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For every woman who was told she was too much —

too sharp, too guarded, too dangerous to love.

You were never too much.

You just hadn't met the right person yet.

About This Book

She kissed him to save her life. She didn't expect him to change it.

Selena Reyes is the Red Viper — the most feared assassin no one has ever seen. She doesn't make mistakes. She doesn't leave witnesses. And she absolutely does not get distracted by a stranger at a Miami bar.

Until she does.

One desperate kiss to shake a tail. Thirty seconds that rewire everything. Now the man she used as cover is hunting her across two countries — not to bring her in, but because he can't let her go.

Devonte Davian has seen dangerous. He's built his life around it. But Selena is something else entirely. And when her past puts a price on both their heads, they'll have to decide if what's between them is worth bleeding for.

Some missions you don't walk away from. Some people you don't either.

Assassin's Kiss is a dark romance featuring a lethal Latina heroine, a relentless hero who never backs down, globe-trotting suspense, and an HEA.

— Blaze Fire
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Chapter One – The Escape Kiss
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✦ ✦ ✦

Selena Reyes had exactly twenty-five seconds before Viktor Volkov's men realized she'd killed him.

The Havana Lounge in downtown Miami had no idea. Latin jazz curled through amber-lit air alongside the slow burn of aged rum and expensive perfume, crystal clinking, laughter easy and unhurried. The kind of place where secrets thrived precisely because no one expected them to.

She moved through the crowd like liquid smoke — graceful, unhurried, completely in control. Her emerald dress clung to every curve. Loose waves of deep red hair fell down her back, drawing looks she didn't return. She had the kind of face that made men forget to be careful.

Which was exactly the point.

Two of Volkov's personal bodyguards had already clocked the red-haired woman leaving the Fontainebleau penthouse. They didn't know she was the Red Viper — no one alive knew her face — but they knew enough to move on her. They were inside the lounge now. Pushing. Scanning. Hands near weapons.

Side exit: blocked. Front door: too exposed. Eighteen seconds.

Her green eyes swept the room and locked onto a man at the far end of the bar.

Tall — 6'3" at least — with a build that strained his fitted black button-down, the fabric warm under the amber lights. Long braids to his shoulders. Caramel skin, the kind of stillness that came from never needing to prove anything. A glass of bourbon sat untouched at his elbow.

Exactly what she needed.

She didn't hesitate. She closed the distance in seconds, grabbed the front of his shirt, rose onto her toes, and kissed him.

Devonte Davian went still for half a heartbeat.

Then every instinct fired at once.

His hands found her waist before his brain caught up — pulling her flush against him, her body fitting against his like something inevitable. He kissed her back with a hunger that surprised even him, one hand sliding into her hair to angle her where he wanted, a low growl building in his chest.

Heat cracked through Selena like a current. Her fingers tightened in his shirt. She had kissed marks before — cold, calculated, surgical. This was none of those things. This stranger kissed her like he'd been looking for her specifically.

The bodyguards slowed a few feet away. Scanned the couple at the bar. Moved on.

Selena pulled back. Both breathing hard. Her lips were numb in a way she hadn't accounted for.

"Gracias por el salvavidas, papi," she breathed — warm velvet and goodbye in four words. She didn't translate. He didn't need it.

She pressed one last unhurried kiss to the corner of his mouth, let her fingers trail down his chest, and melted back into the crowd. Those flame-colored strands caught the light one last time before she was gone.

Devonte stood rooted where he was. He could still feel the shape of her waist in his hands — the way she’d fit against him, immediate and exact. He touched his mouth with two fingers — tasting something faintly sweet — then pressed the diamond stud in his left ear.

Tommy’s voice came through immediately. “Boss. That woman — she came out of nowhere and vanished just as fast. Want me to run facial rec?”

Devonte's eyes stayed on the side door. A slow smile crossed his face — not amused. Predatory.

"Run it. And Tommy." A beat. "Get everything."
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Chapter Two – Haunted by a Kiss
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✦ ✦ ✦

Selena didn't slow until she was four blocks clear of the Havana Lounge, the silk of her dress whispering against her thighs as she pushed through the humid Miami night. Her heart rate should have been dropping. It wasn't.

She kept seeing his hands find her waist. Kept feeling the low rumble in his chest vibrate straight through her sternum. Kept noticing that her lips were still warm.

A tactical kiss ends the moment the threat passes. It does not replay on a loop for four city blocks.

"Coño," she muttered, pressing two fingers to her mouth. "Get it together. You don't get distracted. You don't get weak."

Three unbreakable rules. Six years intact.

Never let anyone see your real face.

Never leave any trace.

Never let desire cloud your judgment.

Tonight she'd shattered rule one the moment she grabbed a stranger in a crowded bar. And the terrifying part was how little she regretted it.

She ducked into the alley behind a shuttered Cuban bakery — the air here thick with old grease and wet cardboard, a tomcat watching from a dumpster lid — checked corners, and pulled a burner from her clutch. One ring.

"Status?"

"Volkov is finished. Clean cardiac event. No traces."

"Confirmed. Stay dark for the next few weeks."

She crushed the phone under her heel, swept it into a storm drain, and stripped out of the emerald gown in the shadows — compression tank and leggings underneath, built for exactly this. Twisted her hair up. Stuffed the dress into the dumpster. Walked out the other end as just another woman heading home through the Miami heat.

But even as her feet moved, she couldn't stop seeing dark eyes that had stayed on her even after she stepped back.

"He was a prop," she told herself. "A random man at a bar."

She didn't quite believe it.

✦ ✦ ✦

In a high-tech command center behind the front of a security consulting firm in Brickell, Devonte Davian stood in front of a wall of monitors. His button-down was still rumpled where her hands had gripped it. His jaw was set in a way that had nothing to do with anger.

Tommy was already running the footage on three overlapping screens — the kiss from four angles, the diamond stud camera, the lounge's own feeds. He had his toothpick and an open energy drink and the focused expression of a man who considered other people's impossible problems to be personally interesting.

"Complete ghost," he said, without looking up. "No hits in Interpol, CIA black files, DEA, or any of our dark web registries. Whoever she is, tonight's the first time she's existed on camera." A pause. "I'm going to need a better challenge than this."

Devonte didn't answer. He was staring at her face on the frozen frame.

"Volkov," he said.

Tommy swiveled. "What about him?"

“Found unresponsive forty minutes ago. Fontainebleau penthouse. Cardiac arrest.” Devonte’s eyes didn’t leave the screen. “A woman with that hair color was seen leaving the suite. Red hair isn’t exactly common.”

"You think she killed him."

"I think she exited that suite, Volkov was found unresponsive twenty minutes later, and then she walked into a lounge full of his bodyguards and used me as cover to walk past them." He crossed his arms. "That's not coincidence. That's an exit strategy."

"Pull the autopsy report."

Two minutes later Tommy stopped.

"Tiny abrasion, post-auricular. Behind the left ear. ME flagged it incidental."

Devonte stared at that line.

Post-auricular. Behind the ear.

He'd spent a decade in rooms with people most governments denied existed. He knew the rumor. A ghost. No face. Bodies that looked like natural deaths. A neurotoxin delivered with a needle so fine the entry wound was nearly invisible unless you knew exactly where to look.

"Tommy." Quieter. "You ever hear of the Red Viper?"

Tommy went completely still.

Not the focused stillness of a man processing new data. The other kind — the kind that came from recognition. His toothpick stopped moving. His hands lifted from the keyboards. For three full seconds, Tomas Vargas, who had once hacked a Europol mainframe while eating a breakfast sandwich and narrating the whole thing to no one, did nothing at all.

"I thought that was dark web mythology," he said finally. His voice had dropped a register.

"She's not mythology." Devonte's finger touched the edge of the monitor. "Three jobs in two years I couldn't explain. All cardiac events. All clean. All connected to people with powerful
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