I’m trying to keep the dates and whatnot, where it concerns events and partnerships, as correct as possible. But yeah, forgive me if some stuff is wrong, or just changed for purposes of the story. Like, I may throw a song in, that didn’t come out until this year or something, lol.

Monday, November 19, 2001

Jericho’s head was starting to pound even worse. He rushed over to Stephanie and shook her, trying to get her to stop yelling. It didn’t work. He groaned loudly, “shut up. SHUT UP!”

She quieted and swallowed a lump in her throat she was not aware she had.

“Get out!” Stephanie spat at him as she narrowed her eyes at him.

“Look, I think we need to…” he started, but stopped and held his head in his hands as it continued to pound.

“Need to what? Huh? Need to talk? There is no reason, it’s pretty obvious what happened!”

“Well, yeah, but…” he started.

“But what? This does nothing to you, I am the one who had a life…and then this” she motioned to his state of undress “happened.”

He sighed. Okay, she has a point.

He took a breath to collect his thoughts and calm down. “What did last night mean, Stephanie?”

Has he lost his fucking mind? I was drunk! “Nothing. It meant absolutely nothing to me.”

“Well,” he started, unsure if he wanted to say this “what if it meant something to me?” He stared at his feet as he shuffled them around.

“That sounds more like a personal problem,” she said icily, crossing her arms.

His eyes widened as he stared at this woman. How can she be so…cold?

He stood there, just staring, comtemplating. 

What is he looking at? 
His poignant blue eyes, met her inquisitive pair as he softly asked, “do you want me to leave?”

Stephanie nodded hurriedly. “Yes, I do,” she stated matter of factly as she stared a hole through him.

“Fine.” He began to collect the various pieces of his clothing that were strewn about random areas in the room. “Do you mind?”

She blinked. "What?”

“I’m trying to get dressed here.”

A burning hot sensation flushed across her cheeks as she walked into her bathroom, embarrassed. She wasn’t ogling him or anything; she was just in a trance, thinking about everything. She locked the door behind her and turned the water on in the shower. She needed to wash everything away.

Wash ‘him’ away. 

All of it, down this drain.

Her thoughts stopped suddenly, as she rushed to the toilet and threw up.

I so deserve that for drinking so much…

A tear slipped down her cheek as she stared at herself in the mirror. She shook her head. She had finally become what Chris Jericho had always called her: a disgusting ho. Here she was standing in her mirror, tears cascading down her-pale from throwing up-face and to the floor as she stood in a sheet.

A sheet, which had encompassed her and a man. A man that was so not her husband.

She dropped the sheet to the floor suddenly, as if it were on fire.

She heard murmuring and then a door close, and she knew Chris was gone.

Jericho! Not Chris. Too personal. Only call him Jericho! She slapped her arm to scold herself.

She stepped under the hot water and began to let her problems and worries slip away.

An hour later, she was fully dressed, sitting on the edge of the couch, pulling on her platform boots. She didn’t feel like blow-drying her hair; so she allowed it to hang loose around her shoulders and down her back, water occasionally dripping from the ends. She felt much better after having some aspirin for her splitting headache, followed by a small bowl of fruit, via room service.

Her cell phone rang loudly from the bedroom. She really didn’t want to go back in there but she had no choice.

She flipped it open and placed it to her ear. She did not even get the chance to greet the person…

“Stephanie, hello?” 

Hunter. She sighed. “Yeah. Yeah, it’s me.”

“Steph where the hell have you been? Did you get my message?”

“Yeah.”

“Why didn’t you call back?”

She snapped. “What are you, my fucking baby-sitter?”

Hunter’s eyes widened and he stared at the phone in his hands. What the hell is her problem? He was about to get an attitude right back at her but she interrupted.

“I’m sorry,” she quickly apologized “I’m just on edge right now. I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

“It’s okay…However, I am your husband, you know. I am entitled to some information. Especially when don’t hear from my wife all day, all night, and the following morning,” he half-joked.

A smile crept across her face. “I know, I’m sorry. I’ve just been wallowing in my own misery over what happened last night.” She was referring to more than just Survivor Series, but he so did not have to know that.

“Understandable. You know, if I was well enough to have competed, I would have won that match for you,” he said seriously.

“Yeah, I know. It’s okay, though, I’ll get over it. Once I get used to my poverty.”

He laughed at her dramatics. “Babe, you are not in poverty. Most of what you own is already paid for and for what isn’t I will help. I am married to you, you know.”

“Somehow I knew you would do that,” she laughed. “But still, it won’t be the same, I won’t be in the wrestling world anymore.”

“Yes, you will,” he sighed. “You forget who you’re married to, love. I am The Game, Triple H, and when I come back, you will be right by my side.”

Half of her wanted to jump for joy. The other half, wanted to scream and cry. When exactly did he start to care about her so much-and actually show it? This was new. Had she known this, she may not have…

No, Stephanie. Do not blame your severe mistake on him.

“Baby, I’m getting another call. Talk to you later?”

“Of course. I love you, Stephanie Marie McMahon Helmsley…damn, you need a shorter name.”

A laugh emanated from her “I know. And, I love you too, Hunter Hearst Helmsley. Bye.”

”Bye.”

She clicked over.

“Hello?”

“Steph, it’s me, Shane.”

Her brow arched in intrigue. “What’s up?”

“Dad wants us at Raw tonight.”

To say she was shocked was an understatement. “Oh yeah? What for?”

“He didn’t say. He just called and informed me, and told me to relay the message to you. I think this could be a good sign for us, baby sis.”

“Maybe. But I wouldn’t get my hopes too high, just in case.”

“Yeah, good point. See ya later.”

“Bye.”

Later, Stephanie nervously paced the parking lot of the arena. So far, North Carolina had brought her nothing but depression and confusion, but she hoped it would get better tonight. 

It just has to.
A breath she didn’t realize she had been holding, escaped her as she saw her brother, Shane walk up to her. Whatever happened tonight, at least he was there with her.

They received numerous glares as they walked through the backstage area. They expected no less, and were prepared for it.

What they were not prepared for, however, was not having their own locker room. Their father had thrown them to the wolves, so to speak as they each had to sulk in the locker room of their respective gender.

A couple of hours later, Vince McMahon’s music blared throughout the arena and the crowd went wild, as did the superstars backstage.

Stephanie was just sitting in the locker room quietly, her gaze transfixed on her father. The divas in there turned to her, awaiting a response. She glanced around, realizing they were all staring at her, and she plastered a smile on her face and clapped slowly, until they all turned back to the television.

An audible sigh was heard from Shane, as his father began to talk about him and his sister. He knew Vince would be calling for them to come down, any minute. 

On her way to the ring, Stephanie stopped suddenly. Chris Jericho stood, blocking her path.

“Move,” she said simply, placing her hands on her hips.

She is so cute when she’s getting pissed off. “No.” He smirked audaciously. 

“Move.” She narrowed her eyes.

“No.” He crossed his arms over his chest.

“Move, please?”

Please? Is that begging, I sense? “Not until we talk.”

Stephanie rolled her eyes upward. “I don’t want to talk, damn it. My father is going to call me to the ring any minute. I may get my job back. I do not have time to deal with you.”

He still didn’t budge.

“Hey, I think she said to move.”

Oh, hell no. Stephanie spun around to see Kurt Angle behind her. 

Keep trying…keep trying.

He is so not worth it, Stephanie Marie.
It was no use. Her temper flared and she punched Kurt right in the face, with everything she had. His head snapped to the side violently and he stumbled into the wall. He ran his tongue on the inside of his cheek and recognized the familiar coppery taste of blood. He looked at Stephanie and shook his head “I can’t believe you just did that!”

Another punch. Not so painful as the first. “And. I can’t believe YOU have the nerve to talk to me after how you screwed the Alliance over. I lost everything because of you, you sanctimonious son of a bitch!” She whacked and kicked him repeatedly in various places as she spoke.

Kurt’s hands were up defensively trying to fend off Stephanie’s attack. It wasn’t working, and as she kicked him in the balls, his right fist reared back, about to knock the holy hell out of her, when he felt himself being pulled back, by his arm.

“You’re not going to touch her.” Kurt turned around to see Shane standing there. If looks could kill, Kurt would be 6 feet under by now.

Kurt scoffed, and Shane’s grip on his wrist tightened. He grimaced.

“I agree with Shane-O, for once. Come on, Junior,” Chris said, as he grabbed the arm Shane held, and led him away from the siblings.

“What was that all about?” Shane asked as he watched their retreating forms. “Since when does Jericho defend you?”

Stephanie shrugged. She sighed in relief as she heard her father’s blaring voice, yell for her and Shane.

Shane placed his arm around his sister, as they approached the ramp. 

I feel guilty for getting her involved. I suppose I’ll have to be the sensible one here; my sister will probably just throw a fit as usual.  Hopefully I get to speak first, and my maturity over this situation will rub off on Stephanie, and Vince will pity his only children and let us back in the WWE. “You ready?” Shane asked, looking down at his sister.

“Not really, but I don’t have a choice,” she gave a tiny smile.

“Exactly, so get it together, little sis,” Shane said reassuringly as they walked out from behind the curtain. 

Wow, Dad is really laying in the humiliation. No pyro, no music…the “boo” chant that’s echoing through the arena is the only way to tell we’re coming down. Stephanie sighed. “Here goes nothing.”

Shane sighed and shook his head as he watched his sister sit on the ground, screaming and crying, refusing to release the security guard’s leg. This is just pathetic; she’s acting like a 2 year old! He was sick of watching this.

“Stephanie, get up,” he ordered.

“If I let go, there’s no way we’ll ever get back in!” Stephanie wailed, and continued to cling to the guard’s leg.

I pity the poor man. His leg is probably asleep. “Stephanie Marie McMahon Helmsley, get your ass off of that security guard right this instant. I am NOT kidding!” He hated actually having to be the scornful older brother, but he had no choice, his sister wasn’t listening any other way.

Stephanie winced as she heard her brother’s acidic tone. She nodded her head solemnly and reluctantly released her hold on the security guard.

“Crazy bitch,” mumbled the security guard as he walked back toward the arena doors.

I heard that. Stephanie reached for her brother’s awaiting hand and he helped her up. She brushed herself off and smoothed down the bottom half of her outfit as Shane walked her to her car.

“Drive safe,” Shane said, kissing Steph on the cheek.

Her brother always put her in a better mood. “Always. You watch yourself, too,” she smiled, speeding off.

Wednesday, December 19, 2001

Despite being kicked out of the WWE kicking and screaming-literally-things had since been going well for Stephanie. With all her free time, she directed all of her energy into fixing her marriage and helping her husband prepare to get back in the ring. 

At first she didn’t think it was such a great idea, because a few months ago when she wanted to help him, he was having none of it. But then again, the injury was fresh, so he was rightfully grumpy. What else could she do, but move on with ‘her’ life and let him take care of himself however he saw fit? Looking back on her decision to have some space between them, she realized that was where everything went wrong. Had she stayed strong, through Hunter’s constant rebuttal of her help, she may have never got caught up in the Alliance mess that shattered her finances, or the resulting Jericho mess which shattered-well nothing yet, just her mind; as her conscience was eating away at her. 

It was even more difficult for her being that lately her husband was so…wonderful.
I know no other way to describe it. Stephanie sighed. She wasn’t sure if she should tell him about what happened after Survivor Series…it might screw up everything they worked so hard to get back. And, thus far, she had no reason to tell him. 

Just pointless information, he will never need to know. It’s not hurting anybody except me, and soon, it won’t even be on my mind. She smiled. 
“Hiya,” Hunter’s voice interrupted her thoughts.

“Hiya back,” she replied, grinning, “I was just thinking about you.”

“Oh yeah?” He kissed her on the lips. “Good thoughts I hope.” 

“Of course, baby.” She sauntered over to the chaise he was currently occupying and stood in front of him.

She reached behind him and pulled out a small remote. She aimed it at the stereo and a slow tune came on.

Hunter eyed her intently as her body began to sway to the soft music emanating from the stereo. They hadn’t had sex since July. Not too long after his May injury, but before…I was so caught up in recovery that I began to completely neglect Stephanie. Then, she bought ECW. No, no, focus on your wife, moron…wow, she looks so sexy, dancing like that. As the song started to go off, Stephanie eased onto his lap and began kissing and sucking on his neck. “It’s gonna be a long night…”he managed to get out almost breathlessly.

She pulled back to stare at the brilliant hazel eyes she could so easily get lost in, as she took her top off, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” Our Christmas looks very promising.
Monday, January 7, 2002

Triple H sighed. He didn’t know what to do or think where it concerned Stephanie. He would swear the woman had some type of multiple personality disorder. After Survivor Series, she had been depressed and angry, then just - incredible. He thought he was getting his old Stephanie back - the carefree one who gave just the right amount of love and support. He had been mistaken.

After Christmas passed and his return date approached she went completely insane, it appeared. All she ever talked about was his return, and how “they” were going to make such an impact during his return at Raw. He loved her, and definitely wanted her around for his return, but he wanted to do this himself, he had to. It was up to him to show the world that he hadn’t lost a step. Stephanie, however, was not hearing any of it. She would just rant and rave, actually having the audacity to say that she made him who he is today and without her he would be nowhere. 

He was never one to deny his wife’s previous influence and help. Nevertheless, what she was saying was just intolerable. He was perfectly fine where he was, prior to her entrance in his life. 

I damn well could have made it on my own. I was on my way to the top, then here she comes and all of a sudden she acts like I was some loser, jobbing to Funaki on Sunday Night Heat or something. He smirked at the thought.

He rolled his eyes as his wife continued to blabber on about how wonderful she was, how great she made him, and consequently how amazing they were together and how even more fucking incredible they would soon be.

I refuse to listen to any more of this. Hunter’s hand went up as he cut her off “Steph, listen. For my sanity, please, shut up.”

“How could you say that?” Her eyes were wide and she looked like she was about to start crying.

“You are annoying me right now. Besides, it’s my time to go out there and show these people that The Game has returned, stronger than ever. See ya later.” He kissed her on the lips quickly.

She pouted, “I’m not coming with you?”

“No,” he said quickly, “not this time, I need to do this. Just me.”

Her pouting continued, but she leaned up to kiss him on the cheek anyway, “ok, baby, you show them how awesome we’re going to be again.” 

He chose to pay no attention to that comment, and just gave her an affectionate pat on the ass before walking out, to which she beamed.

Stephanie sighed dreamily as she watched her husband beat the hell out of Kurt Angle. Everything in their lives was perfect.

Thursday, January 31, 2002

Hunter and Stephanie sat on the couch in their lavishly decorated hotel room. They smiled as they watched her segment. She was quite pleased with the way it turned out and she felt she came across really well, and that maybe people would get off her case already.

Jim Ross had conducted a sit-down interview with her. He said that since her failure with the Alliance she was hanging on desperately to her husband's coattails, to which she told the fans to wait and see what she was capable of. Stephanie said the fans should give her some credit for what she did this summer-not only nursing her husband back to health, but also buying ECW and forming the Alliance-she was the epitome of a career woman, and if she had never listened to her brother in the first place, she would be a success right now.

Hunter frowned. She did not nurse me back to health, damn it.

J.R. asked about what had happened on RAW, when she accidentally cost Triple H a match against Booker T. She admitted to making a human mistake. Footage was then shown from RAW of the backstage blow-up between the couple and she looked like she was about to cry watching the footage.

She said it hurt her feelings, but she forgave Triple H, and that's what love and marriage were all about.

That wasn’t the first time, and it probably won’t be the last, that we screw up. She shrugged.

J.R. said there were rumors about infidelity early in their marriage. She said she would never cheat on her husband, and she couldn't believe J.R. was asking that question. J.R. then asked if she thought Triple H would ever cheat on her, and Stephanie said Hunter never even looked at other women, because there was no other women who was as beautiful, sweet, loving, and good in bed as she was!

Hunter grinned. How right she is! He kissed her on the cheek.

She smiled. I’m not a total liar. He said “early” in our marriage. We passed “early” a long time ago. Not that that makes me feel any better about what I did or anything…

J.R. asked about all the temper tantrums and yelling on TV, saying her actions on TV were sometimes childlike. Stephanie said that all fans see is what is on television, and they don't see how happy they are in day-to-day life. Stephanie said J.R. could take all the rumors and questions from fans and shove them. Stephanie said she would give J.R. personal answers-ones that he didn't want to hear. But as far as her marriage was concerned, she was going to prove to the world how much Triple H loved her. She thanked J.R. and left to go take care of something, saying it would prove to the world just how perfect her marriage was. (Credit to http://members.fortunecity.com/pww/tv/smackdown/020131.htm)
Sunday February 3, 2002

Oh, God. She covered her hand with her mouth as she ran into the bathroom and threw up. What the hell is wrong with me? She flushed the toilet and sat down on the floor. I still feel sick and I am not leaving until whatever this is, passes. I feel too bad to get up and then have to come in here again.

As if on cue, Hunter walked into the hotel room and didn’t see Stephanie anywhere. “Steph?” 

No answer. Where the hell is that woman?

“Stephanie?” This time he was a little louder. He heard a slight moan come from the direction of the bathroom. 

He entered to see his wife leaning against the bathtub with her head on her knees. Panic instantly struck him.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” He gently helped her from the floor and lifted her chin so he could look at her face. She looked a little pale.

“I don’t know. I feel sick and I just threw up,” she nearly whispered.

Another question was on the top of his tongue, but Stephanie darted right out of his arms and back to the toilet, leaning over it, throwing up again.

He shook his head, wet a towel with cold water, held it to her head with one hand and held her hair back, with the other.

When she was finished, she cleaned herself up, and he carried her to the bed. It was obvious she needed some rest. 

“Really, I feel better. No need to watch me like a hawk,” she laughed as Hunter stared at her with a concerned expression.

“You are not fine, you were throwing up probably everything you ate this week, just ten minutes ago.”

“Eh. Minor technicality. You can’t keep me here all evening, Hunter,” she said half-joking.

“Oh, no?” He eyed her, “watch me, Steph. I did everything I needed to do today; I am not going anywhere, and neither are you.”

Stephanie sighed. There is no changing his mind, oh well. “Well, can you at least come lay down with me, to keep me company?” She asked, pouting.

“Since you asked so nicely, sure.”

“It’s also because you love me. Admit it,” she grinned.

“Fine, you got me.” He climbed into the bed next to her.

They lay there for a while just talking and watching television and a couple of hours later, they were both asleep.

