This chapter is in Stephanie’s point of view except at the very end. It picks up right after her announcement on Raw.

Monday, February 4, 2002 (continued)

As Hunter and I sat in the limo, on our way back to the hotel I was very quiet. I had spent the better part of the ten minutes reflecting on everything that just happened this entire night. He looked so angry when I proposed the renewal of our vows. So hateful. I’ve seen him look that way before, obviously, but it was always directed at whatever poor sap was unlucky enough to be matched against him. All that anger and hate, directed at me, was certainly not a good feeling.

I sighed, and quickly shushed myself as I realized it had been audible. I hope Hunter didn’t hear me. He’d ask what was wrong and there were too many answers I had for that one. I turned my head slightly. He had a tiny smile on his face as he stared straight ahead. I was safe.

I shook my head slowly and cursed myself. I told him I was pregnant. I told him - in front of millions of people, that I was pregnant. That wasn’t exactly the smartest thing to say to my husband but whatever. What’s done is done right? At least he seems happy.

“This is great!” His voice broke me out of my thoughts.

“Huh?” I didn’t hear a damn word he said.

“I said this is great.” He smiled and reached across the small space between us and picked my hand up and kissed it. 

Despite my exhaustion, I returned the smile and nodded. I turned my head back to the window. Not that there was anything interesting going on. But at least it took my mind off all that was currently going on in my head.  

The rest of our ride was spent in silence. Hunter must have thought it was a comfortable silence. That we were both shocked at what had transpired and at the fact we were going to be parents. If that were my only problem, I technically wouldn’t have any then. 

I’m not retarded. Sure, when that little stick in my hand told me I was pregnant, I was overjoyed. Then, that damn brain of mine had to go and kick in, reminding me of what happened at Survivor Series. It was exactly a month before Hunter and I threw out our nonexistent vow of celibacy to each other. It was close. Very close. I need to be less than eight weeks pregnant for this baby to be Hunter’s. Every pregnancy is different. Just because I’m having some of the symptoms already doesn’t mean I’m more than seven weeks pregnant. Screw that. I am seven weeks pregnant. Nothing else is acceptable. Unless of course it’s even less than that.

A sigh escaped as I felt myself being lifted. We must be at the hotel. Hunter may want to celebrate the news. Scratch that. Hunter will want to celebrate the news. Call me crazy but I just don’t feel like it. If he questions me I’ll just blame the baby.

Wednesday, February 6, 2002

What the fuck is taking this doctor so long? Sheesh. 

I’m fine. I am fine. This baby is Hunter’s. I know it. Call it mother’s intuition. Yeah. This baby is my husband’s and in a few months when things are totally perfect, in a seemingly fit of hormonal rage I can tell him about the Jericho shit. By that time we’ll be so damn close and our lives will be so perfect that he can totally get over it in no time. I’m so confident about that, I’ve even arranged to pay this doctor a thousand dollars to come to Smackdown and tell Hunter the results, even.

“With your help, honey, everything will be perfect between me and daddy.” I whispered, rubbing my stomach. Right now, everything was perfect, but there were secrets and lies between Hunter and I. Our perfect world is fallacious. I can’t allow it to stay that way forever. It will eat me alive. Plus, everyone knows secrets never stay secret. If Jericho has it his way I sure as hell know mine won’t.

What the fuck is Jericho’s deal anyway? He’s acting like it was more than a one-night stand. The fact that it was even on that level makes my stomach churn into multiple knots. I don’t know what possessed me to risk my marriage like that. I must have been drugged. I chuckled to myself and stopped as I heard the door open and saw the doctor walk in with what I’d guessed to be my chart, in his hand.

“Well, Mrs. McMahon-Helmsley, your at-home test was correct - you are pregnant.”

I clapped excitedly, “I knew it! How far along am I?” That’s what I needed to know. A mere number would determine the rest of my life. I crossed my toes.

“Oh yes.” His eyes glanced over my chart “Nearly twelve weeks.” He replied as his eyes rose to meet mine.

My toes uncrossed and I blinked rapidly. Hell no. This was a trick. A sick, sick trick and my lovely demeanor would make him feel guilty and he would give me the real number. Yep. “I’m sorry what was that?” I asked sweetly, smiling.

“Eleven, nearly twelve weeks along.” No! I heard that now tell me something different! “Are you alright?” His question was concerned, his brow furrowed. I jumped off of this stupid, cold ass table and walked to a mirror. Tears were streaming down my face and I was pale. 

I laughed and turned to the doctor. “Seven.” I felt my eyes darken.

The doctor looked at me like I was a psycho. Maybe I was. “I’m sorry?”

“Seven,” I restated firmly, a hint of attitude seeping into my voice. “When you speak with my husband tomorrow you will tell him that I am seven weeks along.”

“Might I ask why?” He swallowed hard. Clearly I intimidate him. Good, I could use that.

“Sure you can, but I advise you not to. I’ll even throw in another thousand for your troubles.”

“When will I get it?” I got him…

“After you do as I ask.” I replied authoritatively. 

“Alright.”

“Good, then I’ll see you tomorrow.” I replied, grinning, as I walked toward the door leading out of the room.

Doctor Johnson sighed as he watched her leave. Oh well. At least he had come out of this whole thing three thousand dollars richer. It was obvious all these people were screwing each other over. Not his problem.

