It’s been awhile. This was my chapter, so it’s my fault. Please, no stones! Lol. Here’s a recap of the last chapter:

Krys walked over to Steph and said, in the most grown up voice she could muster, "Read it." Once Stephanie took the note, Krys ran over to her daddy, who scooped her up into his big arms.

"Go open the curtains," Stephanie read, very confused now. She looked over at Paul, who just smiled and nodded.

So, she went over to the curtains, which seemed to take over the whole wall, and slowly pulled them open. When she did, she saw every member of her and Paul's family behind the window. Each person in the front row was holding up a letter that, when she stepped back to look at it, spelled out, "Will you marry me?" 

Stephanie, surprised, took another step back, only to run into Paul, who had walked up behind him. She turned around, still speechless, to see Krystal in Paul's arms holding out a case with the most beautiful ring she had ever seen. 

"So?" He asked, with a huge smile on his face.

"Paul, YES!" She said. He put Krys down, and gave Steph a huge hug, picking her up of the floor and spinning her around. Krys, not really show what was happening, wanted to get in on the hugging, so she grabbed on to her daddy's leg, after he had stopped twirling that is. 

Stephanie, picked up Krys, and spun her around a couple of times. Once all the family started pouring in, things got a little hectic, with everyone trying to congratulate everyone at once.

Stephanie could honestly say that this was the best day of her entire life. 


>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Of course, it probably would have ruined her day if she would have none that Joanie was sitting and watching the whole little ordeal from across the street. 

"Look at the happy couple. Their going to get married, I'm just so freaking happy for them." Joanie was bitter, of course. Who was the bitch to steal her man? And her baby, she was sure of it. Sure, she didn't want the little brat, but she didn't want Stephanie to have it either, especially if it made her happy. She hated when Stephanie was happy, and did everything in her power to make sure she was never happy. Get the point?

But she had her plan, and one that would make sure Stephanie wouldn't be happy for long. 


>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Chapter 7

Stephanie was so nervous. There was one week, that's right one week, until her wedding. She knew she didn't have anything to worry about, everything was almost done. She was on her way right now with Krys, her flower girl of course, and Trish, her maid of honor, to get their final dress fittings. Krys looked so adorable in her little white dress. It was sleeveless, and had little pearls sewn into the top half. The bottom half was a flowing skirt, just like a princess. She even had a little silk flower crown to go around her head. 

Trish's dress was equally as beautiful. It was in the same color as her bridesmaid dresses, but the style was a little different, to let her stand out. It was an off the shoulder straight dress that flared slightly at the bottom. The bridesmaids where in sapphire, while Trish's was an ombre-royal, meaning that the top and bottom of the dress are dark blue and they gradually get lighter till the center is a very light blue. All dresses came with a matching shawl. Stephanie was extremely happy with her choice of dresses, including hers. 

Hers was a straight white gown, with the front collar ending right below her neck. It had thin spaghetti straps connecting the front to a sheer upper back, with the straight skirt returning at the waist. The back trailed out just a little. Along the waist mark, and along the sides of the back, it had little flowers embroidered into it, with diamonds in the center. Her vail was long, coming down around her shoulders, the ends also embroidered with flowers. It was the kind that came in front of face, something she had dreamed of as a little girl. 

Her father was pulling out all the stops. At first, she had wanted to keep things simple, but with Vince McMahon, nothing is simple. Paul didn't mind the publicity as much as she thought he would. She was so lucky to have him. 

“2 minutes, ladies.” A tall woman said, poking her head out of a room.
“Ok, thanks.” Trish replied. She looked over at Steph to see her staring off into space.

"Earth to Stephanie, our turns coming up!" She heard Trish saying to her as she came back into reality. 


“Huh?” Stephanie asked dumbly.

“Our turns coming up.” Trish said.

“Oh ok. I’m sorry, I guess I just kind of spaced out there.” Stephanie replied standing up.

“It’s allright. But what’s on your mind, sis?” Trish said also standing up, placing her arm around Steph’s shoulder. Sis was something Stephanie and Trish had called each other whenever something was wrong or just when there was a serious situation or discussion. They had been the best of friends since the 6th grade.

“Everything.” Stephanie sighed.

“Elaborate here.” Trish said.

“Well, everything’s going so good right now you know?” Trish nodded. “Joanie’s been out of our hair most of the time about Krys, and hasn’t tried anything to break me and Paul up.”

“So what’s the matter then?”

“Everything’s TOO good. If you get me . . .”

“Oh, I got ya now. You think Joanie’s been so low key because she’s scheming up something good?”

“Exactly. And you know what scares me the most?”

“I can handle that bitch myself when she has everything out on front street. You know, no surprises. But when she’s discrete like this, nobody knows what to expect her to do next. And that’s some scary s**t.”

“Mommy.” Krys tugged on Stephanie’s hand.

“Yes, baby?” Stephanie asked. She had even forgotten that Krys was standing here listening to every word.

“Who’s the bitch and what’s shit?” Krys asked furrowing her eyebrows.

Stephanie’s eyes widened while Trish tried to contain her laughter. “Um, nothing baby. Mommy’s just being silly. But Krys, don’t ever say those words mommy just said again ok?”

“Otay.” Krys replied smiling.

Their turn came, and they made their way to where the lady had motioned for them to go.

They each tried on their dresses, and they fit perfectly. Stephanie made the final appointment to go and pick up the dresses for 2 days before the wedding.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>.

Joanie sat at home conspiring for the final aspects of her plan. She had her little mental outline, but she needed to put more detail into it.

She was going to let Paul and Stephanie have their little wedding, honeymoon and all that other newlywed crap, then she’d put the plan in motion. She wanted them to at least think that everything was going to be alright and that she was out of their lives for good. “Hell will freeze over before that happens. As long as Stephanie is happy, I AM NOT!” Joanie screamed inside of her head.

“Joanie, what the hell are you doing up at 3 in the morning?” Sean groggily asked running a hand through his greasy hair.

“Just thinking.” She replied vaguely.

“About?” He asked sitting down next to her on the couch.

“You, and our daughter.” She replied sighing. She needed him to pity her and actually think she wanted the brat back sincerely.

“Joanie.” He sighed. “Don’t.”

“I can’t help it.” She fakingly choked out. “I can’t help but feel like I’ve been losing you since you found out about her, and I don’t want that to happen.” She said as she forced her eyes to well up with tears.

“Baby, you’re not losing me, nor will you ever.”

“Promise?”

“I promise, now can we go to bed, please?” He whined.

“You can go, I’ll be up in a minute.”

Sean nodded before kissing her on the cheek and heading upstairs.

When she was sure he was gone, she chuckled “I should win an oscar for that.”

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>Later>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 

"Come on girl! Don't worry about anything, tonight is your night!" Trish said, dragging Stephanie into the club. 

"Come on, we've got a back room all reserved. It's going to be great!" They were practically running. 

"Ok, Trish, calm down, I'm coming." Steph said, laughing. Tonight was her bachlorette party, and Paul's bachelor party. She was excited, and wanted to have fun, but she also wanted to know what Paul was up to. For once though, she decided to just think about herself, and what she wanted.

She found herself being lead through a dark club into an equally dark reserved area. She saw many people she knew already there, such as Torrie, Terri, Amy, and…

"Mom? What are you doing here?" She asked surprised to see her mother. 

"What? I'm still young enough to have a little fun with my daughter aren't I? I am waiting for the stripper to get here. Trish promised me a stripper, so there better be one…" Linda said, hugging Stephanie. "Congratulations, sweetie. I can't believe my baby girl is getting married!"

"Oh mom, I'm not a baby anymore," She said, smiling and then going around to room and saying hi to her other friends. Time passed and they drank, and partied their asses off, well except for Stephanie. She couldn't stop thinking about her soon-to-be husband for the life of her. 

She was broken out of her thoughts by her mother yelling "Oh yea."

Stephanie looked up to see her mother shit-faced drunk dancing on top of a table with a stripper. 

The stripper guy was trying to bump and grind with Linda. But she was busy pouring different types of alcohol into her mouth. Half the time, she missed, so her shirt was soaked with all sorts of stuff  . . .martini’s, ¼ a shot of tequila, champagne, some Kahlua (that Torrie insisted she drink), Long Island Iced Tea (at the request of Amy), and a few splashes of Jack Daniels (That Terri made her try). Yep, it was safe to say she was piss-ass drunk by now.

Stephanie shook her head in amusement at seeing her mother like this. She was usually so business-like and professional. If everyone could see her now, she smirked. 

However, she quickly went back to thinking about Paul. She wondered if he was thinking about her as much as she was about him, and what he was doing now . . .

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Paul was sitting at the table playing around with his drink. Everyone else was quick to pour theirs down their throat and order another, as well as other things.

It’s not that he wasn’t having a good time. He just missed his fiancee.

“Paul!” Kevin, the mastermind in this whole thing yelled, breaking him out of his thoughts.

“Yea man?” Paul asked getting up as Kevin motioned for him to come over.

“Stand here, close your eyes and open your arms.” Kevin said pointing to a monumentously sized cake.

All the guys cheered loudly because they knew what was coming.

Paul did as he was told and some loud music began . . .

Dirty Dog 
I'm, I'm a dirty dog 
I'm a dirty dog 
I'm, I'm a dirty dog 
Dirty Dog 
I'm a dirty dog 
Dirty Dog 

A stripper popped out of the cake and into Paul’s arms. She began to grind on him.

I'm an outlaw (I'm an outlaw) 
Quick on the draw (Quick on the draw) 
Somethin' you've never seen before (Never Seen) 
And I dare a motherf**ker to come in my face 
I got somethin' chrome (I got somethin' Chrome) 
And I got it from home (I got it from home) 
And it ain't a microphone (Ain't it a mic!) 
And I dare a motherf**ker to come in my face 
It's so real 
It's How I Feel 
It's this society 
That makes a nigga wanna kill 
I'm just straight ill 
Ridin' my motorcycle down the streets 
While politicians is soundin' like strippers to me 
They keep sayin' but I don't wanna hear it... 

“Summerset, show him what he’ll be missing.” Kevin yelled excitedly at the stripper who was clad in next to nothing.


Paul didn’t say anything, he was too shocked to speak as the stripper all but threw him on a chair and started shaking her ass all in his face. 

Oooh baby you want me? 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Now you can get this lap dance here for free 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Now you can get this lap dance here for free 

Paul just sat there, mesmerized by her movements. 


It's a raw night (It's a raw night) 
Who wants to bar fight? (Who wants to bar fight?) 
Well come on alright (Well come on) 
And I dare a motherf**ker to come in my face 
Baseball bats (Baseball bats) 
I got somethin' for that (I got somethin' for that) 
It goes bla ka ka kat (You know what that is) 
So I dare a motherf**ker to come in my face 
It's so real 
It's how I feel 
It's this society 
That makes a nigga wanna kill 
I'm just straight ill 
Ridin' my motorcycle down the streets 
While the government is soundin' like strippers to me 
They keep sayin' but I don't wanna hear it 


The stripper took Paul’s hands and placed them on her chest, forcing him to rub. All the guys cheered loudly.


Oooh baby you want me? 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Now you can get this lap dance here for free 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Now you can get this lap dance here for free 

When Paul realized what the hell he was doing, he immediately thought of his fiancee. Even though this was his bachelor party, he still couldn’t do this to her. He jerked his hands away. Summerset laughed loudly and shook her head at him, before whispering in his ear “Don’t worry, this one’s on me.” This basically saying she wasn’t giving up that easy. She sat all her weight down on Paul and grinded on him roughly.


When you think of Harvey, think of a Harley 
Blue denim, spiked wrists and crombie 
Lap-screws and tattoos that's all me 
Two guns, both arm's feelin' like Fonzie 
You can find me drunk, whip it it might crash 
Or find me chillin with crackers, who like Clash 
Find me in court smokin' that nice grass 
Burnin' the flag, all in the name of white trash 
It's Harvey baby, Christ on the arm I'm gnarly baby 
F**k with me? Not hardly baby 
And you know the flow, im Godly baby 
So lets party baby 
Chicks nick-name me prador, they get high of my d**k 
I take 'em to my home, they call it the c**k pit 
Time for take off, their panties they drop quick 
Now that's first class f**kin, and that's some fly s**t 

Paul tried to push her off gently, but it wasn’t working so he just sat there until the end of the song.

Oooh baby you want me? 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Well you can get this lap dance here for free 
Oooh baby you want me? 
Now you can get this lap dance here for free

When she finally got the hell off of him. She and all of his friends clapped and yelled, and he scurried away from her as quickly as possible.

Paul made his way to the door for some fresh air. All the alcohol and tobacco of the place was getting on his nerves now.

He opened it and took a deep breath of "clean" air as he leaned up against the side of the building.

His thoughts once again drifted to Stephanie. He knew he probably shouldn't, but he wanted to call her so badly.

He decided to take a walk, not wanting to go back inside. He didn't realize it, but he was heading in the general direction of the club where Steph's bachelorette party was being held.

Steph saw that everybody’s attention was on the stripper, and decided she would slip away while she could. She wasn't very good company any way, since all she could think about was Paul. Making her way outside, she breathed in the clean smelling fresh air.

She looked up at the moonlit sky and the stars.

She knew it was foolish and childish . . . but she silently said “I wish for you on a falling star. Wondering where you are.” Quoting a line from her favorite L.F.O. song “Girl on TV” . . . She could care less that the star wasn’t falling.

Just as she finished, something caught her peripheral vision.

It couldn't be, could it? Stephanie walked briskly in the direction.

"Paul" she called out, realizing it was indeed him.

Paul’s head shot in her direction and he said “Steph?” wondering if he was hallucinating. How could his luck be so good that she happened to be wandering around like him?

They hugged as he closed the distance between them.

“Baby, what are you doing here?” Stephanie asked, but excitement was still evident in her voice.

“Well, I had to get out of there for a while and I ended up walking . . . Somehow I just ended up here. What are you doing out?”

“Same thing, basically.” She shrugged and smiled. You should see my mother . . .” She muttered.

“Oh no, what’s she doing?” Paul asked laughing.

“Come see for yourself.” Stephanie told him, grabbing his hand leading him back to her party.

She motioned for him to be on low key. They peered in to see Linda still dancing on the table, this time without the stripper guy as he was all over Trish. 

Paul took a deep breath before turning around and jogging a few feet away. Stephanie watched, puzzled. 

When Paul stopped, he burst out laughing, doubling over with tears in his eyes. “Haha, w-w-what the hell is she doing in there?” he managed to get out.

“Hell if I know.” Stephanie said.

“That’s just too funny. Classy Linda McMahon dancing on a table, completely wasted.” He shook his head chuckling. “Oh, if only your father knew what you made her do . . .”

“Me?” Stephanie asked pointing to herself.

“Yes, you. We all know that you’re the bad influence around here and you pressured her to drink.” He wiggled his finger at her.

"Sure I did, it's all because of all the alcohol that I drank. Or can't you tell, I'm just so completely wasted," She laughed, finally finding a good moment in her bad night. She knows her friends were trying their hardest but she just wasn't into it. 

The two spent their time together talking and laughing, not worrying about anything. They were on a wharf and they made their way to the edge, looking out over the water and up at the full moon. 

"It's such a beautiful night," She whispered. 

"I haven't noticed."

"Oh yah, and why is that?" She asked, smiling. 

"Because I've been too busy looking at you." She smiled, as his hands rested on her waist, and her hands were on his upper arms. They shared a beautiful kiss, until somewhere far off the heard the clock. 

"OH NO!" Steph said, pulling away from him. "It's midnight! It's our wedding day! We aren't supposed to see each other on our wedding day, its bad luck, very, very, bad luck." Steph was close to tears. She was a very superstitious person. 

"Shh, don't worry Steph. Its ok, nothing bad is going to happen to us. I love you, and it's our wedding day. Now, you get back to your party, and I'll go back to mine, and I'll see you later, when you head down the aisle to become my bride." He gave her a kiss on her forehead, and then walked back to the general direction of his party. She watched him leave, still not completely sure that everything was going to go well

