Monday, February 11, 2002

Stephanie took a deep breath to calm her nerves. She was completely ready and now just standing in front of her hotel awaiting her limo. Her and Hunter had agreed to go to the arena separately because of the renewals, and she didn’t want him to see her dress. Everything had been going amazingly well today but about an hour ago she got the sinking feeling that it was just to prepare her for something terrible. She had no clue what could possibly go wrong but that didn’t stop her anxiety.  

The ringing of her cell phone broke her train of thought.

“Yeah?” She answered distractedly. 

“You don’t sound too happy for a woman whose life is going perfect.” Shane chuckled. 

Stephanie sighed. “Who said my life was perfect?”

“Marissa relayed that little message to me after the two of you talked last Monday.”

She laughed. I should have known. “Well that was right after I found out I was pregnant. Things have since changed.”

Shane was intrigued now. “Oh? Do tell, little sis.”

“I’m not sure if I want to.” Stephanie chewed her lip nervously as she contemplated the pros and cons of telling her brother her problems.

“I’ll find out eventually. I always do. No matter what it is, you know I’m here if you need me.” He reassured her.

“I know.” She affirmed. I might as well tell him, I’m going insane keeping this to myself. “Shane, I’m pregnant…” She paused as she saw someone by a limo holding a sign with her name on it. 

He laughed loudly, “Well, duh, Stephanie.”

“Hey! Shut up and let me finish, you dork!” She said half-seriously. She took his silence as her cue to continue. “I’m pregnant, but…” she took a deep breath. “It’s not Hunter’s.” She expelled the breath tensely. 

There was silence for almost a whole minute and Stephanie was getting more anxious by the second. “Shane, are you there? Say something.” She fiddled with her wedding ring as she got situated in her limo after handing all her stuff to the driver.

“What the fuck, Stephanie? You better tell me how this happened and I mean now!” He scolded her.

She cringed as she heard his sharp tone. “ Long version or abridged version?” She queried. 

“I don’t care! Start talking.”

“Ok, ok, shit.” I don’t know where to start. Ugh I have to do this before he kills me. “AfterSurvivorSeriesHunterDidn’tCallIGotDrunkAndIdon’tRememberAndIwokeUpNaked.” She mumbled, the words all together and incoherent.

“Hey, whoa calm down. Speak slowly and clearly, please.” He wanted to laugh, but this situation was very serious. Laughter wasn’t fitting.

Stephanie breathed deeply for a few seconds to calm down. “Ok, sorry. After Survivor Series, I didn’t hear from Hunter all night. I left messages and he never returned any of them. I got really depressed and so I got wasted and Jericho helped me to my room. I don’t remember much after that but I woke up next to him, naked.”

Shane blinked. “Jericho? Chris Jericho?” He asked dumbly.

“Yeah, unfortunately.”

“You’re sure the baby is his, then?” Shane rubbed his temples. He so felt a migraine coming on from this whole thing. How did she get herself in these predicaments?

“Yeah – I mean the doctor I went to said I was like 12 weeks pregnant.”

“But I saw you all on television…”he started. What the hell was she up to this time? “The doctor said 8 weeks.”

“I know.”

“Yeah, I’m sure. Steph, what did you do?”

She gulped. “Oh, not much I just paid him to say I was 8 weeks pregnant.” She stated nonchalantly, twirling a lock of hair around her finger.

Shane couldn’t believe his ears. Stephanie had paid off a doctor to make her husband think she was pregnant. With his child. Was she crazy? “Not much? Stephanie that is a hell of a lot! You have to tell Hunter!”

Stephanie felt anger course through her entire body. “Tell Hunter? Are you fucking insane?” She asked incredulously.

Shane snapped right back at her, “no but I think you are for doing what you’re doing! This is by far the worst thing you have ever done. The sad part is you’re not done, you’re just beginning!”

“I’m not crazy, Shane. Can you honestly say that I am for doing everything I can to save my marriage? I love Hunter and I want us to work.” She sighed and blinked rapidly to keep the pooling tears from falling.

“When you put it like that – no. But Stephanie you need to realize this won’t work. Don’t be all too surprised when it blows up in your face.”

“I know it will fail eventually, Shane! There will be living proof that I’m lying in about 6 months!” She said bitterly.

“Then why are you doing all of this – lying, manipulating, paying doctors off, renewing your wedding vows?”

Stephanie laughed in a half-deranged manner. “This may not work for the long-term, Shane, but that’s doesn’t mean I can’t keep my husband for as long as possible. Don’t you see? Hunter’s going to blow a fucking gasket when he finds out. He’s going to hate me so much. I’m just prolonging the inevitable. Enjoying our time together. I’m not falling into a false sense of security or anything, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“That was precisely what I was worried about. I still don’t like this, Stephanie but you make a lot of sense, I can understand your reasoning. Just make sure your guard is up. This may not even last 6 months. I saw the way Jericho was looking at you when Kurt was about to hit you that time. Don’t expect him to stay quiet for long.”

“Oh. I forgot something else.”

Son of a- “Stephanie what more can there possibly be?” He asked in amazement, slapping a hand over his eyes.

“He knows.”

“Huh? Who knows what?”

“Chris. He knows the baby is his.” She sighed.

“I-what-how?” He questioned, astonished. 

“I told him…” She said carefully and pulled the phone a few centimeters from her ear.

“Just what possessed you to do that, Steph? Now your time is severely limited. Do you think he’s just going to sit back with his feelings for you and knowing that you’re lying to his hated enemy about it being his child?” Shane said, biting her head off.

Does he think I did that I did it out of the goodness of my heart or some shit? The familiar surge of anger coursed through her. “I fucking had to!

“Explain that to me.” He demanded.

“He was going to fucking hit me, Shane! Did you not watch Smackdown?”

“That’s right. I’m sorry I forgot about that. You had to do it for your baby…”

She touched her stomach. “Yeah. Yeah, I did.” She looked up as she felt the limo come to a halt. “Look Shane I’m at the arena so I have to go. If you must, you can tell Marissa and Marissa only.”

“Yeah, I got you. But, please, will you seriously consider telling Hunter? I know you’re just buying as much time as you can but did you not think about what you’re doing to him? You’re giving him a perfect world based on lies that will eventually be told. He’ll hate you more for that, than for your actual actions with Jericho.”

Damn it! Why does he always have to be so fucking rational? Just ruin my day! “I…have to go. Bye Shane.” She quickly hung up before he had a chance to respond.

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

Stephanie stood in a room separate from Hunter; admiring the new ring that he had just given her. It was beautiful and was adorned with a rather huge diamond. She sighed as she thought about the last words he said to her; that tonight was about them and not her father. I know that but it doesn’t mean I don’t want him here. Fathers walk their daughters down the aisle, damn it! They just ‘do’.

She laughed and gave a seemingly genuine smile at the singers who she assumed were gushing over her dress. She didn’t have a damn clue about what they just said to her but with the way they smiled and occasionally pointed at the dress, she took an educated guess that that’s what they were all excited over. She did a semi-twirl and curtsy and their smiles widened. She stopped laughing when she heard a throat clear behind her.

Vince nodded toward the singers, and they took that as their cue to exit. 

Stephanie turned around slowly and said lowly, “hi, Dad.”

“You look nice.” He stated.

She nodded and smiled gratefully. “Thanks.” She wasn’t sure why he was here. He wasn’t yelling at her, yet and she didn’t care to make a fool of herself so she’d tread lightly.

Vince decided to cut to the chase. “I’m not going to forget the things you said about watching me die.” He informed her. She nodded solemnly. “However, I will forgive you because you are a McMahon and Daddy’s Little Girl.” He told her, hugging her.

“Vince, Stephanie, you guys are up!” Howard Finkle yelled as he ran toward them, out of breath.

“Get out of here, damn it! Can’t you see I’m reconciling with my daughter?” Vince scolded him.  

Stephanie laughed mutedly. Whatever had come over her earlier had certainly passed. Nothing bad has happened. If anything, things have gotten better. 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“Hunter, I take you as my husband again, in front of the entire world because I want to tell you how I’ve felt since I first laid eyes on you. I thought you were the most amazing man I had ever seen. When I got to know you, it was proven. Everything about you is breathtaking. Your smile lights up my heart. Your touch is gentle yet it makes me feel safe. Your words give me encouragement. When you’re upset with me, it feels like the whole world is. That’s because you are my world; my everything. I know I may not be perfect but I do try my best and I truly hope that it’s enough. I would do anything for you. Absolutely anything. We were destined to be together. We are one. We are eternally connected and I love you more than words can say.” Stephanie stared at Hunter, smiling brightly as she finished her vows. The whole time he looked so taken aback by her feelings – but in a good way. She saw the sparkle in his eyes as she professed her undying love. I know he feels the same as I do. That sounds lame, but whatever. 

Hunter took a deep breath. He never knew she felt so deeply. He considered her love to be more superficial and selfish above anything else before Thursday. How ironic of me. She’s been so in love this whole time and I’ve been subconsciously pushing her away. “Wow. Steph, that was beautiful, I’m overwhelmed. I won’t lie to you; the first time I saw you I thought you were a nerd - a strikingly gorgeous nerd who never had fun. I was so wrong. When we got married I saw a side to you that I hoped for, but never really imagined possible. To tell you the truth I fell in love with you the first time we locked eyes. I always knew – or at least hoped – that one day you’d be a very significant part of my life. We’re two pieces of a puzzle that nobody ever really thought about placing together. Yet, we fit perfectly. You complete me and make my life have meaning. I love you more with each passing day. We’ve been together over two years and we’ve definitely had our ups and downs but we always manage to make it through. When you said I was going to be a father it was the greatest moment in my life. Well, other than marrying you, of course. Since then, I see you differently, Steph. Not just as my loving wife, but also as the mother of my child…” He stopped as the arena went pitch black. He felt Stephanie clutch his arm tightly. He had no clue what was going on and neither did Stephanie, obviously. 

Stephanie gasped as she heard her voice filter out through the speakers. What the fuck is this? She felt Hunter walk away from her. He was probably getting closer to the speakers so he could hear more clearly.

“Remember what I told you. About 8 weeks doctor.” Stephanie’s voice stated. 

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

Faint rustling could be heard. “Here. Screw me over, and you’ll live to regret it.”

“I’m sure.” 

Suddenly the lights came back on. Stephanie glanced around the arena quickly looking for who could have done this, anger evident in her eyes. She would find out who did this to her and they would pay dearly. 

The look of anger was quickly replaced by concern as her gaze turned to her husband, who was still staring in the same direction. She glanced to Vince for help but he seemed shell-shocked at what had just been heard. 

Unsure of herself, she slowly walked to Hunter and gently touched his shoulder. “Hunter?” She asked in a breathless whisper. He felt rock solid and she could feel him shaking under her hand.

He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her hand off his shoulder as he spun around. “Don’t touch me, Stephanie.” He said it lowly, but it was laced with venom. “How could you do this to me? You lied and used my emotions against me!” He accused her, his voice rising with each syllable. “I have done some pretty bad things in my life but I would not even go this low. You disgust me!” By this time he was yelling at her. “You don’t care about anyone or anything but your damn self! It wasn’t about “us”, only you!” His grip on her arm had tightened but she didn’t dare to try to wrench it from his grasp, she’d probably end up breaking it. “Well you don’t have to worry about ‘us’ anymore...” He trailed off.

Oh, no. Please, no. Tears were trailing down her face from a mixture of pain from the hold he had on her wrist, and pain at his words to her.

“As of now, this marriage is over!” He was yelling again and she flinched. “We. Are. Through!” He released her arm violently and she grabbed it, rubbing some feeling back into it. Hunter then began tearing down the various decorations that were lavished around the ring. 

Vince had just watched what transpired as if he was in a daze. Twenty minutes ago everything was so perfect for his daughter. She was so happy. Now she’s crying and holding her wrist because of what that brute said and did to her. He had enough. He went straight over to Triple H who was glaring menacingly at Stephanie, daring her to say or do something. He got right in his face. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? You can’t do this to her, you bastard!” He yelled, shoving Hunter in his chest.

Hunter snapped. He grabbed Vince and gave him the pedigree. He got up quickly and towered over Stephanie, awaiting a tantrum of some kind. Why isn’t she screaming, throwing a fit, clawing or hitting me? He continued to wait but the sight in front of him nearly broke his already severely damaged heart. Stephanie was just standing there crying, rubbing her wrist, which had bruise marks now, and cringing in fear. What is she afraid of? I’ve never hit her intentionally before. He felt bad for her. Almost. He shook his head slowly and sneered at her as he maneuvered his wedding ring off of his finger.

Stephanie swallowed a rather large lump in her throat as her husband stood, staring at his wedding ring in his hand. She had a guess as to what he was about to do with it, but she prayed that he’d have a change of heart.

Hunter looked up into Stephanie’s sad, defeated blue eyes as he threw the ring at her feet. Hunter just stared at her, his eyes vacant of any emotion other than anger and hurt as he watched her bottom lip quiver as she struggled to hold it together. As much as she’s done, I still can’t stand to see her cry. He then turned on his heel and made his way out of the ring and up the ramp.

Stephanie’s whimpers turned into loud sobs. How had everything gone so terribly wrong in a matter of minutes? She stared at Hunter’s form going up the ramp and when he was gone, she sniffled and bent down to pick up his ring. She clutched it tightly in her hand as she went over to Vince, shaking him slightly. He stirred, and she knew he would be fine, as EMT’s came to the ring to help.

She stared at the curtains that her husband had disappeared through. She was still Stephanie McMahon-Helmsley, damn it. No way is it going to end like this. Her grip on Hunter’s wedding ring tightened and the sullen look in her eyes was replaced with determination as she made her way up the ramp. 

