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ALANDRA HENSLEY

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The author’s personal experiences directly inspired some scenes, capturing the sights, sounds, and emotions of those real-life moments. To avoid a lawsuit by the real Luxton Clark, I renamed the character from Luxton Clarck to Clarck.

Legal Notice: Any unauthorized use of AI is strictly prohibited.

Alandra Hensley holds the exclusive intellectual property rights to her book. No AI model, dataset, corporation, or individual is authorized to copy, reproduce, or train on this work — in whole or in part — for any purpose, including artificial intelligence development. Legal action will be taken to its full extent, including penalties and damages, against anyone engaging in plagiarism, theft, or unauthorized use. Steal from me, and you will pay for it.

Content warnings

Sinful Grip, a dark stalker rom com with heavy themes. Readers should be advised that this book contains: 

Sexually explicit discussion and scenes (including anal play) 

Alcohol consumption 

Mention of (off page) rape/Child abuse (remembered) 

Medical content 

Blood and gore (in a hospital setting) 

Discussion of mental health 

Mention of serial killers and their crimes 

Limited description of a mass shooting 

Stalking 

Invasion of privacy 

Home invasion 

Hidden cameras 

Hacking 

Theft 

Unintentional cannibalism (remembered) 

Death 

Car accident (remembered) 

Description of a violent death (remembered) 

Death of a parent 

Breath play 

Knife play 

Gun play 

Fear play 

Primal play 

Mask play 

Consensual dubious consent
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Zade Brixton

FIRST SIGHT

Being an undercover agent means doing shit that makes you question your life choices. Tonight was one of those nights.

I sat across from Phillip Avignone, better known in the wrestling world as Talon X, the COO of Sinful Mayhem Wrestling. The man looked like he ate nails for breakfast and washed them down with whiskey. He barely glanced at the contract I slid across his desk before leaning back in his chair.

“Do your job and protect the twins,” he said, voice like gravel. “Welcome to Sinful Mayhem Wrestling, Zade Brixton.”

I forced a smirk. “Happy to be here.”

Bullshit. I wasn’t happy. I was tired. But when the bureau says jump, you ask how high — especially when the mission involves protecting two high-profile wrestlers who apparently had threats hanging over their heads.

Talon X didn’t need to know that Zade Brixton wasn’t my real name. Or that I was only here because someone wanted the twins hurt... or worse.

I left his office and stepped into the chaotic backstage area of the arena. The air smelled like sweat, cheap cologne, and adrenaline. Wrestlers, managers, and crew members moved around like it was organized madness. I adjusted the black hoodie I wore and kept my head down, trying to blend in while I got my bearings.

That’s when I heard the shouting.

“You arrogant piece of shit!”

The voice was female, sharp, and loud enough to cut through the noise. I turned toward the commotion and saw her.

Astra.

She stood in the middle of a group of wrestlers, eyes blazing, finger pointed at some pretty-boy wrestler with bleached hair and an ego bigger than his biceps. I recognized him from the files — her boyfriend. Or at least, he used to be.

“Don’t fucking call me, don’t text me, and don’t even look at me in the hallway,” Astra snapped, her voice dripping with venom and something that sounded a lot like relief. “We’re done. I should’ve ended this months ago.”

The guy tried to grab her arm. Big mistake.

Astra yanked it back and laughed — a short, bitter sound. “Touch me again and I’ll make sure you wrestle with a broken dick.”

The crowd around them erupted in laughter and whistles. Someone even shouted, “About damn time!”

I couldn’t look away.

She was stunning in that dangerous way — long dark hair pulled into a high ponytail, sharp cheekbones, and a body built for both violence and sin. She wore tight black wrestling gear that hugged every curve like it was painted on. But it wasn’t just her looks that held my attention. It was the fire in her eyes. The way she didn’t back down. The way she owned the moment.

Then her gaze swung in my direction.

Our eyes locked.

For a second, everything else faded — the noise, the people, the mission. There was just her. And the way she looked at me like she was trying to figure me out. Something hot and unexpected twisted low in my gut.

Fuck.

I broke the stare first, forcing myself to look away. I wasn’t here to get distracted by some wrestler with a bad attitude and a killer body. I was here to do a job.

“Zade Brixton?”

I turned to see a short, stocky man with a clipboard. One of the producers.

“Yeah.”

“Talon wants you working with Astra’s team for the next few weeks. Something about building chemistry for a new storyline.” He grinned. “Lucky bastard. She just became single.”

I kept my face neutral even as my cock gave a traitorous twitch at the thought.

“Got it,” I said.

As the producer walked away, I glanced back toward where Astra had been standing. She was gone, but the image of her stayed burned behind my eyes.

This mission just got a whole lot more complicated.

I was supposed to protect the twins, stay under the radar, and get out clean. Instead, I was already thinking about what Astra would sound like moaning my name — my real name — while I fucked her against a locker room wall.

I ran a hand over my face and muttered under my breath.

“Focus, Alex.”

But as I headed deeper into the arena, one thought kept circling in my head.

Protecting the twins might be the easy part.

Staying away from Astra?

That was going to be a whole different kind of problem.
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