Ok, we’re going to pretend here that Smackdown isn’t taped on Tuesdays. Also to my note in the first chapter about me using songs that fit the chapter, even if they didn’t come out until way after the timeframe the story is set in. All for a good cause, lol. Hope you all enjoy this and replies are greatly appreciated and thank you to those that take the time to actually reply it means alot. Keep em coming, it motivates me to get the next chapter out quicker. (yes, through bribing and stalking you can occasionally get a quick chapter out of me lol)

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Wednesday February 6, 2002 (continued)

Stephanie walked briskly as she exited the hospital. There was no need to make another appointment, as Doctor Johnson wasn’t her regular doctor anyway. She kept her head held high, intent on not letting anyone see the sheer turmoil she felt inside.

As she approached her silver, rental Mercedes she reached into her purse to take out the keys. Her purse fell to the ground with a loud thud, due to her shaking hands. She sighed and rolled her eyes upward and bent down to retrieve her things. She finally managed to take the keys out, only to not be able to actually get the car open. “Stop it!” She hissed at her rattling hands. She took a deep breath to try and calm her unstable nerves.

“Need assistance with opening the door there, Princess?”

Stephanie froze. No. The God’s cannot possibly be this cruel to me. She turned around to face Chris Jericho. She closed her eyes hard. Please go away…She opened her eyes and much to her disappointment he was still there. She groaned loudly “No.” she said lowly, avoiding his gaze. “No, I do not need assistance. Thanks!”

As her back was facing him yet again, he smirked. He had a good guess as to what was wrong with her. Not that she needed to know that. Ever. He chuckled as she fumbled with the keys and then dropped them. He lightly pushed her aside and bent down to get them and then unlocked her car. “There ya go.” He smiled at her.

“Thanks…I think.” He eyed her strangely, rolling his eyes. “Ok, ok, thank you.” She relented.

“No problem. What’s got your thong in a bunch today? Visit to the doctor didn’t go over so well?”

Stephanie growled lowly then bit out, “What’s it to you?” Matter of fact, what the hell are you doing here, anyway?
“I sense it didn’t go well, then. Want to talk about it?”

She eyed him strangely. Is he fucking serious? “With you? No, I’d rather pass.” She turned the key in the ignition and the radio came on blaring. She recognized the song as Disturbed’s “Stricken”.

You walk on like a woman in suffering
Won't even bother now to tell me why
You come alone, letting all of us savor the moment
Leaving me broken another time
You come on like a bloodstained hurricane
Leave me alone, let me be this time
You carry on like a holy man pushing redemption
I don't want to mention, the reason I know

He shrugged. “Suit yourself, Stephanie. Just know I’m here for you. You know, if you ever need to talk…or something.”

That I am stricken and can't let you go
When the heart is cold, there's no hope, and we know
That I am crippled by all that you've done
Into the abyss will I run

Stephanie blinked at him, surprised and unsure of what to say. She simply nodded, put the car in gear, and drove off.

You don't know what your power has done to me
I want to know if I'll heal inside
I can't go on with a holocaust about to happen
Seeing you laughing another time
You'll never know how your face has haunted me
My very soul has to bleed this time
Another hole in the wall of my inner defenses
Leaving me breathless, the reason I know

Chris grinned as he watched her speed off. She’ll be mine. It’s only a matter of time.
Tears began to form in her eyes as she listened to the words of the song. It was probably what Hunter would feel about her when/if he ever found out her secrets.

That I am stricken and can't let you go
When the heart is cold, there's no hope, and we know
That I am crippled by all that you've done
Into the abyss will I run

The pooling tears in her eyes blinded her vision for a few seconds and then she heard a horn honk loudly in her direction and she swerved to the side of the road. She wiped her eyes in time to see the driver of a cherry red Nissan Maxima make his turn, and give her the finger as he drove by.

Into the abyss will I run

You walk on like a woman in suffering
Won't even bother now to tell me why
You come alone, letting all of us savor the moment
Leaving me broken another time
You come on like a bloodstained hurricane
Leave me alone, let me be this time
You carry on like a holy man pushing redemption
I don't want to mention, the reason I know

That I am stricken and can't let you go
When the heart is cold, there's no hope, and we know
That I am crippled by all that you've done
Into the abyss will I run

Into the abyss will I run
I can't let you go
Yes I am stricken and can't let you go

Stephanie angrily wiped at her eyes. She was actually considering telling Hunter the truth until she heard that song, his more than likely reaction. She knew he would be mad – furious at the fact that she slept with Jericho. In time, maybe he would forgive her, because she was piss-ass drunk and didn’t know what she was doing. This baby being Jericho’s completely ruined that idea. No fucking way would Hunter ever be able to get over what happened if he had a baby constantly in his face, reminding him of her accidental betrayal. He’s going to find out, it’s inevitable. My relationship will be over eventually, I know that. Might as well hold on to him as long as I can.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------
After getting a quick bite to eat, Stephanie walked through her hotel door. A new confidence emanated from her and she wasn’t sure why. The clock was ticking on her marriage but just the fact that she could control when her time ran out, made her feel better. It would end on her time and nobody else’s. Jericho would never know that this child was his, if she had it her way. Hopefully he’s too stupid to consider the possibility that it’s his.
Chris had blond hair even though it was lighter than Hunter’s. Her husband would never think to question it, if the baby’s hair was a bit lighter. Brown is a more dominant color anyway; most likely the baby’s hair will be my color. Chris also had blue eyes that were a shade brighter then her sapphire ones. The more she thought about it, the more she realized that she just might be able to pass this baby off as Hunter’s. Her child just needed to get the rest of its distinctive traits from her, and not that moron Jericho. Huh. As soon as I’m medically cleared after giving birth I’ll just get pregnant by Hunter for real…
Stephanie sighed. What the hell is happening to me? This is by far the worst thing I’ve ever even contemplated doing! The sound of the door opening broke her out of her thoughts.

“Hey you.” She greeted Hunter, swinging her legs to dangle off the side of the bed.

“Hey hot stuff. What’s going on?” He asked her, smiling as he put down his duffel bag that contained his gym accessories.

Stephanie laughed, causing Hunter’s smile to widen. I so love this man. “Nothing much, just came back from the doctor’s.” She said nonchalantly as he moved to sit on the bed beside her.

“You don’t seem all that cheery about it.” He noticed, frowning. “Something wrong?” He inquired, brushing a few stray hairs away from her face.

“No, nothing’s wrong. I am cheery, shut up” She hit him in the arm, smirking. “I’m just tired, that’s all. My hormones are all out of whack, I guess.” She was lying right through her teeth because that wasn’t her only problem but he so didn’t need to know that.

“Well why don’t you go to sleep then, my dear?” He asked, poking her arm.

She swatted his hand away “what, are you trying to get rid of me? I wanted to stay awake to at least see my husband for a few minutes.”

“Aww, that’s so sweet.” He gushed, kissing her on the lips briefly. “No, I’m not trying to get rid of you. Why would I ever do that?”

Well, two huge reasons are coming to mind right about now. She shrugged and lay her head against his chest, inhaling his cologne and listening to his heartbeat. “I don’t know.” She said softly.

He placed his arm around her waist and ran his fingers in no particular pattern, on her side and occasionally her stomach. “So how did the appointment go?”

Oh, fine. Everything’s great except for this baby isn’t biologically yours. “It went fine. Everything’s normal, so far.” She closed her eyes, leaning into his touch more.

“That’s good. Have you eaten yet?” He waited for a response, and then finally looked down to see she had dozed off. “Steph?” She didn’t budge. “Stephanie.” He said a little louder, tapping her shoulder.

“Huh?” She asked lazily, opening her eyes slightly, looking up at him.

“You’re falling asleep on me, woman. Go get changed and come to bed.” He said, standing up, pulling her along with him.

“Fine, you big meanie.” She pouted, walking off towards the bathroom.

He laughed at her retreating figure and stuck his tongue out at her as she turned around to glare at him.

Thursday, February 7, 2002

“Remember what I told you. About 8 weeks, Doctor.” Stephanie said sternly.

Doctor Johnson nodded “I remember. Where’s my money? I’m leaving right after this.”

Stephanie rolled her eyes and reached in her purse, taking out the small wad of bills. “Here. Screw me over, and you’ll live to regret it.” She warned him, holding the money out.

“I’m sure.” He affirmed, taking the money.

They had both failed to notice the figure in the shadows, a mere ten feet away from them, listening intently.” You should be more careful, Stephanie.” The person muttered lowly, as they pressed ‘stop’ on the small tape recorder.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Hunter stood up as his wife entered the room. She leaned up to kiss his cheek. “Hunter, this is Dr. Aaron Johnson. Dr. Johnson, this is my husband, Hunter Helmsley.” She introduced the two men as they shook hands and each took a seat somewhere in the room.

“So, doc, what’s the word on my wife and kid?” Hunter asked rather informally. There was something about this guy that just irked the hell out of him.

“Well, as I’m sure she has told you, she is in fact pregnant. She’s approaching 8 weeks and from the sonogram and other tests, I can tell you that her, and the child are doing just fine.”

Hunter nodded and Stephanie spoke before he had a chance to. “We have our problems, just like any other couple but we’ve both realized what’s important – the baby. We’re going to renew our wedding vows on Monday.” She flashed a smile.

Hunter sat in silence and inwardly groaned as he listened to Stephanie yammer on. He still wasn’t too keen on the whole “renew the vows in front of the world” thing but she was pregnant and bound to be moody and he prefer not to have another huge fight with her. He just plastered a smile on his face, and occasionally nodded at Stephanie or the doctor, in agreement.

“Well, thank you for coming.” Stephanie said as she stood up, shaking the doctor’s hand.

“Yeah, what she said.” Hunter stated nonchalantly, standing up also, shaking the doctor’s hand.

Doctor Johnson chuckled slightly, “no problem. Congratulations.” He said as he exited.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Chris Jericho seethed as the scene on his television ended. The fucking asshole screwed me over! Things were not going according to planned. The heart of this plan was Stephanie believing the child was his. He just told the doctor a simple number to give to her. The doctor questioned him of course, but an easy grand got him to shut up quickly. He didn’t know whose child it was, and he didn’t want Stephanie to actually know either, in case it wasn’t really his. Everything was so ruined right about now. He only had one trump card left to play but who knows if Hunter would even care, since the baby was his anyway?

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“Oh for fucks sake! What the hell is Kurt doing?” Hunter groaned as he watched Kurt Angle in the ring with a baby carriage. Hunter listened to Kurt as he blabbered on about how he supposedly cheated in the Rumble, so Vince granted Kurt a chance to go to Wrestlemania.

“All I have to do is beat Triple H, which is just a gimme. I should get a lot of attention but no, my news was overshadowed by Steph's announcement.”

Hunter balled his fists up tightly and clenched his teeth as Angle continued.

“This is the first time I’ve felt sorry for a baby. Steph will be a great mom, but can you imagine Triple H as a dad? Even the fetus will be smarter. I’m not a scientist but Triple H is something else. He can forget the doctor- I know exactly what the baby will look like.”

Despite Stephanie’s pleas, Hunter stormed out of their room, on his way to the ring.

Kurt pulled the baby out of the carriage - a stuffed animal monkey with a giant nose. “Say hi, Triple H Jr.!” Kurt waved the monkey’s hand. “I have a present for you - baby bananas!” Kurt pretends to feed Triple H Jr. "What? They're that damn good?"

As Triple H starts walking down the ramp Kurt introduces the baby. Hunter punches Angle and hits him with the carriage then throws the carriage and Triple H Jr. at Kurt.

“That’s such child abuse.” Stephanie chuckled slightly to herself. Even if Kurt was making fun of her husband, it was kind of funny anyway. She doubted her baby would look anything like that, Kurt was forgetting to include her looks in the picture anyway.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“Shut up!” Hunter said loudly, causing Vince’s jaw to drop slightly. “This isn’t about your rude comments on my injury or about how you’re screwing me over at No Way Out.” He took a breath to calm himself because the images of ripping out Vince’s jugular were bringing too much joy. “I’m here about your daughter. I don’t know why but Stephanie has a soft spot for you. It would mean the world to her if you, her father, walked her down the aisle when we renew our wedding vows on Monday night.”

Vince gulped. “I’ll think about it.”

“Why don’t you think about the fact that you will never get anywhere near my child.” He said, glaring at Vince.

“Think about the fact that your match is now a Handicap match with Kurt Angle and Chris Jericho.” Vince shot back and then motioned for Triple H to leave.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Stephanie cringed as she watched Hunter’s body hit the mat with a loud thud, due to Kurt’s Olympic Slam. I have to go check on him. She rushed out of the room and down to the ring.

As she checked on her husband, she failed to notice she was being watched intently. After hearing the crowd’s reaction she slowly turned around to see Chris Jericho glaring at her.

She got up from her kneeled position by Hunter and backed away slowly as Jericho advanced towards her. What the hell is he doing? I’m pregnant, damn it! “Please.” She said, touching her stomach. “Please, don’t.” She begged. “Please, I’m pregnant!”

Jericho nodded his head in acknowledgement and continued towards her. I don’t care if she’s pregnant, it’s Hunter’s anyway - the doctor said so not too long ago.
She gasped as her back hit the turnbuckle. Jericho didn’t seem to particularly give a shit that she was with child. Bastard. Ugh, I have to do this for my baby. She looked around quickly to make sure no one was paying close attention and moved to the side a bit to make sure the camera couldn’t see her. “It’s yours.” She said it so low that she wasn’t sure if he heard her until he stopped suddenly, his expression still menacing, but she detected confusion, as well.

What the fuck? What is she playing at? I just heard the damn doctor tell her she was 8 weeks. He didn’t have time to contemplate the situation further, as he heard a loud pop. He turned around to see Kurt fall to the mat, before Hunter also smacked him in the face with the steel chair.

Stephanie willingly fell into her husband’s arms as he hugged and kissed her. She wondered if Jericho heard her. Maybe he just stopped so he could ask me to repeat myself. A girl can hope, right? As she opened her eyes, she looked up to see Kurt hit Hunter from behind and the next thing she knew, she was on the mat, laid out with Hunter on top of her. She sucked in a sharp breath. God, he’s heavy.
She gave a slight smile as Hunter helped her to her feet, asking her repeatedly if she was okay. “I’m fine.” She said softly. He looked at her, unconvinced. “Really, I’m fine.” She said louder and nodded for emphasis. She smiled as he put his head to her stomach, kissing it. She ran her hands through his still damp hair. Damn it, why can’t this baby be his?
