott talks to?”


“Reg, you know it doesn’t work that way.  C’mon now.  Suck it up and you’ll do great.”

Regan paused and then said she’d do her best.  Once Stephanie was sure that her little friend was ok she let her go for the night.  Regan went to her bedroom, undressed and put on a comfy robe tied at the waste.  She then sat down to her computer and opened up her blog.

Blog Entry dated 2/2/04

I’ve probably ended my own career tonight.  After working so hard to overcome the horrid situation with RP and having worked so well with Erik, Peter and Sue tonight I blew it.  They can’t know why.  I would never be able to look them in the eyes again, especially Erik.  I can’t even guess what he thinks of me now.  He must be so disappointed in me.  Sue was so sweet and willing to give me another chance but …I’m not sure I deserve it.  I told her I wasn’t ill but right now I feel ill.  Ill over what I’ve done if this hurts Erik’s come back.

He deserves this break and he got stuck with a trainer who is more of a wuss than anything.  I’m so sorry Erik.  I wish I could have been there for you and I wish it hadn’t hurt so bad when I saw T with you tonight.  She’s beautiful and she’s who you should be with.

Regan closed out of her blog crying.  “He should be with her.”  She lay down on her bed, clutching her pillow and cried for a while and started to drift off to sleep after about an hour when her phone rang again.  She let her voice mail pick up.  When she heard the deep yet gentle voice on the machine she almost picked up but he hung up and she started to cry again.  “I can’t call him back.  That was sweet of him to call but I can’t.”

She blew her nose and lay for a while when the phone rang again.

“Regan, I know you’re there.  I hope you’ll pick up or call back when you can.  Anytime is just fine so please don’t think you can’t.”  His voice was pleading with her and it tore at her heart.  As he was about to hang up again he said he hoped she knew that her leaving the way she did that night was ok with him.  At this she picked up the phone.  Her voice was jagged from crying.

“Scott?”

“Regan, thanks for picking up.”  He had no more pride left.  He was relieved that she’d talk to him and it came across.

“I’m so sorry.”  The tears were evident in her voice making Scott feel like wanting to reach out to her and hold her.

“What was it?  Was it nerves or were you sick?”  He pretty much knew after talking to Stephanie and then having looked at her blog that night before calling her.  Scott had been determined not to read it but he needed to know what was wrong and he figured she’d write in it.

“Oh Scott, you’ve been so honest with me.  I can’t lie to you now.”  She took a deep breath and let it out.  “It wasn’t either one.”

Scott knew but he wanted her to say it.  Now it didn’t matter anymore.  He was going to spare her.  “I’m coming over.  We can talk and clear the air.”

He waited for her response but none came.

“Regan?  Baby?”

“Ok,” she whispered through her tears.  Her heart was aching and she felt so small and pathetic just then.  She hung up the phone and went to the bathroom to wash her face when the doorbell rang.

Regan jumped and ran to the door.  The figure she saw through the glass was the right size and height and when she opened it he stepped in and closed the door.  She launched herself into his open arms as they tumbled to the floor on the plush area rug just inside of it and for the next several minutes no words were spoken.  The kiss let them express all the pent up desire and more that they had forced themselves to hold back over the last month.  When they broke the kiss Scott got to his knees and helped her up.  Her robe was falling open so they stood up and stepped away from the door as he let her lead him to her bedroom.

Still feeling the passion from just a moment before Regan and Scott knew this was it.  They had held out through all the training, the PPV and his first night on RAW.  Now there was no more waiting.  She took his hands and put them on the sash of her robe.  There were no buttons and when he untied it she let it slip to the floor.  That was the first time she saw what his true feelings were.  She stood before him exposed and vulnerable and he only looked into her eyes seeing the love he had suspected was there but only now knew for sure.

Feeling secure in someone’s love for the first time in a long time and having no need for words Scott let her help him remove his clothes and the two slipped between the covers.  After years of needing someone who would be true and would not abuse their love Scott and Regan began to build a relationship they could both live with and a connection they could both depend on.

All too soon the phone beside Regan’s bed rang and looking over at the alarm clock she saw it was 6:30.  She groaned and picked up.

“Hey girl, how are you this morning?”

“Oh Steph, do you actually know what time it is?”  Regan made sure to say Stephanie’s name so that Scott wouldn’t make any sound.

“Did I wake you?”  She sounded like she had her doubts.

“Um, yeah but I had to get up today anyway.”  Regan snickered and wondered what was so important that Stephanie had to call her that early.

“Hey, I want to know if you can meet me for breakfast in a while.  We need to get a head start on next week’s show.”

“Ok, I guess I can.”

“Great!  See you around 8:00.”

“Got it, boss,” Regan said laughing.

“Oh, one other thing.”

“What’s that?” Regan asked with a sigh.  Scott was kissing her cheek and working down her chest.

“Tell Scott hi for me and that he’s welcome to join us.”

Regan gasped as she put her hand over the phone.  “Ok,” she said with a breathy sigh.  “As soon as I see him I will.”

“Ahem!  I’m sitting across the street from your house.”

Again Regan gasped but for another reason and she heard Stephanie laugh out loud on the other end.  Making Scott stop she mouthed to him that Stephanie knew he was there.  “She says hi and to join us for breakfast at 8:00.”

“Hi Steph,” he said loud enough for her to hear and Regan rolled her eyes as Scott grinned at her.

“Nothing like being subtle with you around,” Regan grinned back at him.  “Ok so you know.”

“Yeah well I knew the day you two met but you two were oblivious.”

Regan knew better.  “Ya think so?”

“Not really,” Stephanie laughed, “you two worked very hard at avoiding this and after last night I see no reason to avoid it any longer.  As long as you’re happy together that’s all we care about.”

“Than-we?  Who is we?”

“Me, Paul and daddy.”

“Your dad knows?!!”

This got Scott’s attention and he voiced his concern.

“Tell him I said don’t worry about it.  He’s cool with it.”

“Steph said not to worry.  Vince is cool with this.”

Scott gave her a wary look.

“I’m not sure he’s convinced Steph.”

“Put him on.”

Regan handed the phone to Scott.  “Yeah?”

“If daddy weren’t cool with it he wouldn’t have asked me to call you here to tell you he’s found out who altered the weight that first day of your workout.”

“Ok, who did it?”

She told him the name of the man but Scott said he didn’t know who that was.

“He was a new weight trainer at the club.  Daddy had his background checked and he’s clean.  After talking to him at some length Paul and daddy decided he made a mistake and didn’t mean to leave it on the bar.  When he found out he said he’d resign and make any compensation necessary to you but we said you probably wouldn’t press charges.”

“ ‘Press’ charges?  Cute Steph.”

“Huh?  Oh!  That was cute wasn’t it.”

“Yeah.  I’m not going to do that.  I wasn’t hurt anyway and even if I was if it was a mistake so I don’t think there’d be any point to it.”

Regan watched Scott’s expression and she couldn’t tell at first what they were talking about but she finally got the idea and when they hung up with Stephanie he confirmed it for her.

“It was just a mistake and the guy still has a job.”

She nodded and smiled as she cupped his cheek with her hand.  “It would have been so tragic to mar that handsome face.”

Scott looked away for a couple of seconds when she brought his face back to hers.  “What is it?”

“I’m not that great looking.”

“That’s one opinion.”  She tried to tease him to lighten his new mood.

“I guess.  That why you want to be with me?”  He asked it and then hung his head.  As she was about to protest he stopped her.  “I’m sorry.  I know that’s not why.  I don’t know why I said that.”  She peered into his eyes and she wasn’t sure what she saw but in time she understood.  For the moment all she knew was that he wasn’t questioning her motives.  He was questioning why she would want to be with him.  Regan put her hand on either side of his face and started to kiss him gently and in no time she had lost herself completely and before they knew it her phone was ringing again.  Looking at her bedside clock she groaned.  Scott grinned down at her and reached for the phone.

“No you don’t!”

“You know it’s Steph and she knows we’re here and why we’re late so what’s the difference?”  He asked laughing at her as she reached the phone first and almost fell out of bed in the process.

Regan did knock the phone off the night stand but she grabbed the receiver before it hit the floor.  She ended up hanging half off the bed saying ‘hello’ into the receiver while looking down at the floor.  Scott was tickling the bottoms of her feet while she tried to talk to Stephanie but ended up doing more giggling and squealing than talking with him running his finger up her leg and to her inner thigh.

“Ok ok, you two get it out of your system and give me a call when you’re ready to talk like adults,” Stephanie said trying to sound annoyed but she couldn’t keep it together.

The following Monday night Scott and Regan had their storyline down and had done a promo to bridge the gap from the previous week.  Now everyone knew she was his manager and she accompanied him to the ring.  After the match Stephanie and Paul wanted to know how she felt about it and she told them she was nervous at first but she seemed to get her courage during the match and by the time it was over she felt like she belonged at his side.

“I noticed you were pretty happy when we walked down the ramp,” Scott teased a little.

“That was because your theme was playing and I do like it hot!”  She giggled and Scott pulled her into his arms gazing into her eyes.  They heard Stephanie and Paul quietly excuse themselves for some reason or other and that was all they heard.  When Scott broke their kiss they realized that part of his match was being replayed with him getting the win and they heard it all over again.

We want to multiply, are you gonna do it

I know you're qualified, are you gonna do it

Don't be so circumscribed, are you gonna do it

Just get yourself untied, are you gonna do it

Feel the heat pushing you to decide

Feel the heat burning you up, ready or not

Some like it hot and some sweat when the heat is on

Some feel the heat and decide that they can't go on

Some like it hot, but you can't tell how hot 'til you try

Some like it hot, so let's turn up the heat 'til we fry

The girl is at your side, are you gonna do it

She wants to be your bride, are you gonna do it

She wants to multiply, are you gonna do it

I know you won't be satisfied until you do it

Some like it hot and some sweat when the heat is on

Some feel the heat and decide that they can't go onv

Some like it hot, but you can't tell how hot 'til you try

Some like it hot, so let's turn up the heat 'til we fry

Feel the heat pushing you to decide

Feel the heat burning you up, ready or not

Some like it hot and some sweat when the heat is on

Some feel the heat and decide that they can't go on

Some like it hot, but you can't tell how hot 'til you try

Some like it hot, so let's turn up the heat 'til we fry

Some like it hot, some like it hot

Some like it hot, some like it hot

Some like it hot, some like it hot

Some like it hot, some like it hot
