Jealous is Envy 

A/N: It’s almost two in the morning and I am starting this… can’t find sleep!

Disclaimer: I do not own the WWE. This is a work of fiction and as always I am not making a profit off of this. I only own the original characters. 
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Prologue 

“But…”

“No buts…”

“That is so not fair!” I sigh sitting on the couch folding my arms. Now it is clear to me why they shout asshole at my father every time he gets his hands on the microphone. 

“Michiko…”

I growl. “Michi...” I corrected him. I really hate when people use my full name, it always give the vibe that I have done something wrong and I am going to be court-martialed. “Eric...”

He cleared his throat waiting for me to correct myself. That’s right I am Eric Bischoff’s daughter, well not by blood! Lord no! I’m adopted. See Eric and his wife had already had some kids before I was adopted but I think he was having problems getting it up so they adopted me! But that’s not the issue… Let’s all be thankful I know my biological parents… cause I sure as hell am!
“Fine.” I say, raising my hands in defeat. “Daddy, I think what you are doing is unfair and I think that you should reconsider what you are doing.”
He looked at me for a second. Maybe I was wrong about my father I mean he is hard position, I should give him more credit then that.  “Not a chance.”

“Wait so you’re telling me that for Eugene you’re going to make sure he gets special training before he gets to be on the active roster!”

“Basically.” He smiles at me. “Sweetheart…”

I cringe. I have noticed over the years anyone who says the word sweetheart before they start talking to you, especially with the family I’m in; you are not going to like what will be followed. 

“You said you wanted employment here.” He started. 

I nodded because I did say that. I mean I know karate, I know how to wrestle and I know some of the wrestlers. 

“Well I got you employment here as the new costumer for Raw, I know how much you like to sew and create clothes.” He grinned. 

Damn me for having an active right brain. 
“I know but…” 

“Look, Eugene isn’t going to be here for maybe another month or longer.” He told me putting an arm around my shoulder. “Now, go make Daddy proud.” 

He pushed me out of the office shutting the door behind me. I pout. He’s right I love to make ring gear but I also love wrestling and Eugene was taking that dream. He’s not even my real family and he ruins my life! 
Oh well, might as well go start on mending the attire that needs tending. Daddy, I mean Eric, said that he had gotten me my own little room setting to sew in… yippee… if you can’t tell I am being sarcastic. 

I found the room no problem. Granted it was small but nice all same.         Nice table with a very fancy sewing machine and all the materials I would need and a big ass pile of spandex in a hamper sitting by the table. Curiosity getting the best of me I walk over it, yard stick in hand poking the contents as I slowly walked around it. There was a note attached to the side of the hamper that read: Washing and Mending needed. 

“For the love of God I hope these things are clean.” I hiss disgusted as a pair stick to the end of my pointer. Even though they are not I have to say that. 
“From the looks of that and the note, I would say no.” Chris (Jericho) tells me as he walks in with Benoit and Adam. I swear it’s something about me and Canadian men; we just make the best of friends. Don’t get me wrong I am friends with some of the other people here on the roster but not as close as these three guys. 

“I hope I am not expected to wash these.” Then I remembered the words written on the note. Cringing, I through the stick stuck with spoiled ring spandex. “Oh God.”

“So I take it you won’t be wrestling?” Benoit asked as he pulled up a chair, all three men making themselves comfortable. 

I narrow my eyes at him pulling on my latex gloves. 

“I think you got the picture.” Adam says as I separate the attire to place in the washing machine in the corner of the room. After I finish putting the first load in I sigh looking into the mirror. 

I’m fairly tall, ok compared to a ten year old. I’m about 5’2”, yea so what, long black straight hair, aquamarine eyes that are slanted Asian style and I’m kind of pale, not really but kind of. Yea I’m part Asian. Japanese American, yea baby. 

“Would I really not make a good looking diva?”

“I mean you’re hot…” Chris told me honestly looking me over. 

I roll my eyes. “Can someone please give me criticism that requires more then one brain cell?”

“I think Bischoff fears your eccentricity.” 

So what I have my nose, left eye brow, four holes in my ear, right cartilage, tongue and belly button pierced? Big deal… My eyes move to my clothes. Black halter top and baggy army pants with combat boots. I thought this was cute!

“Well pardon me for being creative.” I sigh sitting at the sewing machine. 

“We love you though.” Adam told her kissing my forehead.

I smile. At least I have my three Canadians on my side, take that Bischoff!

“Speaking of how much we love you.” Chris smiled as he leaned his head on my shoulder reminding me how much he annoyed me at times. “Since you are the costumer I was wondering could you make me some new attire?”

“Do I have to design it too?” Why did I even ask!? I know the answer to that. 

He nods. 

“Sure.” I nod, pulling out my sketch book. I had made Chris some things before so I had his measurements it was just a question of design. 

“You starting it now?” Benoit asked as leaned back in the chair. 

“I have nothing else to do.”

“Well, we just wanted to check on you.” Adam told me as they stood to leave. 

“If anyone bothers our Michi, we will be in an earshot.” Benoit told her as the Canadians three left her to her work.

Maybe Chris would look good in pink. Glittery shimmer pink, I smile, it would complement his skin tone. So I continue sketching undisturbed for about an hour until the attire is cleaned and dried. 
I could finish Chris’s attire later; these now clean and touchable spandex could be mended and delivered to their proper owners. The mending takes about an hour, leaving thirty minutes before the show starts. Placing everything on the portable rolling rack I start down the hallway. 

“Let’s see.” I mumble to myself. “Trish Stratus.” Knowing she is in the women’s locker room I decide to get all the women so I won’t have to come back. 

Taking a deep breath I knock gingerly on the door, and then open it wheeling the cart into the room.  The women look at me. 

“Ring attire.” I tell them beginning to hand it out.   

“Umm excuse me!” One yells slowly in my face. “I-would-like-you-to-sew-me-more-outfits!” She yells talking slowly making sure to act out what she is telling me to do. 

“Ok, but you have to wait there are other people who have already requested me to make more before you.”

She laughs. “See I don’t know how you do things in China but in America we go by importance… do you know who I am?”

My eyebrow goes up. Not only does this witch think that I can’t understand English but she calls me the wrong nationality. Oh no…

“You are obliviously blonde.” I start referring to her intelligence. “And for future reference, I’m Japanese.” Granted I am a few inches shorter then her but that’s not going to stop me from telling her off. 

“I’m Trish Stratus!”

“Yea well then, Trish.” I yell. “You can stop by and tell me what you want when you get your attitude in check now if you’ll excuse me I have work to finish.” I grab my cart and leave before I slap the blonde of this chick; she got the wrong one today!

After cooling down a bit dropping off more attire I realize I have only two more stops to make. I stop at my second to last door giving a polite knock. A nice looking gentleman answers the door looking down smiling directly at my cleavage. I really wish I were taller, really wish. 
Scratch that… a nice looking pervert.

“Yes?” He questions. 

“I have a few things.” I tell him. “I have attire for Dave Batista, Randy Orton and HHH.”

“Oh you can put them on the chair.” He says stepping aside and I walk in. 

I swear why can’t men just keep eye contact. Ok I know that his kind of hard when you are walking away from someone but back of the head contact would be acceptable as well. But now he stares at my ass. 

Ignoring him I sit the attire out on the chair and walk to the door which he is blocking. 

“Can I help you?” I ask, and then realizing what I said. Damn it Michi, you just had to give him a line with options didn’t you. Of course you did, stupid, stupid girl. 

“Actually.” He grins. 

“Randy…” A voice drawled. I turn around to see this stunning piece of meat stopping the perv in front of me. He had on a tiny pair of attire, hell how did he get those things on. “Let her go…”

Damn forget what would you do for a Klondike bar! What would I do for a piece of that! This man is God’s gift to women or at least a gift to my aquamarine Asian eyes, cause damn. 

“I’m sorry for him.” He says gently taking my hand and leading me out the room. “I’m David.”
“Michi.” I smile, he returning it. 

Be still my beating heart. 

“See you around.” I say as I push my cart down the hall. And once again I feel eyes on my ass! The violation, the violation!
Finally reach my last stop. Confidently I pick up the last two pieces of attire and walk right into the room to find Matt and Amy in a lip lock. 

“Well apparently much hasn’t changes since the last time I’ve seen your sorry tails.” I say. Amy looks up and leaps up hugging me tightly. She steps back and takes a good look at me.

“Costumer?” She questioned. 

I nod cringing. “Costumer…” Then I smile remember my counter. “But the men are worth it!”

“Amen.”

“Man…” I start sitting on the bench. “I saw this one guy, I had to restrain myself from clawing his back to pieces.”

“Who?”

“Dave.” I tell her. 

She nods chewing on her tongue. “Oh yea… oh yea.” 

“Hello.” Matt waved jumping between us, waving his arms in a comical fashion, he looks right at Amy. “Loving boyfriend here!”
“Look we have eyes…” I started. 

“And we use them.” Amy smiled, biting her tongue a bit. 

“Like you don’t look at other girls.” I tell him pulling his ponytail. “See its ok to look, drool, fantasize, whatever, as long as there is no physical contact.”

I tell them as I walk over to where there were water bottles cooling. Suddenly I feel someone take a snap at my underwear. I turn around to see Matt grinning, Amy laughing. 

“Why are you digging for my undies?” I ask shaking my head. 

“Cause your pink bunny thong is showing.” Matt chuckled with Amy. 

Now I know why Dave was staring at my ass. Cause I my pink thong with the bunnies was showing…

“Damn it!” I growl. 

Amy dies her laughter down enough to ask her. “What?”

“No wonder Dave was staring at my ass when I was walking away!” I whimper. Then looking up with sad eyed seeing them laughing. Nice to know I amuse them. 

Very nice… once again if you can’t tell this is sarcasm…
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Done…

Hasta la bye-bye-bye 

Meggie-muffin

Luv peace and chicken grease
