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Introduction

“With your physique, you can’t compete. But Thunder Thor wants to hire you for something else.”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Thunder Thor was the strongest and biggest wrestler of my generation. I wasn’t much of a dreamer but when I first watched him on the TV, I instantly knew I wanted to become someone like him.

However, when I went to the Cosmo Wrestling Federation headquarters, I soon realized why some people say that it’s better not to meet your idol—not only will it be disappointing, but they also might turn out to be the rudest person you’ll ever meet.

But mine was worse, he wasn’t rude, but he wanted me to do something so out of the ordinary. Suffice to say, he wanted me to be the Debra to his Jeff Jarrett, to be the hot girlfriend walking alongside him during his entrances and the one cheering him from the sidelines of the ring—in skimpy outfits, a wig, and high-heeled boots.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Wrestling Diva.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I STEPPED OFF THE BUS with a bounce in my step, my heart thudding against my chest with excitement. This was it. The moment I’d been waiting for. I clutched the straps of my bag, stuffed with papers, wrestling brochures, and a notebook I’d been keeping since I was a kid—notes about moves, strategies, and, most importantly, a dream. A dream to stand in the same ring as Thunder Thor, the legendary wrestler who had inspired me ever since I saw his first match on TV.
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The Cosmo Wrestling Federation headquarters loomed ahead like a monument to everything I had ever wanted. The building was sleek, modern, and massive, with huge banners of the biggest wrestling names plastered across the front. My stomach fluttered with nerves, but I quickly reminded myself—I had this.

I had the determination, the willpower, and most importantly, the heart. That had to count for something.

I may not be the biggest guy—okay, not even close—but I had agility, smarts, and the kind of scrappiness you couldn’t teach. Thunder Thor didn’t start out as a mountain of muscle. He built himself up over time, through pure grit and determination. If he could do it, so could I. My fingers drummed against the strap of my bag as I took a deep breath and walked toward the massive glass doors.

“Here we go, Maury,” I muttered to myself, pushing my way inside.

The receptionist barely glanced up as I approached the desk, but that didn’t bother me. I was a nobody now—but not for long. My time was coming.

“Hi, I’m here for the tryouts,” I said, forcing my voice to sound steady. I could feel the excitement bubbling beneath my skin.

“Name?” she asked, her eyes glued to the screen in front of her.

“Maury Irvine.”

She tapped a few keys on her keyboard, glancing at the screen before nodding curtly. “Head straight down the hall to the right, third door. Someone will meet you there.”

I thanked her and made my way down the hall, my sneakers squeaking against the polished floor. The air in the building buzzed with energy, even in this quiet corridor. I could practically feel the history of wrestling that had been made here—the matches, the drama, the legends who had walked these halls before me.

Soon, I’d be one of them. At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

I reached the third door and pushed it open. The room inside was simple, with mats on the floor and a wrestling ring in the center. But what caught my attention was the trio of men standing in front of it. Three of the biggest names in the wrestling world.

The Brock—a beast of a man with muscles that looked like they could bend steel. He had a reputation for crushing his opponents in the ring with brutal efficiency.

Papicito—known for his charisma and high-flying moves, he was both charming and deadly in the ring. His flashy style and athleticism were unmatched.

And then, standing in the middle, larger than life, was Thunder Thor. He looked exactly like he did on TV, only more intense. His long blonde hair was pulled back, and he wore a tight black tank top that showed off muscles I didn’t even know existed on the human body. Around his waist was the Cosmo Wrestling Belt, the symbol of his dominance in the sport.

I swallowed hard, trying not to show how starstruck I was. This was the man I’d been dreaming about competing against, the one I wanted to be. And now I was standing in front of him, not as a fan, but as someone who was about to prove they belonged here.

Or at least, that was the plan.

“Who’s this kid?” The Brock grunted, looking me up and down like I was something he’d scraped off his boot.

“Maury Irvine, sir,” I said, standing as tall as I could, trying to project confidence.

“I’m here for the tryouts.”

Papicito chuckled, exchanging a glance with Thunder Thor. “You sure you’re in the right place, amigo?”

My cheeks burned, but I forced a smile. “I might not look like much now, but I’ve got the heart of a champion. Just give me a chance, and I’ll prove it.”

The Brock snorted. “Heart doesn’t win matches, kid. Muscle does.”

I shifted uncomfortably under their gazes, but I wasn’t going to back down. “I know I’ve got a long way to go physically, but I’ve got the determination to get there. I just need a shot.”

Thunder Thor, who had been silent until now, finally spoke. His deep voice rumbled through the room, sending chills down my spine.

[image: Mage media]

“Why do you want to be a wrestler?”

I blinked, caught off guard by the question. “Because I want to be the best,” I said, my voice firm. “I want to hold that belt one day, just like you.”

His eyes narrowed, and I saw a flicker of something I couldn’t quite place.

Amusement?

Pity?

Whatever it was, it made me uneasy.

“That’s a pretty bold statement,” Thunder Thor said, crossing his arms over his chest. “You don’t even have the body for it.”

The sting of his words cut deep, but I didn’t let it show. “I can get there. I know I can.”

There was a long pause, and I felt all three of them sizing me up like I was a bug they were considering squashing. Then Thunder Thor leaned over and whispered something to the man standing at the back of the room—the one I hadn’t noticed until now.

Mr. Holyfield, the manager of the CWF. He was known for being a tough, no-nonsense kind of guy who ran the place like a well-oiled machine. His word was law here.

Mr. Holyfield frowned, his eyes scanning me up and down. He nodded slowly as Thunder Thor finished whispering, and then he stepped forward.

“We might have something for you, after all,” Mr. Holyfield said, his voice measured.

My heart leapt. Was this it? Was I going to get my shot after all?

“But it’s not exactly what you’re expecting,” he added, a strange smile playing on his lips. “You’re not ready for the ring, not by a long shot. But there’s… another role you might be suited for.”

Confusion knotted in my stomach. “What kind of role?”

Thunder Thor glanced at Mr. Holyfield, then back at me, his expression unreadable. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

I stared at them, the excitement from earlier draining away as a cold sense of unease settled in. Whatever this "role" was, it didn’t sound like what I had in mind when I’d stepped off that bus. And yet, something about the way they looked at me made it clear—I didn’t have much of a choice.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE BUS RIDE HOME felt like the longest ride of my life. My heart was still heavy from the weight of rejection, and my head spun with confusion over the so-called “role” Thunder Thor and Mr. Holyfield hinted at. I had gone to the Cosmo Wrestling Federation with my heart set on becoming the next big thing. Instead, I’d been brushed off like I was nothing more than a joke.
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As the bus rattled down the street, I slumped in my seat, staring out the window at the passing scenery. I could still see their faces—Thunder Thor, The Brock, Papicito—all giving me that look. That look like I didn’t belong, like I was wasting their time. Sure, I wasn’t built like a tank like those guys, but I had heart. I had a dream. Didn’t that count for something?

I clenched my fists in frustration. “You’ll find out soon enough,” Thor had said. What the hell did that even mean?

The bus lurched to a stop, and I dragged myself out onto the street. My tiny apartment was just a few blocks away, but my feet felt heavy as I trudged toward home. The excitement and optimism I had felt that morning were long gone, replaced by a sinking feeling that maybe I had been fooling myself all along.

I opened the door to my apartment and stepped inside, tossing my bag onto the couch. The place was a mess—clothes scattered everywhere, dirty dishes piled up in the sink. I hadn’t exactly been on top of things since deciding to chase this wrestling dream. All my energy had gone into training and preparing for the big moment that had just crumbled before my eyes.

Flopping down onto the couch, I stared at the ceiling. How had it all gone so wrong so fast? I had imagined walking into that building and blowing them away, showing them that I had what it took—even if I didn’t look like it right now. Instead, they saw me as some scrawny kid who didn’t belong in their world.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table, snapping me out of my thoughts. I groaned, figuring it was probably just some spam email or a notification that my favorite podcast had released a new episode. But when I grabbed my phone, I saw something else entirely.

An email from Mr. Holyfield.

I blinked, sitting up straighter. Why would he be emailing me? I hesitated before opening it, my stomach doing nervous flips.

Subject: A Unique Opportunity for You, Maury Irvine.

With a deep breath, I tapped the email open and began reading.

“Maury,

After discussing with Thunder Thor, we believe there may be a role suited for you here at CWF. While it may not be the typical wrestler position you were hoping for, it is a unique opportunity that could be both financially beneficial and advantageous to your future aspirations. The role would require you to appear as Thunder Thor’s female companion during public appearances and promotional events.

Please consider this offer seriously, as it could open doors for you within the organization. Should you be interested, we will discuss the specifics and contract details at your earliest convenience.

Regards,

Mr. Holyfield

Cosmo Wrestling Federation Manager.”

I stared at the screen, my brain struggling to process the words.

“Female companion?”

My first reaction was anger. Was this some kind of joke? They wanted me to what—dress up like a woman and be Thunder Thor’s arm candy? Was this their way of humiliating me after my failed audition?

It felt like a slap in the face, a cruel twist of fate that mocked everything I had dreamed about. I didn’t want to be some sideshow in Thunder Thor’s entourage—I wanted to be in the ring, throwing punches, making a name for myself.

But as I sat there, fuming, another thought crept in. The email mentioned that this “role” could be financially beneficial. That caught my attention. I hadn’t exactly been swimming in cash lately, and rent was coming up fast. My savings were nearly gone after months of focusing on my training. Maybe… just maybe this was a way to keep my head above water while I figured out my next move.

I groaned, running a hand through my hair.

Could I really do this?

Dress up like a girl and parade around for public appearances?

The thought made me uncomfortable, to say the least. But at the same time, it wasn’t like I had many options. Wrestling wasn’t a career you could just jump into overnight. It took years of training, connections, and luck. Maybe this gig could help me build those connections, get me closer to the world of wrestling. Maybe it could buy me some time to bulk up, to really prepare for my shot.

And if I was being honest with myself, it wasn’t like I had any other job offers lined up. I was in a rough spot, and this might be my only lifeline. My pride screamed at me to reject the offer outright, but my practical side whispered that I should at least consider it. I needed the money. I needed the opportunity.
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I stood up and paced the length of my small apartment, torn between pride and necessity. Dressing up as a woman wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I thought of making it in wrestling. Hell, it was the furthest thing from it. But could it be so bad? It was just temporary, right? Just a way to get my foot in the door and keep myself afloat until I figured out something better.

I stared at the email again, my finger hovering over the reply button. My stomach churned with anxiety, but I couldn’t ignore the practical reality staring me in the face. This could be my shot, even if it wasn’t the one I had hoped for.

With a deep breath, I tapped out a response.

Subject: Re: A Unique Opportunity for You

“Hi Mr. Holyfield,

Thank you for the offer. I would like to hear more details about the role and discuss the contract at your earliest convenience.

Best,

Maury Irvine.”

As soon as I hit send, a wave of regret washed over me.

What was I doing?

Was I really about to let them put me in a dress and parade me around like some accessory?

But the email was sent, and there was no going back now. I’d agreed to hear them out, and that was the first step down this path.

I collapsed back onto the couch, my head spinning. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the right decision or if I was walking into something that could completely derail my dream of becoming a wrestler. But what choice did I have? I needed the money, and if this was what it took to survive in this cutthroat industry, maybe I could swallow my pride and go along with it—just for a while.

I barely slept that night. My mind kept racing, bouncing between feelings of humiliation, anger, and desperation. What would it be like? I tried to imagine myself in the role—standing beside Thunder Thor, smiling for the cameras, dressed in… what, exactly?

A cocktail dress?

Lingerie?

The image made me cringe, but there was also a flicker of curiosity there, something I didn’t fully understand.

Was it really such a big deal? Guys wore costumes all the time in wrestling. Hell, half the fun of the sport was the larger-than-life personas and over-the-top theatrics. Maybe this was just another role, another costume to wear.

But deep down, I knew this wasn’t just about putting on a costume. It was about stepping into a world that I didn’t fully understand, a world that felt… different. And yet, there was something about it that intrigued me.

Maybe I was just desperate for the opportunity.

Maybe I was grasping at straws.

By morning, I had made up my mind. This was a stepping stone. A temporary gig. I would take the job, make the money, and then move on to bigger and better things. And if dressing up as Thunder Thor’s female companion was what it took to get there, then so be it.

I could handle it. I had to.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT FEW DAYS FLEW by in a blur of anticipation and anxiety. I’d agreed to meet with the CWF stylist team, and I had no idea what to expect. I hadn’t told anyone about the role I had accepted, partly because I was still processing it myself. Even as I stood outside the headquarters of the CWF, clutching my phone nervously, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was about to step into something far beyond my control.

I took a deep breath and stepped inside. The receptionist directed me to a room labeled Styling Suite, and my stomach did a flip. This was really happening.

The styling room buzzed with activity the moment I walked in, and the scent of hairspray hit me like a wall. It was surreal to think that only a few days ago, I had been dreaming about suplexes and body slams. Now I was standing here about to be dolled up like some diva arm candy, all because Thunder Thor—the greatest wrestler alive—wanted me to be his distraction.

“Elena! Our star is here!” A voice cut through the room as Elena, the lead stylist, waltzed over to greet me. She looked me up and down with a mischievous grin.
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“Oh, darling, we have so much work to do.”

I shifted awkwardly, the bag I had clutched earlier now feeling like dead weight.

“Yeah, I guess.”

Elena motioned me to sit in the styling chair, her fingers already dancing across the array of products laid out before her. “Relax, Maury. You’re about to transform into someone Thunder Thor can’t keep his eyes off. Trust me, he’s going to love it.”

Her enthusiasm grated on me. I didn’t want to become some pretty distraction—I wanted to wrestle. Still, the idea of Thunder Thor noticing me, approving of me, stirred something deep in my gut. He was my idol, after all. If this ridiculous makeover was what it took to get his attention, maybe it wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

Elena, completely oblivious to my inner turmoil, clapped her hands.

“First things first, we need to shave you down, hon.”

“Shave?” I echoed, feeling a flicker of alarm.

She waved me over to a small, curtained area off to the side. “Yup! All over. Thunder Thor doesn’t like his Diva looking rough, and trust me, you’ll be much smoother for it. We need to make sure your skin is silky—his eyes are drawn to the details.” She gave me a wink.

Great. Now I was shaving for Thunder Thor’s preferences. Begrudgingly, I stepped into the little booth, stripped down to my underwear, and began the tedious task of shaving—legs, arms, chest—everything. Every stroke of the razor felt like I was peeling away another layer of who I was, leaving me increasingly vulnerable.

When I emerged, Elena’s eyes lit up like a proud artist unveiling a masterpiece. “Much better! See? Smooth as silk. Now let’s get you into some proper femme attire.”

I still felt exposed, but I followed her directions, trying not to overthink it. She handed me a set of breastplates—fleshy silicone creations that mimicked the look and feel of real breasts. I stared at them, feeling my cheeks heat up.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I muttered, feeling a mixture of annoyance and embarrassment.

She chuckled as if this was all completely normal. “Don’t be shy, darling. Thunder Thor loves a well-endowed lady, and these will give you just the right curves. We’ll secure them with adhesive so they stay in place. Trust me, by the end of this, you’ll forget they’re even there.”

Grumbling under my breath, I allowed Elena and her team to attach the breastplates to my chest. The sensation was… odd. They felt heavy, and I could feel them pulling at my skin. Every little movement reminded me that they weren’t mine. As much as I hated this ridiculous setup, a part of me wanted to make sure I looked good for Thunder Thor. I still didn’t understand why he wanted a Diva, but if I was going to be that Diva, I wanted to be the best one.

She then asked me to wear a panty girdle with hip pads along with three layers of Capezio shimmery tights to hide the pads and make my legs look glossy. She explained that they were often worn by Taylor Swift, Beyonce, and Sabrina Carpenter during their concert to have that coveted flawless look.

“There we go,” she said with a satisfied sigh. “Perfect shape. You’ve got a real hourglass figure now.” She gave me a once-over.

“But we’re not done yet. Thunder Thor adores blondes, so we’re going to get you into a stunning blonde wig.”

Blondes? Of course, it had to be blonde. I forced a smile, trying to hide the growing irritation.

“Whatever Thunder Thor wants, right?”

“You catch on fast!” Elena chirped, pulling out a platinum blonde wig from her collection.

“Now sit still while I get this on you.”

I sat back down, staring into the mirror as she secured the wig over my now-smooth head. The blonde waves cascaded down to my shoulders, soft and shiny under the bright lights. I looked… completely different. Gone was the scrappy Maury Irvine who dreamed of wrestling glory. In his place was a sultry blonde bombshell that I barely recognized.

Elena fussed over me, adjusting the wig to perfection. “There we go. Thunder Thor is going to eat this up.”

I couldn’t help the sinking feeling in my gut. Was this really what I had signed up for? Dressing up as someone else’s fantasy just because Thunder Thor liked blondes?
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Next came the makeup. Elena worked swiftly, her hands moving with practiced precision. I sat silently as she applied foundation, contour, and highlighter. My features began to soften, my cheekbones more pronounced, my eyes lined with dark, smoky eyeshadow. As she worked, Elena kept up a steady stream of commentary.

“Thunder Thor is a sucker for bold lips. We’ll go with a deep red to really make them pop. And don’t even get me started on heels—he loves when a girl knows how to walk in boots.”

“Heels?” I asked, my voice tinged with disbelief.

“Oh, not just any heels, darling. You’ll be in these gorgeous high-heeled boots.” She pointed to a pair of thigh-high leather boots with a chunky heel. “Thunder Thor loves them. Sexy but tough.”

My stomach twisted again. This was getting more ridiculous by the minute. But despite my frustration, I couldn’t ignore the flicker of curiosity that had started growing inside me. Would I really be able to pull this off?

It was almost three hours of work and my false eyelashes were forcing me to sleep but she was still perky. She stepped back to admire her work, her face glowing with pride. “All done! Now, let’s get you walking.”

The boots felt strange on my feet—tight, unfamiliar, and way taller than anything I’d ever worn. I tried to stand, wobbling as my legs adjusted to the height.

She giggled. “Take it slow. One foot in front of the other. You’ll get the hang of it. Thunder Thor loves confidence, so walk like you own the place.”

I took a hesitant step, feeling the unfamiliar strain in my calves. Walking in these boots was like navigating a minefield—one wrong move, and I’d be flat on my face. But she kept encouraging me, giving me tips on how to keep my balance and strut with purpose.

“There you go! See? You’re already improving.” Her voice was cheerful, and I could tell she enjoyed this part of the job. “Just imagine Thunder Thor watching you from the sidelines, impressed by how well you’re doing.”

Her words lit something in me. Despite how much this annoyed me, I did want Thunder Thor to notice. I wanted him to be impressed, to see that I wasn’t just some kid with pipe dreams. Maybe if I could nail this, he’d start seeing me as more than just his Diva.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Elena stepped back and clapped her hands. “You look absolutely perfect, Marissa. Thunder Thor is going to be floored when he sees you.”

“Marissa?”

“Yeah, I mean, that’s your new name now, Marissa.”

The door creaked open as I was processing my new name and my heart skipped a beat. Thunder Thor stepped into the room, his eyes scanning over me with an unreadable expression. For a moment, time seemed to freeze as he took in the sight of me—of Marissa.

“Well,” he said, his voice low and gruff.

“Looks like we’ve found my new Diva.”

He circled me slowly, his gaze intense as he inspected every detail of the transformation. I stood there, awkward and stiff, trying to hold my balance in the boots while suppressing the urge to run out of the room. But as much as I hated this whole situation, part of me was desperate for his approval.

“She’ll do,” Thunder Thor finally said, his tone approving.

“You’ve done a good job, Elena.”

She beamed. “Only the best for you, Thor.”
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As Thunder Thor walked out of the room, I couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of pride. I had made it through the transformation, and Thunder Thor was satisfied.

But the questions still gnawed at me. Was this really the path I wanted?

Or was I just chasing after Thunder Thor’s approval at any cost?


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE DAYS AFTER MY ONLINE DEBUT as Marissa were a blur of glitter, makeup, and hours spent in front of a mirror perfecting my look. To say it was exhausting would be an understatement. But there was something else brewing under the surface—something that made me feel alive.

Despite my initial reluctance, I had to admit that stepping into this new role was starting to change me.

At first, I tried to balance everything—training for wrestling in secret while fulfilling my duties as Thunder Thor’s Diva. Every morning, I’d wake up early and hit the gym, working on my strength and technique.

Wrestling was still my goal. I wasn’t going to let all of this femme business derail my dream, even if I had to do it behind the scenes. In the afternoons, however, I’d be in the makeup chair, letting Elena and her team transform me into Marissa for Thunder Thor’s future public appearances.

It wasn’t long before people started to notice. CWF’s official fan accounts began posting photos of Marissa—pictures of me posing in glamorous outfits, my blonde hair cascading down my shoulders. At first, the attention freaked me out. I wasn’t used to the spotlight being on me, especially like this. But with every picture that went viral, the feedback from the fans was overwhelmingly positive. They loved me—or rather, they loved Marissa and couldn’t wait to see her on the ring.

“Elena, I saw that CWF posted another pic of me today,” I said one afternoon as she worked on my eyeliner.

She grinned, not taking her eyes off the task at hand. “Of course they did! You’re the hottest new Diva in the game. People are eating this up.”

Curious. That was an understatement. The fans were buzzing about Marissa—the mysterious new Diva who was caught in photos always by Thunder Thor’s side behind the scenes, but had never spoken a word publicly. It was weird, knowing that people were seeing me like this. But even weirder was the fact that I was starting to like it. The attention, the glamor, the feminine energy—it was all so different from what I’d expected, and yet, there was something about it that made me feel… powerful.

But there was one thing that still bugged me—Thunder Thor himself. He was always professional around me, never breaking his tough exterior. Whenever we were in public, he barely spoke to me, just keeping up appearances for the crowd. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

Was I just a tool to him?

Or was there something else going on behind those intense eyes?

One evening, after another long day of photoshoots, I found myself alone in the CWF training room, going over some wrestling moves. The room was quiet, the mats cool under my feet as I practiced a series of holds and counters. I needed to keep my skills sharp. No matter how much time I spent as Marissa, I couldn’t forget my real goal—to be a wrestler.

I was so focused on my training that I didn’t hear the door open. Suddenly, a voice broke the silence.
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“You’ve got good form.”

I spun around to see Thunder Thor standing in the doorway, his broad shoulders filling the frame. He was dressed in nothing but a pair of red, skimpy wrestling briefs that hugged his big body, highlighting every muscle. His skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, and his blonde hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail. I swallowed hard, feeling my pulse quicken. I’d seen him wrestle a thousand times on TV, but seeing him like this—so close, so real—was something else entirely.

“Uh, thanks,” I muttered, wiping the sweat from my brow. “Just trying to stay sharp.”

He stepped into the room, his eyes scanning the space before landing on me. “You still want to wrestle, huh?”

I nodded, unsure of where this conversation was going. “Yeah. I know this whole ‘Diva’ thing is part of the gig, but wrestling is what I came here for.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, just walked over to one of the weight benches and sat down, his body relaxed but his gaze intense.

“You ever wonder why I wanted a male Diva?”

I blinked, caught off guard by the question. “Honestly? Yeah, I’ve been wondering that since day one.”

He leaned back slightly, his arms resting on the back of the bench. “I don’t want distractions. Real women… they get in the way. Relationships, emotions—they mess with your head. And when you’re at the top, like I am, you can’t afford that. I need to stay focused, keep my edge. Having you by my side—it’s safe. You’re not going to try to get with me or pull me into some drama. It’s clean. Professional.”

His words hit me harder than I expected. So that was it—I wasn’t just some random choice. He’d picked me because I wasn’t a woman. I wasn’t a threat to his focus, his title run. But what he didn’t realize was that I wasn’t just here to be his arm candy. I was here to wrestle, to make a name for myself. And hearing him lay it out like that—it stung. But at the same time, there was something… comforting about it. Knowing that he trusted me, even in this strange way.

“I get it,” I said quietly.

“But what if I told you I could be more than just your Diva?”

Thunder Thor’s eyes flicked up to meet mine, and for the first time, I saw a flicker of something—interest, maybe? Curiosity?

“Maybe you will be,” he said, his voice low. “But for now, this is the role you’re in. And you’re doing a damn good job of it.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. Part of me wanted to be angry, to push back and demand my shot at wrestling. But the other part of me—the part that had started to enjoy being Marissa—felt a strange connection to Thunder Thor. I admired him, looked up to him. And now, hearing him explain his reasons, it made sense. In a twisted way, it made sense.

“Thanks,” I muttered, feeling my cheeks flush slightly.

Thunder Thor stood up, stretching his arms above his head. “Big event tomorrow night. Be ready, Marissa. It’s your time to shine.”

With that, he turned and walked out of the room, leaving me standing there, my mind racing. What had just happened? Was I really starting to understand this guy? And more importantly, was I starting to understand myself?

The next evening was the big event—a soft launch of our fake relationship to promote the new season of the CWF. It wasn’t a match, just a public appearance to drum up excitement. But it was a huge deal. The cameras would be rolling, the fans would be there in droves, and it was my first time appearing at such a high-profile event as Marissa.

Elena had pulled out all the stops for my outfit. I stood in front of the mirror, taking in the full look. She had me dressed in a slinky, sequined gown that hugged my curves—curves that, thanks to the breastplates, hip pads, and corset, were more defined than I’d ever imagined.

The dress shimmered under the lights, its deep red color matching the hue of Thunder Thor’s wrestling briefs from the night before. My long blonde wig cascaded down my back, soft waves framing my face. And the heels—those damn heels—were back, forcing me to stand tall and poised.

“You’re going to kill it tonight,” Elena said, adjusting a few strands of my wig.

“Thunder Thor is going to love how you match his look.”

I smirked, feeling a mixture of annoyance and excitement. “Yeah, because it’s all about what he likes.”

She chuckled. “Well, you are his Diva, after all. But trust me, darling, you’re owning this look. You’ve got that feminine energy down.”

Feminine energy. That phrase had stuck with me lately. I had been so focused on wrestling for so long that I had never considered what it would be like to embrace a softer, more glamorous side. But as I stood there, staring at my reflection, I couldn’t deny it—I liked how I looked. I liked the attention, the power that came with it.

Marissa was becoming more than just a role. She was starting to feel like a part of me.

The event itself was chaos. The venue was packed with fans, photographers, and media. The lights were blinding, the noise deafening. Thunder Thor led the way, his red wrestling briefs and signature leather jacket commanding attention. He looked like a god among men, and I couldn’t help but feel a rush of pride as I walked beside him, our outfits perfectly coordinated.
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As we made our way through the crowd, I caught glimpses of the fans—they were pointing at me, whispering, taking photos. The attention was overwhelming, but it also fueled something deep inside me. For so long, I had wanted to be noticed, to be seen. And now, as Marissa, I was getting all of that and more.

Thunder Thor glanced at me as we reached the stage, his eyes lingering for a moment longer than usual. There was something in his gaze—something like admiration. I wasn’t sure if it was because I looked good or because I had fully stepped into the role he needed me to play. But either way, it felt good. Damn good.

“Don’t be nervous, okay, just be yourself, I got you,” he said as he interlaced his fingers with mine. My heart was too busy going a mile a minute. It was my first time to hold a man’s hand. But for some reason, what was going in my head was the hope that it wasn’t too sweaty from nerves. The last thing that I wanted to happen was turn him off with my anxiety-induced hyperhidrosis.

As the night wore on, I found myself slipping more and more into the role of Marissa. The cameras, the fans, the energy of the crowd—it was intoxicating. I posed for pictures, smiled for the cameras, and even gave a little wave when someone called my name.

For the first time, I wasn’t just pretending to be Marissa.

I was Marissa. And I liked it.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE SHIFT STARTED SLOWLY. At first, I didn’t even notice it. But as the days passed, I found myself spending more time in front of the mirror, staring at my reflection. Not as Maury, the scrawny wrestler-wannabe, but as Marissa.

After the soft launch, something had changed. I wasn’t just playing a role anymore—I was living it. And that scared me.

In the quiet of my apartment, I found myself experimenting with the wigs, makeup, and clothes that Elena had left behind after one of our sessions. It wasn’t for a photoshoot or an appearance—just me, alone. I’d stand in front of the mirror, applying makeup with shaky hands, blending eyeshadow and contouring my cheeks. The process felt almost meditative, like I was discovering something new about myself, something buried deep.

I pulled the blonde wig over my head and stared into the mirror. Marissa stared back, her lips painted in a deep red, her lashes thick with mascara. My heart fluttered, a mixture of anxiety and… excitement?

I smoothed my hands over the soft fabric of the dress I was wearing, feeling the way it hugged my body. It was strange. I had always thought that wrestling was the only thing I wanted. The only thing I needed. But now, this… feminine side of me was creeping into my thoughts, tugging at my sense of self. I didn’t know who I was anymore.

Was I still Maury?

Or was Marissa becoming more than just a persona?

I wiped off the lipstick with a tissue, frustrated. What was I doing? This wasn’t me. This was just a gig—a temporary thing. I’d always wanted to be a wrestler, not some Diva on the sidelines. But even as I tried to convince myself, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I wasn’t just playing dress-up anymore. I liked how it felt to be Marissa. I liked the attention, the glamor, the power that came with it. And that realization terrified me.

The events with Thunder Thor were becoming routine now. I knew the drill—hair, makeup, dress. Walk beside him, smile for the cameras, pose for the fans. But there was something else brewing between us—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

We were growing closer, more comfortable with each other. After every event, we’d share quiet moments backstage, away from the flashing lights and the roaring crowd. It started with small talk—casual conversations about the wrestling world, training, life. But soon, those moments became more intimate.
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One afternoon, after a particularly grueling promotional event, we found ourselves alone in his dressing room. Thunder Thor was sitting on the edge of the couch, still dressed in his signature red wrestling briefs and leather jacket, his body glistening with sweat.

I sat beside him, still in my full Marissa getup—heels, blonde wig, the works.

“You did good tonight,” he said, his voice low and gruff. He glanced at me, his eyes softening just a little. “You’re getting the hang of it.”

I shifted in my seat, feeling a strange warmth spread through my chest at his words. I’d always looked up to him, admired him. But now, there was something more. Something deeper. And I wasn’t sure how to handle it.

“Thanks,” I muttered, fiddling with the hem of my dress. “I’m just trying to keep up.”

He chuckled, his eyes lingering on me a moment longer than usual. “You’re doing more than keeping up, Marissa. You’re killing it out there.”

The way he said my name—Marissa—made my heart skip a beat. There was something in his tone, something different. His usual tough-guy persona seemed to melt away when we were alone like this, and I couldn’t help but notice how relaxed he looked. How comfortable he seemed around me.

“You ever think about where all this is going?” I asked, my voice quiet. “I mean, is this it? Is this what I’m supposed to be doing now?”

His brow furrowed slightly, and for a moment, I thought I had crossed a line. But then he leaned back, resting his arms on the back of the couch, his muscles flexing as he did. “I don’t know,” he admitted.

“I’ve been asking myself the same thing lately.”

There was a heavy pause, the air between us thick with unspoken tension. I glanced at him out of the corner of my eye, and for the first time, I saw something vulnerable in him. Something real.

“Do you ever regret it?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

He didn’t answer right away. He just sat there, staring at the floor, his jaw clenched. “Sometimes,” he finally said. “But then I remember why I’m doing all this. The title. The fame. It’s everything I’ve worked for.”

I nodded, understanding more than I wanted to admit. I had always thought that fame and success would make everything better, but now I wasn’t so sure. There was something missing. Something that no title or trophy could fill.

As the silence stretched on, he turned to me, his eyes locking onto mine. “You ever wonder why I keep you around?”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing in my chest. “I’ve… thought about it.”

He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. “You’re different, Marissa. You’re not like the others.”

I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning, trying to make sense of the tension that hung between us. Was it just the adrenaline from the event? Or was there something more here? Something neither of us were ready to confront?

Thunder Thor’s hand brushed against mine, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me. My breath caught in my throat as he leaned in even closer, his lips hovering just inches from mine.

“Thor…” I whispered, my voice trembling.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite read. “Sorry,” he muttered, his usual tough demeanor slipping back into place. “I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s okay,” I interrupted, my heart pounding in my chest.

“I just… I don’t know what this is.”

He nodded, his jaw tight. “Me neither.”

We sat in silence for what felt like an eternity, the tension between us palpable. I wanted to say something, to ask him what was going on between us. But the words wouldn’t come. I was just as confused as he was.

Finally, he stood up, running a hand through his damp hair. “We should get going. Big event tomorrow.”

I nodded, my stomach churning with a mixture of disappointment and relief. “Yeah. Big event.”

As we left the dressing room, the tension still lingered between us. But there was something else too—something unspoken. Something that neither of us were ready to admit.
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In the days that followed, I couldn’t stop thinking about that moment. About the way Thunder Thor had looked at me, the way his hand had brushed against mine. There was a tension between us now that I couldn’t ignore, a magnetic pull that seemed to grow stronger with each event, each shared moment backstage.

But the more I thought about it, the more confused I became.

Was I really falling for him?

Thunder Thor—my idol, my mentor—was a force of nature. I had admired him for years, dreamed of being like him. But now… now I was dreaming of something else. Something more.

Every time we were together, I felt it. The way he looked at me, the way his tough exterior seemed to crack when we were alone. There was a softness to him that I hadn’t seen before, a vulnerability that drew me in. But as much as I was drawn to him, I couldn’t ignore the confusion swirling in my mind.

What did this mean for me? For Maury?

I found myself spending more time as Marissa, even when I wasn’t at events. I’d practice walking in heels, experiment with different outfits and makeup. It wasn’t just for show anymore—it was something I was doing for myself. But with every stroke of eyeliner, with every wig I slipped on, I felt more and more disconnected from the person I used to be.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I didn’t have an answer. I was torn between two worlds—the world of wrestling, where I had always dreamed of making a name for myself, and this new world of femininity and glamor, where I was starting to feel more comfortable than I ever thought possible.

And then there was Thunder Thor.

Every time we were together, the tension between us grew. I could see it in the way he looked at me, the way his body seemed to relax when we were alone. He was drawn to me, just as I was drawn to him. But what did that mean? What did we mean?

I didn’t know. And that scared me.

One evening, after another event, Thunder Thor and I found ourselves alone again, the tension between us thick in the air.

“You’ve been quiet lately,” he said, his voice low as he leaned against the wall, still dressed in his wrestling gear.

I shrugged, not trusting myself to speak.

He stepped closer, his eyes searching mine. “What’s going on with you, Marissa?”

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. “I don’t know,” I admitted.

“I’m just… confused.”

“About what?”

“About everything,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “About who I am, what I’m doing. About… us.”

His expression softened, and he reached out, his hand brushing against my arm. “You’re not alone in that.”

I looked up at him, my heart racing. “What do you mean?”

He sighed, his hand lingering on my arm. “I didn’t expect any of this, Marissa. I didn’t expect to feel… like this.”

I swallowed hard, my mind spinning. “Like what?”
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“Like I can’t stop thinking about you,” he said, his voice raw with emotion. “Like I want to be around you all the time. Like I’m… being pulled by some magnetic force.”

My breath caught in my throat, and for a moment, the world seemed to stop. I had been feeling the same thing, but hearing him say it out loud made it all too real.

“Maybe it’s just because we’re always together,” I chuckled.

He raised his eyebrow and stood up. “Yeah, maybe that’s it,” he said before walking away without letting me finish my thoughts.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MOMENT HAD FINALLY arrived a week later. This was it—Marissa’s big debut, my debut, as Thunder Thor’s official Diva, walking beside him in a match for the first time. And it wasn’t just any match—it was a Halloween special, one of the biggest events of the year. Thunder Thor would be facing off against Big Boy Brad, a mountain of a man known for his dirty tactics and overwhelming strength.

I stood backstage, heart pounding, as I stared at myself in the mirror. Elena had gone all out for tonight. My outfit was a dark, seductive twist on Marissa’s usual look—tight leather pants, thigh-high boots, and a black corset that hugged my body in all the right places. The finishing touch was a long, flowing black cape that swirled behind me when I moved, giving me an almost villainous air. My blonde wig had been styled into soft curls, and my makeup was flawless, with dark smoky eyes and blood-red lips. I looked like some kind of femme fatale, and for the first time, I felt completely in character.

But beneath the surface, my nerves were bubbling like lava. This was no ordinary public appearance. This was the real deal—the entrance, the theatrics, the crowd, the spotlight. And for all the bravado I’d been wearing as Marissa, this was a different kind of pressure. It wasn’t just about looking good; it was about playing my part to perfection.

I could hear the faint rumble of the crowd, thousands of voices merging into one chaotic roar. The event was packed—fans dressed in their Halloween costumes, hyped up for the night’s matches. The CWF arena was massive, and the energy in the air was electrifying. I closed my eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath to steady myself.

"You good?" Thunder Thor’s deep voice cut through my thoughts.

I turned to see him standing in the doorway, already dressed in his wrestling gear. His outfit was simple but iconic—red wrestling briefs, laced boots, and a black leather vest that exposed his muscled chest. He looked every bit the powerhouse that he was, and even though he was calm on the surface, I could tell he was ready for war.

"Yeah," I said, giving him a small smile. "Just... nervous."

He smirked. "You’ll be fine. Just stick with me, do your thing. It’s not as scary as it looks out there."

Easy for him to say. He’d been in front of these crowds for years, dominating the ring like the legend he was. But this was my first time being part of that world, and I couldn’t help but feel like everything was riding on tonight.

He must have sensed my tension because he stepped closer, his hand landing on my shoulder. "Relax, Marissa. You’re going to kill it. Trust me."

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. His touch, as always, sent a jolt of warmth through me, steadying me in a way I couldn’t explain. He was right. I just had to get through this.

Be Marissa. Own the moment.

Suddenly, the lights in the arena dimmed, and the opening chords of Thunder Thor’s entrance music blasted through the speakers. The crowd erupted, and I felt my pulse quicken. This was it.

He glanced at me one last time, a grin playing on his lips. "Let’s go."
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We stepped through the curtains and onto the stage, and the world exploded in sound. The crowd went wild, their cheers echoing through the arena as Thunder Thor made his entrance. The lights pulsed with every beat of the music, casting dramatic shadows across the stage. Thunder Thor strode forward with the confidence of a man who owned the world, and I followed closely behind, trying to match his energy.

I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me, and for the first time, I embraced it. The rush of adrenaline coursed through my veins as I swirled the cape around me, adding a little flair to the entrance. Every step I took felt deliberate, every move calculated to draw attention. I was Marissa, and tonight, the world would know it.

He raised his arms, soaking in the adoration of the fans as we made our way down the ramp toward the ring. I stayed by his side, my heart pounding as the cheers grew louder. This was it—the moment I had been building up to for weeks. My debut. And for the first time, I wasn’t just pretending to enjoy it. I was living for it.

When we reached the ring, he climbed the steps and slipped through the ropes, his muscles rippling as he moved with effortless power. I stayed on the outside, playing my part, my eyes locked on him as he prepared for the match. The energy in the arena was electric, the anticipation thick in the air. I could feel the crowd’s excitement, their eyes bouncing between Thunder Thor and me. They were waiting for something to happen, and I was ready to deliver.

Big Boy Brad’s entrance wasn’t as glamorous, but it was no less intimidating. The man was a brute—easily 300 pounds of muscle and aggression, with a reputation for bending the rules whenever it suited him. His entrance music was a thundering beat, and he stomped his way to the ring like a wrecking ball ready to destroy everything in his path.

As the match began, I found myself caught up in the drama of it all. Thunder Thor moved like the seasoned professional he was, his strikes precise and powerful. But Big Boy Brad was no pushover. He matched Thor’s power with raw, brute strength, slamming him into the mat with bone-crushing force.

From the outside, I cheered as loudly as I could, throwing in the theatrics Elena had drilled into me. I twirled my cape, threw my hands in the air, and even blew kisses to the audience when Thunder Thor got in a good hit. The crowd loved it, their cheers growing louder with every move I made. For the first time, I didn’t feel awkward or out of place. I was part of the show, part of the spectacle, and it felt incredible.

But as the match wore on, it became clear that Big Boy Brad wasn’t going down without a fight. He was relentless, overpowering Thunder Thor at every turn. The match was brutal—punches were thrown, bodies were slammed into the mat, and the tension in the arena was palpable.

I found myself leaning forward, my heart racing as the battle unfolded in front of me. Every time Thunder Thor got knocked down, I felt the urge to jump into the ring, to do something. But I couldn’t. All I could do was cheer, waving my arms and shouting encouragement, hoping that somehow it would give him the strength to keep fighting.

But Big Boy Brad was too much.

In the final moments of the match, Brad caught Thunder Thor in a devastating chokehold, slamming him to the ground with a vicious thud. The ref counted to three, and just like that, it was over.

Thunder Thor had lost.

The crowd erupted into a mixture of cheers and boos, and I stood there, stunned. I had been so caught up in the excitement, so sure that Thunder Thor would come out on top. But now, as I watched him lying on the mat, battered and bruised, I realized that not everything went according to the script.

Backstage, the atmosphere was tense. Thunder Thor had taken a beating, and while the match itself wasn’t for any major title, the loss still stung. I could see it in his eyes, the way his jaw was clenched as he sat on the bench, holding an ice pack to his shoulder.

I lingered by the door, unsure of what to say. I felt bad for him, more than I wanted to admit. He had been my idol for so long, and seeing him like this—vulnerable, defeated—it hit me harder than I expected.

“You okay?” I finally asked, my voice soft.

He looked up at me, his expression unreadable. “I’ll be fine. It’s just a random match. Not the finals, nothing serious.”

But I could tell he wasn’t okay. The way his shoulders sagged, the tired look in his eyes—this loss had shaken him more than he was letting on.

I stepped closer, reaching out to take the ice pack from him. “Let me help,” I said, sitting down beside him. I pressed the ice pack gently against his bruised ribs, my fingers brushing against his skin as I did. The contact sent a shiver down my spine, and for a moment, I froze.

He didn’t say anything, just watched me as I moved the ice pack over his injuries. The silence between us was thick with tension, the air heavy with something unspoken. My heart pounded in my chest, my mind racing with a thousand thoughts.

As I finished icing his bruises, he reached out, his hand resting on mine. I looked up, my breath catching in my throat as our eyes met.
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“Thanks,” he said quietly, his voice softer than I had ever heard it.

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. “Anytime.”

For a moment, we just sat there, our hands still touching, the weight of everything hanging between us. And then, before I could stop myself, I leaned in.

Our lips met in a soft, hesitant kiss, and for a brief moment, the world seemed to stop. The feel of his lips against mine, the warmth of his skin, the way his hand tightened around mine—it was everything I hadn’t known I wanted. My heart raced, my mind spinning with a thousand emotions. I had wanted this, craved this, even though I had been too scared to admit it to myself.

But as much as I loved it, as much as I wanted to stay in that moment, something inside me recoiled.

I pulled back, my heart hammering in my chest. “I—I have to go,” I stammered, standing up so quickly I nearly tripped over my own feet.

He looked up at me, confusion flickering across his face. “Marissa—” “I can’t,” I whispered, my mind reeling. “I just... I can’t.”

Without waiting for him to respond, I turned and hurried out of the room, my heart pounding in my chest. The kiss had been perfect, everything I had secretly wanted. But as I rushed down the hallway, my heels clicking against the floor, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was all wrong. I was a straight man, what the heck was I doing?

It felt too real, too intimate. And worse—it felt like I was losing myself in all of this. In Marissa. In Thunder Thor.

As much as I wanted him, as much as I craved that connection, a part of me still felt like I was betraying who I was. Was I falling for Thunder Thor? Or was I just getting lost in this world of glamor and make-believe?

I didn’t have the answers. But for now, all I knew was that I needed to get away.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE MORE TIME I SPENT as Marissa, the more I felt the lines between Maury and Marissa start to blur. What had started as a job, a role I played to keep my dreams alive, was becoming something much more complicated. I found myself spending hours in front of the mirror, not just perfecting my look for the next event, but genuinely enjoying the process of getting ready—the sweep of the makeup brush over my skin, the feel of fabric hugging my body, the way I could transform myself into someone else, someone more confident, more glamorous.

In the quiet moments when no one was around, I kept experimenting with new outfits, trying on different looks, different hairstyles, even shoes. I’d twirl in front of the mirror, admiring how the heels made my legs look longer, how the soft, silky dresses felt against my skin. It was strange at first—unnerving, even. But as the days went on, it became a ritual, a time when I could escape the pressures of wrestling and simply exist as someone else.

At first, I told myself it was just part of the job.

Thunder Thor needed me to play this part, and I had to be convincing. But deep down, I knew it was more than that. I liked the way I felt when I was Marissa—powerful, beautiful, in control. And the more time I spent in those clothes, in that persona, the more I realized that this wasn’t just an act anymore. This was a part of me.

Things with him were evolving too. After that kiss in the locker room, something had shifted between us. It wasn’t just about the job anymore. We spent more time together outside of the ring, finding excuses to be alone, to talk, to connect. At first, I tried to keep things professional, telling myself that it was all part of the act. But the more time we spent together, the harder it became to ignore the growing connection between us.
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One evening, after a particularly grueling day of appearances, we found ourselves alone in his hotel room, sitting on the couch, a bottle of whiskey between us. Thunder Thor—no, Justin—had ditched his usual tough-guy persona for the night, lounging in a simple T-shirt and sweatpants, looking more relaxed than I’d ever seen him.

“You’ve been quiet lately,” Justin said, pouring another glass of whiskey and handing it to me.

I took the glass, swirling the amber liquid before taking a sip.

“Just... thinking.”

“About what?”

I hesitated, unsure of how to put my thoughts into words. Everything felt so tangled—my identity, my feelings for him, my confusion about who I was becoming. “About all of this,” I finally said. “About who I am when I’m Marissa. About who I am when I’m not.”

He leaned back, his eyes scanning my face. “You’ve changed since we started this.”

“I know,” I admitted. “I’m just not sure if that’s a good thing or a bad thing.”

“It’s not bad to change, Maury,” he said softly. “Sometimes it’s exactly what we need.”

His words lingered in the air between us, heavy with meaning. I could feel the unspoken tension building again, the same tension that had been there since that night backstage. I wanted to ask him what he meant, what he was really saying, but I was too scared to push.

Instead, I took another sip of whiskey, trying to calm the storm of emotions swirling inside me. But Justin wasn’t done.

“You know, when I first asked you to do this—to be my Diva—I told you it was because I didn’t want the distraction of real women.” He paused, his eyes flickering with something vulnerable. “But it’s more than that now. I didn’t just pick you because you’re safe, Maury. I picked you because I needed you. And not just for the show.”

My heart pounded in my chest, the weight of his words sinking in.

“What are you saying?”

He ran a hand through his hair, looking more uncertain than I’d ever seen him. “At first, I felt bad for you, for the way they were underestimating you. Then I saw the fire in your eyes. I knew that Mr. Holyfield wouldn’t sign you, so I had to act fast. It was a random thought to ask you to be my diva. I guess I’m saying that I care about you. More than I should. This was supposed to be simple—just a way to help you. But somewhere along the way, it stopped being about the job. It stopped being about Thunder Thor and Marissa.”

He looked at me, his gaze intense, searching for something in my eyes. “I need you, not just as my Diva, but as you. And I don’t know what to do with that.”

The room felt smaller suddenly, the air thick with tension. I could feel the walls closing in, my emotions swirling like a storm. This was what I had wanted, wasn’t it? For him to see me, to care about me, but to need me like this? I didn’t know how to handle it.

“I don’t know if I can be what you need,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

He reached out, his hand gently brushing against mine. “You’re still Maury. But you’re also Marissa. And maybe that’s okay.”

I wanted to believe him, but I was scared. Scared of what this meant for me, for my identity, for everything I thought I knew about myself.

Could I really be both?

Could I be Marissa and Maury, and still figure out who I was underneath it all?

“I don’t want to mess this up,” I said quietly, staring down at our hands, the contact sending shivers up my arm. “I don’t want to lose myself in this.”

“You won’t,” he said softly. “I won’t let you.”

The sincerity in his voice, the way he looked at me like I was the only thing that mattered—it broke down the walls I had built up around myself. I leaned in, resting my head against his shoulder, and for the first time in a long time, I let myself relax.

We sat there in silence for a while, the weight of everything hanging between us. I didn’t know where this was going, or what it would mean for either of us. But for now, I was content to just be in the moment, to let myself feel whatever this was.

The days that followed were filled with contemplation. The more time I spent with him, the harder it became to deny what I was feeling. The lines between Maury and Marissa were blurring more every day, and so were the lines between friendship and something more. I found myself thinking about him constantly—about the way his eyes softened when we were alone, about the way he touched me, gentle and careful, like he was afraid of breaking me.

I was falling for him. There was no other way to put it.

But at the same time, I was scared. Scared of what it meant for me, for my identity. I had spent my whole life trying to be someone, trying to prove that I could be strong, tough, a wrestler. But now, everything was shifting. I wasn’t just the scrappy kid with a dream anymore. I was Marissa, too—glamorous, feminine, powerful in a different way.

And Justin... he made me feel like I could be both.

But the deeper I fell, the more terrified I became.

What if this wasn’t real?

What if I was just getting lost in the fantasy of it all?

What if, in the end, I lost myself completely?

I spent hours lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing with questions I couldn’t answer. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Justin’s face, felt the warmth of his touch, heard the softness in his voice when he said my name. I wanted him—there was no denying that.

But I didn’t know if I was ready to give in to those feelings, to fully embrace what was happening between us.

Because if I did, if I let myself fall for him completely, there would be no going back.
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One night, after another long day of appearances and events, I found myself in his hotel room again. We had grown closer over the past few weeks, and these private moments had become a regular thing—just the two of us, away from the cameras, the fans, the pressure of the wrestling world.

But tonight felt different.

We sat on the couch, the dim light casting soft shadows across the room. I could feel the tension between us, thick and heavy, the air charged with unspoken emotions. He was sitting close to me, closer than usual, his hand resting on my thigh, the warmth of his touch sending a shiver down my spine.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said quietly, his voice barely above a whisper.

“About what?”

“About us.”

My heart skipped a beat, the weight of his words sinking in. “What about us?”

He turned to face me, his eyes locking onto mine. “I don’t want to keep pretending that this is just about the job. I don’t want to pretend that what I feel for you is just about keeping distractions away.”

His hand slid up my thigh, and I felt my breath hitch in my throat. The room suddenly felt smaller, the air thick with anticipation.

“I care about you,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “And I know you feel it too.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. I did feel it. I had been feeling it for weeks, but I had been too scared to admit it to myself. Too scared to confront what it meant for me, for my identity, for everything I thought I knew.
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“I’m scared,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

His hand tightened on my thigh, his thumb brushing against my skin. “I know. But you don’t have to be.”

I wanted to believe him, wanted to let go of the fear and just give in to what I was feeling. But the doubts, the confusion, they were still there, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

Before I could overthink it, he leaned in, his lips brushing against mine in a soft, tentative kiss. It was gentle at first, testing the waters, but when I didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss, his hand sliding up to cup my face.

I melted into him, my body responding to his touch, my mind going blissfully blank for the first time in weeks. All the doubts, the fears, the confusion—they faded away in that moment, replaced by the warmth of his lips, the steady rhythm of his breathing, the way he made me feel like everything would be okay.

When we finally pulled apart, I rested my forehead against his, my heart still racing.

“I’m falling for you,” I whispered, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

He smiled, his hand still cradling my face. “I know.”


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE DAY MR. HOLYFIELD called me into his office, I knew something big was about to happen. I could feel it in the air—the tension, the weight of whatever conversation we were about to have. I had been in the business long enough now to recognize when a major decision was looming, and this was definitely one of those moments.

I followed the corridor down to his office, my heels clicking softly on the polished floor. It was still strange sometimes—walking around the Cosmo Wrestling Federation headquarters as Marissa. I had become used to the double takes, the whispers, the way people stared as I passed by.

But now, instead of feeling out of place, I had grown comfortable with the attention. Marissa had become a part of me—a persona I could slip into as easily as I slipped on the heels. And yet, a part of me still longed for something more. For wrestling. For the dream I had come here chasing in the first place.
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When I arrived at Mr. Holyfield’s door, I took a deep breath and knocked. His deep voice called for me to enter, and I stepped inside. The office was spacious, decorated with framed posters of past CWF legends, the smell of leather and polished wood filling the air. Mr. Holyfield sat behind his large mahogany desk, his steely eyes focused on a stack of papers in front of him.

“Maury. Or should I say, Marissa,” he greeted with a smirk, motioning for me to sit.

I sat down, my heart thudding in my chest. “You wanted to see me?”

He leaned back in his chair, folding his hands in front of him. “Yes. I’ve been watching you closely over the past few months, and I have to say, you’ve been doing an excellent job.”

“Thank you,” I said, unsure where this was going.

He reached for a folder on his desk and slid it across to me. “We want to make it official. Marissa has been a huge success, and the fans love you. You’ve brought something new, something fresh to the CWF. And we want to keep that momentum going.”

I blinked, staring at the folder in front of me. “What do you mean?”

“A contract,” Mr. Holyfield said smoothly. “We want to keep you on as Marissa permanently. Full-time. And trust me, it comes with a very generous salary.”

My heart skipped a beat as I opened the folder and scanned the papers inside. It was all there—details of the contract, the terms, the pay. It was more money than I had ever dreamed of making, enough to set me up for life. I should have been overjoyed. This was stability, security, something solid in a world that was anything but.

But as I stared at the contract, a sense of dread crept over me. Staying on as Marissa full-time meant that my dream of wrestling, of being in the ring, was slipping further away. I had come here to wrestle, to prove myself, and while being Marissa had given me opportunities I never imagined, it wasn’t what I had truly wanted.

“I... I don’t know,” I said hesitantly, closing the folder. “This is a great offer, but...”

Mr. Holyfield raised an eyebrow. “But?”

“I came here to wrestle,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “Being Marissa has been incredible, but I still want to get in the ring. I don’t want to give up on that dream.”

Mr. Holyfield leaned forward, his expression serious. “Maury, I understand your passion for wrestling, but let’s be honest—Marissa is where the money is. You’ve already built a brand, a persona that people are invested in. Wrestling? It’s a tough business. Not everyone makes it. But Marissa? She’s already a star.”

I knew he was right. Marissa had become a sensation, and the fans loved her. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was losing something important. Wrestling had been my dream for so long, and even though being Marissa had opened doors for me, I wasn’t ready to give up on what I had set out to do.

“I need some time to think about it,” I said finally, my mind swirling with indecision.

Mr. Holyfield nodded, leaning back in his chair once more. “Take all the time you need. But don’t wait too long. Opportunities like this don’t come around every day.”

Later that evening, I found myself sitting alone in my apartment, the contract from Mr. Holyfield lying on the coffee table in front of me. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, about what it meant. Signing that contract would mean solidifying Marissa’s place in the CWF, locking in a future that was safe, stable. But it also meant leaving behind the dream I had fought for since I was a kid.

As I sat there, lost in thought, there was a knock at the door. I wasn’t expecting anyone, but when I opened the door, Justin Matters—Thunder Thor—stood on the other side.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and casual. “Can I come in?”

I stepped aside, still caught off guard by his sudden appearance. “Sure.”

He walked in, glancing around my apartment before his eyes settled on the contract sitting on the table. He raised an eyebrow.

“So, it’s true then. Mr. Holyfield offered you the big contract?”

I nodded, sinking back into the couch. “Yeah. Full-time as Marissa.”

He sat beside me, his presence as commanding as always, but there was a softness in his eyes that I had grown used to seeing when we were alone. “And?”

“And I don’t know if I want it,” I admitted, the words spilling out before I could stop them. “I mean, it’s a great offer, but... I still want to wrestle. That’s why I came here in the first place.”

He was silent for a moment, his gaze thoughtful. Then he turned to me, his expression serious. “What if I told you that you could have both?”

I frowned, confused. “Both? What do you mean?”

“I mean, what if I trained you?” Justin said, his voice steady. “I’ve seen you, Maury. You’ve got potential. You’ve got heart. And yeah, maybe you’re not ready to jump in the ring right now, but with the right training? You could be. You could be both Marissa and a wrestler.”

My heart skipped a beat, my mind reeling at the possibility. “You’d train me?”

He nodded, his eyes locked on mine. “Yeah. I believe in you, Maury. I know you’ve got what it takes. And this doesn’t have to be one or the other. You don’t have to choose between being Marissa and being a wrestler. You can be both.”

I stared at him, the weight of his words sinking in. For so long, I had been stuck in this mental battle, thinking I had to choose one path over the other. But now, with Justin’s offer, it didn’t feel so black and white. Could I really be both? Could I continue as Marissa, embracing that part of myself, while also pursuing my dream of wrestling?

“Why are you doing this?” I asked, my voice quiet.

He leaned closer, his eyes softening. “Because I care about you, Maury. More than just as my Diva. I care about you as a person. And I want you to succeed—both in the ring and outside of it.”

His words sent a warmth spreading through my chest, and I found myself smiling, despite the uncertainty that still lingered in my mind. Justin had always been there for me, supporting me, believing in me, even when I wasn’t sure I believed in myself.

“I don’t know what to say,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly.

“Say yes,” he said with a grin. “Say you’ll let me train you. Say you’ll keep being Marissa, but you’ll also chase your dream. You don’t have to give up one for the other.”

I took a deep breath, my mind racing. It was tempting—so tempting. The idea of being trained by someone like Justin, of finally getting my shot in the ring, all while continuing to embrace this new, glamorous side of myself as Marissa—it felt like everything I had wanted, all coming together in a way I hadn’t expected.

“Okay,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll do it.”

Justin’s grin widened, and he clapped me on the shoulder.

“That’s what I like to hear.”
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Over the next few weeks, my life became a whirlwind of transformation. By day, I was Marissa—the Diva everyone knew and loved, attending events, walking beside Justin for matches, and soaking in the attention. But by night, I was back in the training room, working with Justin, learning the ins and outs of wrestling from someone who had mastered the art.

It wasn’t easy. The training was brutal—hours spent in the gym, perfecting my technique, learning how to take hits, how to execute moves with precision. He was tough, but fair, pushing me to my limits while encouraging me every step of the way.

“You’ve got this,” he’d say after each grueling session.

“I see it in you. You’re going to be a star.”

And for the first time, I started to believe him.

The more I trained, the more comfortable I became with the duality of my life. I could be both—Marissa, the glamorous Diva who dazzled the crowd, and Maury, the wrestler who fought for his dreams. The lines between the two identities blurred, but instead of feeling lost, I started to feel whole.

There were moments when it was difficult—when I questioned whether I was truly cut out for the wrestling world, or if I was simply chasing an impossible dream. But every time those doubts crept in, Justin was there, reminding me of what I was capable of.

“You’re stronger than you think,” he’d say, his voice steady, his eyes locked on mine.

“You’ve already come this far. Don’t stop now.”

And I didn’t.

The day I signed the contract to remain as Marissa full-time, I felt a sense of peace wash over me. This was who I was now—a blend of the fierce, glamorous Diva and the scrappy wrestler-in-training.

I didn’t have to choose.

I could be both.

As I handed the contract back to Mr. Holyfield, a smile tugged at the corner of my lips. This was the start of something new, something bigger than I had ever imagined.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED were a blur of training, appearances, and late-night conversations with Justin. As Marissa, I had fully embraced my role, diving headfirst into the world of wrestling with a newfound confidence. I was balancing my public persona as the glamorous Diva with my private, intense wrestling training with Justin, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I was exactly where I was meant to be.

I would strut out to the ring beside Justin for his matches, my heels clicking against the mat, the roar of the crowd filling my ears. The attention, the cheers—it was exhilarating. But after the matches, when the crowd had dispersed and the lights had dimmed, Justin and I would head back to the gym, where the real work began.

It wasn’t just about the glitz and glamor anymore. He was pushing me harder in the ring, teaching me every trick, every move he had learned over the years. I could feel my body growing stronger, more agile. The scrappy kid who had once stepped off the bus, starry-eyed and naive, was being replaced by someone tougher, someone more sure of themselves.

And through it all, Justin was there, by my side. He had become more than just my mentor or my wrestling idol—he had become my confidant, my support system. And somewhere along the way, we had crossed a line neither of us had expected to cross.
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One night, after a particularly grueling training session, we found ourselves alone in the locker room, the dim lights casting soft shadows across the tiled walls. I was still dressed as Marissa, my makeup smudged from the sweat, my blonde wig slightly askew. Justin sat across from me on the bench, his shirt discarded after the workout, leaving his chiseled torso exposed.

“You’re getting better,” he said, his voice low as he wiped the sweat from his forehead with a towel. “I can see the improvement. You’re faster, more controlled.”

“Thanks,” I murmured, my heart still racing from the intensity of our session. “I feel like I’m finally getting the hang of it.”

He smiled, his eyes lingering on me, and I felt that familiar warmth spread through my chest. The way he looked at me—it was different now. There was something deeper there, something I couldn’t quite put into words.

“Can I ask you something?” I said quietly, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Anything.”

“Why are you doing this?” I asked, my eyes searching his. “Why are you helping me like this?”

He paused, his expression softening. “Because I believe in you. And because... I care about you. A lot.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I looked away, suddenly feeling vulnerable. “I care about you too,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly. “But this... us... it’s complicated.”
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He stood up and crossed the room, closing the distance between us. He reached out, gently cupping my face in his hands, forcing me to meet his gaze. “It doesn’t have to be,” he said softly. “I know what I want, and I think you do too.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. The tension between us was palpable, the air thick with unspoken desire. I could feel the heat radiating off his skin, the steady rhythm of his breathing as his thumb brushed gently against my cheek.

Without thinking, I leaned in, my lips meeting his in a soft, tentative kiss. It was gentle at first, hesitant, like we were both testing the waters. But as the kiss deepened, the world around us seemed to fade away, leaving only the warmth of his lips, the feel of his hands on my skin.

His arms wrapped around me, pulling me closer, and I melted into him, my body pressing against his. The kiss grew more urgent, more heated, as months of tension, of unspoken emotions, finally spilled over. I could feel his hands sliding down my back, tracing the curves of my body as I clung to him, my fingers tangled in his hair.

We pulled apart, both of us breathing heavily, our foreheads resting against each other as we caught our breath.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he whispered, his voice husky with emotion.

“Me too,” I admitted, my heart racing.

He smiled, his hand slipping down to rest on my waist.

“Then why are we fighting it?”

“Because we’re wrestlers, I guess,” I let out a small chuckle.

I didn’t have a real answer. All I knew was that at that moment, everything felt right. It didn’t matter that we were in a locker room or that my wig was a sweaty mess. All that mattered was us—the connection between us, the way he made me feel.

“I’m not fighting it anymore,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss him again.

This time, the kiss was more intense, more desperate, as if we were both afraid that the moment would slip away. His hands roamed my body, his touch igniting a fire inside me that I hadn’t realized was there. I could feel the roughness of his hands against the softness of my skin, the way his muscles tensed under my touch as I ran my hands over his chest.

Before I knew it, we were on the bench, tangled together in a mess of limbs, our bodies pressed so tightly against each other that it was hard to tell where one of us ended and the other began. I could feel the heat of his breath against my neck, the way his hands gripped my hips as he pulled me closer.

I let myself get lost in the moment, in the feel of him, in the way he made me feel so wanted, so alive. There was something intoxicating about it, something that made me forget about everything else—about wrestling, about the future, about who I was supposed to be.

At that moment, I was just Marissa. And I was his.

Afterward, we lay there on the bench, the dim light casting soft shadows over our bodies as we caught our breath. Justin’s arm was draped lazily over my waist, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin as we lay in comfortable silence.

“That was...” he began, but he trailed off, as if searching for the right words.
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“Yeah,” I agreed, a soft smile tugging at my lips. “It was.”

He chuckled, his hand sliding up to cup my face as he pulled me in for another gentle kiss. “I don’t want this to be a one-time thing, Marissa. I mean that.”

My heart fluttered at the sincerity in his voice, and I looked up at him, my hand resting on his chest. “I don’t either.”

There was a moment of silence as we both just lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, the weight of everything that had happened finally sinking in. I had never felt so close to anyone before, never felt so seen, so understood. With him, I didn’t have to choose between being Maury and being Marissa. I could be both, and he accepted me for it.

But there was still that lingering fear in the back of my mind. What would this mean for us? For my career? For everything I had worked so hard to build?

“I don’t want to lose myself in this,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“You won’t,” Justin said softly, his thumb brushing against my cheek.

“I won’t let you.”

I smiled, leaning into his touch. “Promise?”

“Promise.”

The next morning, I was called into Mr. Holyfield’s office again. My heart was still racing from the events of the previous night, but I knew I had to focus. Whatever this was between Justin and me, it would have to wait. Right now, I had to deal with whatever news Mr. Holyfield had for me.

I stepped into his office, and he greeted me with that same knowing smirk. “Marissa, take a seat.”

I did as I was told, my hands folded in my lap, trying to steady my nerves. “You wanted to see me?”

“I’ve made a decision,” Mr. Holyfield said, leaning forward in his chair. “After reviewing everything, I’ve decided that it’s time to take Marissa to the next level.”

My heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

“I’m talking about wrestling, Marissa,” he said, his voice calm and steady. “You’ve proven yourself as a Diva, but now it’s time to prove yourself in the ring.”

My eyes widened in shock. “You mean... I’m going to wrestle?”

He nodded. “Yes. But here’s the catch—you’ll be wrestling against the men.”

“Because you’re not on hormones,” he continued, his tone matter-of-fact. “It wouldn’t be fair to the women, and frankly, you’re better suited for the men’s division. You’ve been training hard, and I think you’re ready.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I had dreamed of wrestling for so long, but to hear that I would be going up against the men, competing in the same division as the wrestlers I had admired for years—it was overwhelming.

“I don’t know what to say,” I stammered, my heart racing. “I’m—this is everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Mr. Holyfield smiled, his steely eyes softening just a bit. “I thought you might like that. You’ve proven that you’re more than just a pretty face, Marissa. You’ve got grit, and you’ve earned your place in that ring. But there’s one more thing.”

“What’s that?” I asked, still trying to wrap my head around the fact that I was actually going to wrestle.

“You’ll need to stop wearing wigs,” Mr. Holyfield said, his voice taking on a more serious tone. “From now on, we’ll be using hair extensions. They’ll be more durable for the matches, and you won’t have to worry about your hair getting in the way.”

I blinked, taken aback. “No more wigs?”

“No more wigs,” he confirmed. “The extensions will look just as good, trust me. But in the ring, we need practicality. And you’ll still have that same iconic look.”

I nodded, still processing everything. This was a huge change—no longer just a Diva, but a wrestler. No longer just Marissa, but a true competitor. It felt surreal, like my dreams and reality were colliding in a way I hadn’t expected.

“And before you ask,” Mr. Holyfield continued, leaning back in his chair, “this was all at the request of Thunder Thor.”

My eyes widened. “Justin?”

Mr. Holyfield nodded, his expression unreadable. “He came to me personally, vouching for you. Said you’ve been training hard and that you’re ready for this. He believes in you, Marissa. And frankly, so do I.”

Before I could respond, the door to Mr. Holyfield’s office creaked open, and Justin stepped inside, his presence commanding as always. His eyes locked onto mine, and I could feel the warmth of his gaze, the unspoken connection between us still fresh in my mind from the night before.

“Hope I’m not interrupting,” Justin said, his voice low and calm.

“Not at all,” Mr. Holyfield replied, motioning for Justin to join us.

“We were just talking about you.”

He smirked, his eyes never leaving mine. “Good things, I hope.”

Mr. Holyfield chuckled. “Always. Marissa here was just hearing the news about her wrestling debut.”

Justin’s smile widened, and he crossed the room, stopping beside me. “I knew you could do it,” he said softly, his voice filled with pride.

I felt a rush of emotion as I looked up at him, my heart swelling with gratitude and affection. He had believed in me when I wasn’t sure I believed in myself, and now, here we were—on the brink of something huge, something that could change everything.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

“It’s happening,” Justin said, his hand resting on my shoulder, the weight of his touch grounding me.

“And you’re ready for it.”

I looked between Justin and Mr. Holyfield, my mind still racing with all the possibilities. This was everything I had dreamed of, everything I had worked for. But it wasn’t just about the wrestling anymore. It was about finding my place in this world, about discovering who I was—both as Maury and as Marissa.
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“You’re going to do great,” Mr. Holyfield said, his voice filled with confidence. “The fans are going to love seeing you in the ring.”

I nodded, a wave of determination washing over me. “I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t,” he replied with a grin.

“Now, go get ready. Your first match is in a week.”

A week. That wasn’t much time, but it was enough. I had been training for months, and now it was time to show the world what I was capable of.

Justin gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze before stepping back.

“Come on, Marissa. We’ve got work to do.”

I stood up, my heart pounding with excitement, nerves, and anticipation. As I followed Justin out of the office, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride. I had come so far, both in the ring and out. And now, I was finally stepping into the role I had always dreamed of—the role of a wrestler.

As we walked down the hallway toward the training room, Justin turned to me, his expression serious but filled with warmth. “You ready for this?”

I nodded, my determination clear. “More than ready.”


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE LIGHTS IN THE ARENA dimmed, plunging the massive stadium into a sea of darkness. The crowd buzzed with anticipation, thousands of fans on the edge of their seats, waiting for the next big entrance. My heart raced as I stood backstage, my hand brushing nervously over my wrestling gear—a glittering red outfit, custom-made for tonight’s match.

The thigh-high boots added inches to my height, and the outfit itself hugged my body in all the right places, making me feel both powerful and undeniably feminine. My long, newly extended hair flowed down my back, styled to perfection.

The night had finally arrived. Marissa—the Diva, the wrestler—was about to make her official in-ring debut. But this wasn’t just about the match. This was about proving myself, not only to the fans but to the wrestling world. And more than that, it was about finally embracing who I had become—both Marissa and Maury, all in one.

Thunder Thor stood beside me, his stoic presence a comforting reminder of everything we had been through together. His gaze was locked forward, unflinching as always, but I knew him well enough by now to see the glimmer of excitement in his eyes. This match was important for both of us. We were stepping into the ring together, not just as tag team partners, but as something more.

I turned to him, biting my lip nervously. "Are you really okay with this? After the announcement, after everything... you know they’re already talking. Everyone knows now that I’m not... you know, a real girl."

His eyes softened as he turned to me, his expression unwavering.

"Marissa," he said, his voice low and steady, "I don’t give a damn about what they say. This isn’t about my sexual preferences, or what anyone else thinks. It’s about who’s wearing this belt," he paused, resting a hand on the championship belt slung over his shoulder, "and the most gorgeous woman fighting alongside me."

A warmth spread through my chest, the knot of nerves loosening slightly. He leaned in, his lips brushing gently against mine, and I melted into him, feeling the strength of his embrace. The kiss was soft, but filled with the promise of everything we had been through, everything we had yet to face.

"I love you," I whispered, pulling back just enough to meet his eyes.

"I love you too," he murmured, his hand cupping my cheek.

"And we’re going to win this. Together."

A surge of confidence washed over me, and I nodded, feeling more ready than I ever had before. This was it. This was our moment.
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The opening chords of my entrance music blasted through the speakers, shaking the stadium to its core. It was a fierce, empowering anthem that screamed female strength and confidence—a perfect fit for Marissa. The crowd roared to life as the spotlight illuminated the ramp, and I stepped out, strutting down the aisle like I owned the place.

To my surprise, instead of the boos I had been dreading after the revelation of my identity, I was met with thunderous cheers. The fans were on their feet, clapping and shouting, their energy vibrating through the entire arena. My breath caught in my throat for a second, but I quickly recovered, flipping my hair back dramatically and striking a pose. I twirled around, blowing kisses to the audience, giving them the full Marissa experience. They loved it.

They loved me.

I sauntered down the ramp, each step perfectly timed to the beat of the music, my glittering red outfit catching the light in a dazzling display. My boots clicked against the floor, and the cape that trailed behind me added just the right amount of flair. I threw off the cape as I reached the ring, revealing my toned figure beneath the tight wrestling gear, and struck a bold pose that sent the crowd into a frenzy.

I caught a glimpse of Justin, standing behind me with his signature stoic expression, but even he couldn’t help the small smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. I flipped my hair again, twirled once more for good measure, and then stepped into the ring with a sultry wave to the cameras.

The crowd roared even louder.

I threw off my robe, tossing it dramatically to the side, and stood tall in the center of the ring, feeling the power of the moment. This was it—Marissa wasn’t just a sidekick anymore. She was a wrestler in her own right, and the crowd knew it.

The match was set—a tag team battle against Big Boy Brad and Luisito, two of the CWF’s toughest, most smug wrestlers. I glanced across the ring at them as they made their entrance, their arrogance oozing from every pore. Big Boy Brad was a hulking figure, his body covered in tattoos, with a sneer permanently etched on his face. His black and gold wrestling gear clung tightly to his massive frame, the championship belt he once held no longer around his waist—a sore spot I knew he was itching to rectify tonight.

Beside him, Luisito—smaller, but equally dangerous—wore a flashy, sequined outfit that shimmered under the stadium lights. He was known for his speed and ruthless tactics, and the smug grin plastered across his face made it clear he didn’t take me seriously. Not yet, anyway.

But I wasn’t intimidated. Not anymore.

The bell rang, and the match was on. Justin started things off, immediately locking up with Brad in a test of strength. The two men grappled fiercely, their muscles straining as they fought for control. The crowd roared as Justin slammed Brad into the corner, delivering a series of brutal punches that echoed through the arena.

Brad retaliated with a clothesline that nearly took Justin’s head off, but he dodged just in time, retaliating with a powerful suplex that sent Brad crashing to the mat.

The action was fast and intense, but I could feel the anticipation building in the crowd. They were waiting for me—for Marissa—to get involved.

When Justin tagged me in, the crowd erupted, and I stepped into the ring, my heart pounding with a mix of adrenaline and excitement. This was my moment to prove that I wasn’t just there to look pretty. I was a wrestler, and I was ready to fight.

Luisito stepped forward, his grin widening as he sized me up. He clearly didn’t think much of me—just another Diva playing dress-up in the ring. But I was about to show him just how wrong he was.

The moment we locked up, I could feel the tension in his body, the way he underestimated my strength. I ducked under his arm, delivering a swift kick to his side, and followed it up with a spinning heel kick that caught him right in the jaw. The crowd went wild as he staggered back, clearly surprised by my agility.

He then rushed towards me—hitting me with a headbutt causing me to fall.
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“Ah!” I let out.

Quickly, I picked myself up but Luisito lunged at me. I dodged his attack, catching him off guard with a series of rapid punches before delivering a snap suplex that sent him crashing to the mat. The roar of the crowd was deafening as I stood tall, my arms raised in victory.

But it wasn’t over yet. Luisito scrambled to his feet, his expression darkening as he charged at me again. This time, I was ready. I sidestepped his attack and hit him with a devastating DDT, slamming his head into the mat. The crowd erupted as Luisito lay stunned, barely able to move.

I tagged Justin back in, and together, we finished off Luisito and Brad with a perfectly coordinated tag team move—Justin lifted Brad into the air for a powerbomb, while I took out Luisito with a running bulldog. The ref counted to three, and just like that, we had won.

The crowd exploded, their cheers filling the arena as Justin and I stood in the center of the ring, victorious.

After the match, the adrenaline still pulsed through my veins as I stood in the center of the ring beside Justin. The lights were bright, the cameras flashing, and the energy of the crowd was electric. But something bigger was about to happen.

Justin reached for a microphone, his chest still heaving from the exertion of the match. He looked out at the crowd, his voice calm but filled with emotion.

“I’ve got something to say,” he announced, his voice booming through the arena. The crowd quieted, their attention riveted on him.

He turned to me, his eyes softening as he spoke. “Marissa is more than just my wrestling partner. She’s the love of my life.”

A murmur ran through the crowd, and I felt my breath catch in my throat as Justin continued.

“For a long time, we didn’t tell you the whole truth about who Marissa is. And I’m sorry for that. But the truth is, I don’t care what anyone thinks about who she is or where she comes from. What I care about is that she’s here, standing beside me, and I’ll defend her the same way I defend this title.”

He lifted his championship belt high in the air, the crowd roaring in approval. My heart swelled with emotion, tears pricking the corners of my eyes as I looked at him.

“And if anyone has a problem with that,” he added, his gaze sweeping across the arena, “then you can take it up with me.”

The crowd erupted into applause, their cheers louder than ever as he turned to me, pulling me into the center of the ring. He looked down at me, his eyes filled with love and pride.
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“I love you, Marissa,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “And I’m never letting you go.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the roar of the crowd.

He leaned in, and we kissed—right there in the center of the ring, under the flashing lights, with thousands of fans cheering us on. It was perfect. Everything I had ever wanted, and more.

As we stood there, hand in hand, the cameras flashing and the crowd chanting our names, I realized that I had found my place. I wasn’t just a Diva or a wrestler—I was both.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN THREE MONTHS since my in-ring debut, and things had changed in ways I never could have anticipated. The rush of that first match, the thrill of standing in the ring as Marissa, the roar of the crowd—it had all felt like a dream come true. But something deeper had shifted within me that night. Something I couldn’t ignore.

That’s why, for the past few weeks, I’d been meeting with a gender specialist. It was my third appointment today, and each time I came in, I felt a little closer to understanding myself, to peeling back the layers of confusion and doubt that had clouded my mind for so long.
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I sat in the specialist’s office, fidgeting slightly as I waited for Dr. Morrow to enter. The walls were soft pastel shades, designed to make people feel comfortable, but I couldn’t shake the nerves. Even though I had been working on accepting myself as Marissa, as something more than just a persona, there was still a part of me that was scared.

Scared of what this meant, scared of what was to come.

The door opened, and Dr. Morrow, a kind woman in her late forties, with soft eyes and a reassuring presence, walked in with her clipboard. She smiled warmly as she sat down across from me, her demeanor as gentle as ever.

“How are you feeling today, Marissa?” she asked, her tone soft but direct.

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the question. “Honestly? A little nervous.”

“That’s understandable,” Dr. Morrow said, nodding. “This is a big step. But you’ve been doing so well, and I think you’ve already uncovered a lot about yourself over these past few sessions.”

I nodded, though my mind was still buzzing with uncertainty.

“Yeah, I guess. It’s just... everything is moving so fast.”

She leaned forward slightly, her eyes studying me carefully.

“Marissa, you’ve told me a lot about your childhood, your experiences, and how you’ve felt about yourself for a long time. You also could’ve easily walked away from the offer of being a Diva but there was something inside you that truly wanted it. And based on everything we’ve discussed, I believe you’ve been experiencing gender dysphoria for most of your life.”

The words hit me hard, even though I had known it deep down for a while. Hearing them out loud, from a professional, made it all the more real.

“You’ve been suppressing these feelings for a long time,” Dr. Morrow continued gently. “The idolization you mentioned with Thunder Thor—Justin—wasn’t just admiration. It was romantic attraction that you couldn’t recognize at the time because you were suppressing those feelings along with your identity.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest.

“So, what does that mean? That I’m... trans?”

Dr. Morrow smiled softly, her eyes filled with understanding.

“Yes, Marissa. You are. You’ve always been a woman, but for a long time, you didn’t allow yourself to fully accept it. And now that you’re beginning to, it’s going to take time to adjust. But this is who you truly are.”

I sat there, letting her words sink in. Part of me had always known, hadn’t I? The way I felt as Marissa, the way I had embraced her more and more. The wrestling world might have seen her as a persona, but for me, it was something deeper. It was a reflection of who I had always been, even if I hadn’t fully realized it.

She leaned back slightly. “You mentioned that you’re worried about how this might affect your wrestling career, especially if you start hormone replacement therapy.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, rubbing the back of my neck. “I still love wrestling. It’s what I’ve always wanted to do. But if I start taking hormones, it might change my body in ways that could interfere with that.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “That’s true. Hormones will affect your muscle mass, your stamina, and your overall strength. It’s something to consider carefully. But there are ways to transition at a pace that feels right for you. You don’t have to make every decision all at once.”

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief at her words. There was no rush, no pressure to do everything at once. I could take my time, figure out what was right for me, for both my identity and my career.

“I’ve actually already made one decision,” I said, biting my lip nervously.

Dr. Morrow raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“I’ve booked an appointment for breast augmentation. I mean, I’ve been wearing breastplates so I figured why not just make it permanent.”

She smiled warmly. “That’s a wonderful step, Marissa. You’re doing what feels right for you, and that’s the most important thing. How do you feel about it?”

“Nervous, but excited,” I admitted. “I think it’ll help me feel more... like myself without taking estrogen.”

She nodded, her expression supportive. “I’m glad to hear that. And remember, this is your journey. You get to decide what steps to take and when. You’re in control.”

Later that evening, I found myself sitting in Justin’s apartment, the two of us curled up on the couch after a long day. We hadn’t talked much about my appointments with Dr. Morrow, though he knew I had been seeing a specialist. But now, after everything that had been discussed today, I knew it was time to share everything with him.
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“Justin?” I began, my voice soft, my hand resting on his arm.

“Yeah?” He turned to face me, his expression warm and attentive.

“There’s something I need to tell you.”

He raised an eyebrow, his eyes flickering with curiosity. “What’s up?”

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding. “I’ve been seeing a gender specialist. And, well... she thinks I’m truly trans based on what I feel and my childhood recollections and that all of this—everything I’ve been feeling, even when I idolized you—it was more than just admiration. It was romantic attraction that I was suppressing.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, just stared at me, his eyes soft but intense. I could see the wheels turning in his head as he processed what I was saying.

“And I think... she’s right,” I continued, my voice trembling slightly. “I’ve been feeling this way for a long time, and I just didn’t realize it. But now... I do. I’m trans, Justin. But I’m not sure I’m ready for hormones yet and I know that I don’t look as feminine as—"

He reached out, gently taking my hand in his, his grip warm and reassuring. “Marissa, I don’t care about that. I don’t care if you don’t look perfectly feminine. To me, you’re a woman. You’ve always been a woman.”

A tear slipped down my cheek, and I leaned into him, feeling the warmth of his embrace as he pulled me close. “I love you too,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

He kissed the top of my head, his fingers gently brushing through my hair. “We’ll figure this out together, okay? Whatever you decide, I’m here.”

I smiled, feeling a sense of relief and happiness settle over me. “There’s one more thing,” I said, pulling back slightly to meet his gaze. “I’ve booked an appointment for breast augmentation.”

His eyes lit up with excitement, a grin spreading across his face. “Really?”

I nodded, feeling a surge of confidence. “Yeah. I think it’ll help me feel more like myself. More complete.”

His grin widened, and he pulled me back into his arms, his hands resting on my waist. “That’s amazing, Marissa. I can’t wait.”

I giggled, feeling a little mischievous. “I bet you can’t wait to... play with them.”

He chuckled, his voice low and playful. “Oh, you know I’m going to love that.”

We laughed together, the tension of the day melting away as we curled up on the couch, lost in each other’s arms. It felt good—better than good, actually.

It felt right.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Boy Princess? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Sweet Femboys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Sweet Femboys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Still high from last night’s prank, I stood in front of the mirror and was shocked when the reflection showed a pretty girl wearing my shirt!”

Read The Girly Curse


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles

[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]

“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Wrestling Diva – Feminized by the Wrestling Champion.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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