Paul opened the door reluctantly. A huge group of people pushed past him. "Going to Vince's my ass," Lynne said, shoving a bag of groceries into his arms. "What are you trying to hide in here anyway, a baby?" She said, laughing at her own joke. He saw his mother heading into the living room, and tried to stop her, but with his niece and nephew hanging onto his legs and a bag full of groceries in his arms. , he couldn't walk very fast. 

"Mom, wait, don't go in there." He shouted.

"Nonsense, why wouldn't I. You need some light in this house. I was just going to open the curtains." Before he could stop her, she walked in, and screamed. The kids ran in there, to see what all the commotion was about, and Paul followed. His living room was very messy. There was wrapping paper all over the floor, and sitting in the middle was his daughter and all her toys. Stephanie, who was playing Barbie's with her, looked up startled. Mel and Lynne, who where in the kitchen, came running in at the sound of the scream. Lynne gasped when she saw Krys. Krystal got scared when everyone started staring at her, so she crawled into Stephanie's arms and hid her face. 

"You know Paul, I wasn't saying that literally!" Lynne said. 

"Paul, who is that baby? That isn't? Paul did you?" His mother just looked at him, confused. "Paul, is that the baby you had with Joanie?"

"Yes mother, it is." Paul said. He walked over and picked up his daughter. "It's ok Krystal, this is your Grandma."

"Gama?" She said, looking over at her. Paul's mother, through confused, was overcome with joy.

"That's right sweetie, Grandma." She said. 

"Mom? Paul? Would someone please explain what is going on here. What baby?" Lynne asked. 

"Mom, don't you get it? That lady with the muscles, Joanie and Uncle Paul had a baby, and there she is," said Peter, pointing to Krys.

"Well, thank you captain obvious," She said to her son, "why don't you and your sister go outside and play, and don't forget your jackets." She said shooing them off. Then she looked at Paul. "Paul, I need an explanation, and I need one now!" She said, clearly upset.

"You don't need anything, you want something." Paul said, teasingly.

"I need an explanation to Paul," His mother said, "I thought you and Joanie had agreed to give the baby up. 

"Why don't I go put on some coffee," Stephanie said, heading towards the kitchen, Melissa following. Paul sat Krystal back on the floor to play with her toys, and then sat on the couch. 

"It's kind of a long story…."
**************************************************************************************

By the time Paul was done explaining the whole situation to his family, Peter and Nayassa had come back inside, and Stephanie and Melissa had made steaming cups of coffee and coco (for the kids), and they all sat down to relax. Just then, Paul's mother remembered the whole reason that they had come here.

"Oh no! I forgot all about Christmas dinner!" She said, running to the kitchen. Melissa had already put away all of the groceries that they had brought over. 

"Mom, forget about it, we'll just go out to dinner." 

"Nonsense, what would Christmas be with out our traditional ham? Don't worry, we have time, we might eat a little late, but we have time." Melissa and Lynne went to help her cook, while Stephanie and Paul played on the floor with Krystal.

Just then, the doorbell rang. 


"Who could that be?" Lynne asked. "It's Christmas for Gods sake." 

"I don't know, but I'll go find out." Paul said getting up. Stephanie followed, eager to see who it was, since no one ever came to Paul's house.

When Paul opened the door, he was in for a surprise. 

"Joanie? What are you doing here?" Paul asked. Stephanie and Paul stepped out side, and closed the door behind them. 

"Where the hell is my baby you bastard?" She asked cruelly.

"Excuse me? Don’t come to my f**king house yelling at me! Besides, how would I know? You forced me to give her up for adoption, remember?" Paul asked. His fist clenched in anger. Stephanie saw this, and took his hand in comfort. 

"Like hell we gave her up Paul. There are no records for her adoption anywhere!" 

"You've been looking for her?" Paul and Stephanie asked in astonishment.

Joanie, just realizing that Steph was there, looked over at her and said, "Keep your mouth closed you no good little whore." She noticed Steph holding Paul's clenched fist, and get this evil look on her face. " So you got what you always wanted? You and Paul are finally an item. Well, good for you, you no good lousy slut." 

"I am not a slut you f**king bitch!" Stephanie yelled as she let go of Paul’s hand and started to make her way over to Joanie. 

"Like hell you’re not!" Joanie yelled getting in Steph’s face waving her finger at her.

"Get your ugly finger out of my face." Stephanie shot at her.

"Or what? Huh? What are YOU going to do about it? Eh?" Joanie asked waving her finger at her again. Paul stood there shaking his head at this. He knew that Stephanie was very kind, but rub her the wrong way and she’ll kick your ass.

Stephanie slapped Joanie so hard that she fell backwards off the porch. She landed flat on her ass.

"Oh, s**t!" Paul yelled, his eyes going wide as Joanie flew.

"You bitch!" Joanie yelled as she got up and made her way over to Stephanie.

Stephanie was egging her on to come and fight her, but Paul held her behind him.

"That's enough Joanie. I don't know where our daughter is, and even if I did, I wouldn't help you find her, since you're the one who wanted to give her up in the first place." Before Joanie could respond, Peter opened the front door. 

"Uncle Paul? Mommy wants to know if you are going to come back inside and eat," He said. 

"We'll be there soon Peter," Stephanie said.

As Peter was going back inside a loud cry came from the dining room, followed by a little girl's voice screaming "I want my Daddy!!" Soon, Krys poked her head out the front door, and seeing her daddy, jumped into his arms, and snuggled up against him.

"Well, well, well." Joanie said, "and who would this be?" She said.

"That's Uncle Paul's baby." Peter said, and then, sensing that he had said something bad, went back inside, closing the door behind him. Joanie looked up at Paul and smirked. 

"Your daughter Paul? Your daughter, or OUR daughter?" She asked.

"This isn't the baby you think it is." Paul said.

"Oh really? And you just happen to have another baby lying around the place?" When Paul didn't answer she asked, 

"If I'm not the mother, Paul, then who is?" 

"You are not the mother, Joanie. This is not our baby. You forced me to give our baby up for adoption."

"Like I said Paul, if I'm not the mother, then who is?" She asked crossing her arms over her chest.

Paul was about to respond, but then Krys did something amazing. 

She reached out for Steph and said "Mama." That sealed the deal for Steph. She reached out and took Krys in her arms.

"I am." Stephanie stated proudly.

"What?" Joanie asked shaking her head.

"That's right Joanie. Krystal is mine and Paul's baby, not yours and Paul's, so why don't you just turn around and leave? It's Christmas, and I want to spend it with my family. With that she turned and walked inside, Paul following. They shut the door behind them, leaving Joanie out in the cold.

"Your lying Paul Levesque and Stephanie McMahon lying through your teeth, and I'm going to prove it, you just watch me." She muttered.

Just then, it started to hail. And Joanie happened to not have a jacket nor an umbrella. She tried to run out of Paul’s huge gate as quickly as she could, but for some reason it wouldn’t open for her.

"No." Joanie wailed as she shook the gate. The ice was hitting her hard in the face.

"Ow." Joanie whined as she got hit in the eye. 

Joanie stood out there shaking the gate relentlessly for he next few minutes. Eventually, it began to snow.

Peter and Nayassa ran outside with their coats and yelled "It’s snowing."

The rest of the family ran out to see.

"Help!" Joanie called from the gate.

Everyone looked to her and just laughed as she shook the gate. 

About ten more minutes passed. Joanie had given up on the gate and was now sitting in the snow whining.

Stephanie had set Krystal down and she toddled over to Joanie. Paul and Stephanie watched her, waiting to see what she was doing. Krys stopped a couple feet from her and sat in the snow.

Joanie watched her as she started playing in the snow. It looked like she was making a…. "No, she wouldn’t," Joanie thought.

Krys threw a snowball that caught Joanie directly in her face. 

"Yay!" Peter and Nayassa yelled as they started making snowballs and throwing them at Joanie, who was trying to hold u her hands in defense, but to no avail anyway.

"Come on Uncle Paul!" Peter yelled. "You too, Aunt Stephanie."

Stephanie made a snowball and threw it at Joanie. Stephanie laughed as Joanie stared a hole through her.

Joanie began to get up, but was staggering as she was still being bombarded by snowballs.

"I’ll kill you." Joanie screached at Stephanie as she tried to run towards her.

Paul had just finishing the biggest damn snowball anyone had ever seen. And just in time too….

As Joanie ran, Paul hurled the snowball at her. It caught her in the forehead, and because of her momentum from running, she flipped over backwards and fell face first in the snow.

"Paul Michael Levesque!" His mother yelled from the front door.

"Damn." Paul mumbled.

"You are setting a very bad example for the children."

"Sorry mom."

"Yea, ok. Go over there and help her up." 

"Mom." He whined.

"Move it mister. At least drag her out the gate and leave her there."

Paul whined as he drug Joanie through the snow and out of his gate. He left her laying on the sidewalk since she was conscious.

Paul and the rest of the family walked back in the house to enjoy the rest of Christmas.

Stephanie had brought Krystal upstairs for her nap. 

"Hey guys," Paul said, reaching under the tree. 

"Yes Uncle Paul," Nayassa and Peter said running over to him. 

"You didn't think I would forget your Christmas presents did you? I could never do that." While Peter and Nayassa ripped into their presents, Paul went to find Steph. 

He found her in Krystal's room, rocking her to sleep. He stood in the doorway for a little, just watching them. She looked like the perfect little mother. He walked over to them, and kneeled down in front of them, and before he knew what had come over him, he was reciting his favorite love poem. 

"It feels like lightening is going throughout my entire body, Ever since the moment our eyes met I haven't been the same. There's so much more inside of you and me that we have yet to see, will you give us the chance to see all there is to see? Everything about you makes me want you more. You make me feel like I am dreaming." Stephanie looked up at him, surprised, but he continued.

"I really do not know what you're thinking of things between us two, you have promised me that you love me too, but what do you see for us? Do you see us together for a while, do you see us together for always, or can you not see us really together at all? I wish that like me you are hoping for us to be forever. You are like a dream to me." Paul stopped and took a breath.

"I know it seems like we come from different worlds, mine being so much faster than yours, but now you are my world and together we can bring our worlds together. I love you so much that you make me feel like I am dreaming." Paul was surprised when Stephanie cut him off, and continued reciting the same poem. 

"Every hug you gave me meant more than you could know. Each tender kiss was everything I hoped for and even much more. I pray that your heart somehow will let my love inside. For the first time in my life I feel like I no longer own my heart, it is in your hands, you now own my heart. Please treat it kindly, and if you longer wish to keep it, do not just toss it away, return it to me and it will never be given it away again. Because of you I feel like I am dreaming."

"Looking in your eyes I saw the alertness of an eagle, through your words I heard the wisdom of owls, through your touch I felt the tenderness of a dove. Knowing you has made me realize that I have never known love before. For the first time in my life, I know what being in love feels like. I could lie in your arms forever, just feeling you holding me give me pure contentment." Paul stood and took Stephanie, still holding Krys, in his arms. 

And looking into each others eyes, they said the last verse, together, "When my time on earth is comes to an end, and God calls my name to the heavens I will leave this earth knowing what loving someone really feels like because of the depth of my love for you. Can you see how much I love you? You feel like a dream to me, yet so real. Tell I am not only dreaming...or is this really all a dream?" With that, they shared a deep, and passionate kiss, their love for each other finally coming out. They broke away, and Stephanie laid Krystal down in her crib. She walked over to Paul, and they went back downstairs, hand in hand. 

When they got downstairs, they helped Melissa clean up the living room and set the dinning room table for dinner. About an hour later, Krystal woke up, and dinner was ready. Stephanie went to get Krystal.

"Stephy!" Krys said, standing in her crib. "Me want out!" 

"One minute Krys, I want to get a Christmas dress for you. She picked out a beautiful dress, with red velvet at the top, and frilly silk like white layers at the bottom.

"What about this one?" She said, letting Krys decided. 

"Me like." Krys said. "Now me get out?" She asked.

"Yes, now you can get out." Steph changed Krystals diaper and got her dressed. "There beautiful." She said when she had finished. 

"Duh," Krys said.

"Huh?" Stephanie said, amazed.

"Me very pretty." Krys said, as they headed downstairs.

"Well, we know you get your big head from your father."

