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DAHLIA

I thought the hardest part would be loving a dangerous man.

I was wrong.

The hardest part is realizing he might belong to someone else.

Red carpets. Cameras. A woman in silver wrapped around his arm. The internet calls her his future. His fiancée. His destiny.

And me?

I’m just the girl he kissed in a parking lot like the world was ending.

But when I show up at his penthouse past midnight in a lavender dress and too much courage, he looks at me like I’m the only thing that exists. Shirtless. Tattooed. Untouchable. Except he touches me like I’m the one thing he’s afraid to lose.

The truth starts unraveling fast. His father. The mafia. Promises made in blood long before I ever stepped into his life.

This isn’t a fairytale.

It’s a war disguised as romance.

And if loving him means stepping into the shadows with him?

Then I need to decide whether I’m brave enough to stay...
or smart enough to run.

PIETRO

They promised me to a woman I do not want.

They promised my life to a future carved out in contracts and alliances.

They should have known better.

There is only one woman who has ever made me hesitate. Only one who has ever made me question the throne I was born to inherit.

Dahlia Quinn.

She looks at my world and sees danger. I look at her and see something I would bleed for without blinking.

Men have already tried to hurt her once. I made sure he will never hold a weapon again. And if anyone else so much as whispers her name with the wrong intention, I will make an example of them.

But the real threat isn’t outside.

It’s the truth.

When she finds out who I really am, what I’ve done, what I’m willing to do in her name... she might walk away.

And that is the one thing I cannot control.

I would kill for her.

I would die for her.

The question is whether she can survive loving a man like me.

This is Book 2 in the Until Death Series. Reading Order: Kill for You, Die for You. 
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It’s strange how your life can look perfectly normal on the outside while everything underneath it is shifting.

From the street, my apartment building looks like every other building in the city. Brick. Polished windows. A little too expensive for what it offers. The kind of place people move into when they want to feel independent but still safe. I used to love that about it.

Safe.

I don’t use that word lightly anymore.

I’m standing at my bedroom window in nothing but an oversized t-shirt, watching the city lights flicker like they’re trying to communicate something in code. Taxis blur past in streaks of yellow. Laughter drifts up from the sidewalk. Somewhere below, someone is arguing in rapid-fire Italian. It’s loud. Alive. Ordinary.

And yet my chest feels tight.

It’s not fear exactly. Not the sharp, icy kind that freezes you in place. It’s something quieter. A pulse under my skin. A hum in my bones. Like I’m waiting for something to happen.

Or someone.

My phone lights up on the nightstand.

One notification.

I don’t move toward it right away.

I know who it is.

I always know.

There’s a rhythm to him. A pattern. He pretends there isn’t, but there is. He calls when the world is too loud. He texts when it’s too quiet. He never says goodnight, but he never lets me sleep without reminding me he’s there.

I finally pick up the phone.

You home?

That’s all it says.

No emojis. No softness. No unnecessary words.

Just possession disguised as concern.

I swallow.

Yes.

Three dots appear immediately.

Lock your door.

I exhale through my nose, somewhere between amusement and irritation.

It’s locked.

Another pause.

Good.

That’s it. Conversation over.

Except it never really is.

I toss the phone onto the bed and press my palms against the cool glass of the window. I tell myself I’m not smiling. I tell myself I’m not replaying the way his voice sounds when he says my name.

I fail at both.

It wasn’t always like this.

There was a time when he was just a memory. A grumpy boy with dark eyes and sharp edges who somehow let me sit beside him and explain algebra like it was life or death. Back then, the worst thing about him was his attitude.

Now?

Now he walks into rooms and people move.

He doesn’t smile often. He doesn’t laugh unless I drag it out of him. But when he looks at me, there’s something there that doesn’t exist for anyone else.

Something heavy.

Something dangerous.

I shouldn’t like that as much as I do.

I move away from the window and sit on the edge of my bed, staring at my reflection in the mirror across the room. My hair is messy. My cheeks still flushed from the long shower I took to clear my head. I look normal.

Twenty-one. Educated. Responsible. Rational.

So why does my heart speed up every time his name flashes across my screen?

Why do I feel like I’m standing on the edge of something that could ruin me?

He doesn’t tell me everything.

I know that.

There are pieces of his life that don’t fit neatly into the version of him he shows me. Expensive suits. Armed security. Whispers that stop when I walk into a room. The way certain men won’t meet his eyes.

And yet when we’re alone, he looks at me like I’m the only thing that softens him.

That contradiction should scare me.

Instead, it pulls me closer.

My phone buzzes again.

Unknown number.

I frown.

I almost ignore it. Almost.

But something about it makes my stomach dip.

I open the message.

Pretty girls shouldn’t walk alone at night.

My entire body goes still.

It takes me a second to process the words. To decide whether they’re a joke. A mistake. A wrong number.

Another message comes through before I can think.

Especially when they’re being watched.

The air leaves my lungs.

I look up.

Slowly.

The window.

The street below.

Every shadow suddenly feels intentional.

Every parked car feels occupied.

My heart starts pounding, not loud, but hard. Controlled panic. The kind you don’t want to admit is there.

It’s probably nothing.

Spam.

A creep.

A coincidence.

But my fingers are already moving.

I forward the number.

To him.

It rings once before he answers.

“Dahlia.”

He doesn’t say hello.

My name sounds different when he’s tense. Lower. Sharper.

“Did you send anyone to my building?” I ask, trying to keep my voice steady.

A beat of silence.

“No.”

The word is calm.

Too calm.

“I just got a message,” I continue. “From a random number. It says I’m being watched.”

The silence on the other end changes.

It thickens.

“Stay inside,” he says.

“I am.”

“Are your curtains closed?”

I glance behind me.

“No.”

“Close them.”

There’s something about the way he says it that makes my skin prickle. Not panic. Not yet.

But close.

I move immediately, pulling the curtains together with shaking hands.

“Send me the number,” he says.

“I did.”

“I know.”

Of course he does.

There’s the faint sound of movement on his end. A door opening. Footsteps. The subtle shift in his breathing when he’s about to act.

“You don’t have to overreact,” I whisper, even though my pulse is racing. “It’s probably nothing.”

“It’s not nothing.”

Three words.

Absolute.

Certain.

I sit back down on the bed because my knees suddenly feel weak.

“Are you alone?” he asks.

“Yes.”

Another pause.

“I’m coming over.”

My heart jumps.

“You don’t have to—”

“I’m coming over.”

There’s no argument in his tone. No room for discussion.

And that’s the thing about him.

He doesn’t ask when it comes to my safety.

He decides.

I should protest more.

I should insist I can handle myself.

But the truth?

The truth is I want him here.

I want his presence filling the room. I want the solid weight of him between me and whatever is lurking outside. I want the way his hand settles at my waist when he’s checking to make sure I’m real.

The line goes quiet for a second.

Then, softer—

“Lock the door again.”

“It’s locked.”

“Check.”

I stand, walk to the door, twist the handle.

Locked.

“It’s locked,” I repeat.

“Good.”

There’s a faint metallic sound in the background. A car door. An engine.

“I’ll be there in ten.”

And then he hangs up.

I stare at my phone.

Ten minutes.

I can handle ten minutes.

The apartment suddenly feels too big. Too quiet. I walk through it anyway, turning on lights I don’t need. Checking corners like I’ve seen in movies.

I hate that my hands are shaking.

I hate that part of me is thrilled he’s coming.

Outside, a car door slams.

My breath catches.

Headlights sweep across the curtains.

And for the first time tonight, my fear shifts.

Because I know that sound.

I know that engine.

And I know the way the air changes when he’s near.

Whatever this is—whoever sent that message—

They have no idea what they’ve just done.

And neither do I..
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DAHLIA

Pietro walked behind me with the shopping bag in his hand like he ruled the entire mall.

Correction: like he was annoyed the mall didn't already belong to him.

I ignored him and flipped through a rack of dresses.

He kept watching me. I could feel it.
That heavy powerful stare, from the giant tattooed man.
Like he was scanning every little expression I made.
"You're not picking anything," he finally said.

"I'm looking," I argued.

"You've been looking for ten minutes."

"That's how shopping works."

"No," he said flatly. "Buying works by picking things up and going to try them on."

I rolled my eyes.
But then... fine. Whatever.
I grabbed a few things, a soft pink dress, a cute cream sweater, a little skirt I was absolutely overthinking—and headed toward the dressing rooms.

He smirked a little like he'd won a battle.

I ignored him and shut the curtain.

Inside, I tried on the pink dress first... and it was actually... cute? Soft, girly, a little fitted at the waist. I blinked at myself. Totally my style.

Then I realized the zipper in the back was stuck.

Shit.

I tried twisting my arm behind me like a contorted gymnastic worm but no luck.

So I cracked open the curtain a tiny bit and looked around.

A sales guy I'd met earlier, super sweet, very clearly into Pietro by the way he told me "girl your man is a whole meal" was nearby.

"Hi," I whispered-shouted. "Could you call Paul for a sec? I need help with my zipper."

Before he could even answer, a voice behind me cut in:

"You trust that guy and not me?"

I turned.

Pietro stood there, arms crossed, slight frown on his face.

Jealousy? Actual jealousy.
I almost fainted. Pietro was really showing emotions.

"He's literally like my new best friend plus he's into you not me," I whispered.

Pietro's frown deepened. "I'm your only best friend."

I gasped dramatically. "Did you just admit it?"

"No," he said instantly.

I laughed under my breath, still holding the curtain half-closed. "Pietro, I literally just need someone to zip the dress."

He stepped forward.

"I'll do it."

My heartbeat kicked up like someone kicked me in my chest.

"You—you'll what?"

"Open the curtain," he said softly.

Oh god.

It's fine it's Pietro. Just Pietro.
I did. Slowly.
He slipped inside the small dressing room with me and pulled the curtain shut behind him.
The space immediately felt way too small.

He stood next to me, close but not touching, and for a moment neither of us moved.

"Turn around," he said quietly.

I did.

The dress hugged my waist, the straps delicate, the back exposed.

His fingers came up to the zipper, brushing my spine by accident, or not accident.
I couldn't even tell anymore.

He slowly pulled the zipper up.

My whole body went still.

His breath was warm near my shoulder, my back accidentally brushed his chest.

Just enough.

Enough that both of us froze.

My breath caught. His did too.

"Sorry," I whispered, mortified.

His voice came out rougher than before. "You're fine."

Fine.
Okay. I was actually going to pass out. Why was there so much tension?

When the zipper reached the top, he paused.

"Does it fit?" he asked quietly.

"Y-yeah," I whispered. "I think so."

He was still behind me.
Still close.
I turned around slowly, and because the fitting room was microscopic, my body brushed his again.

Chest to chest.
Barely a breath of space between us.
"Sorry," I said again, voice tiny.

This time, he looked down at me. His eyes were darker but unreadable. His jaw tight, almost painful looking.

"Stop apologizing," he murmured.

I swallowed. "Pietro..."

He didn't say anything, but something made my knees feel like they melted.

"The dress," he said finally, voice low, "is perfect."

My knees almost gave out.

"Pietro," I whispered again because I was losing the ability to form sentences.

He stepped back suddenly, before exhaling.

"We're buying it," he said.

"But—"

"Dahlia..." he warned. Something about the way he said it made me stop questioning him.

OHHHHH.
THIS MAN!

I stood there speechless, pulse pounding, while he opened the curtain to leave like nothing happened.

Holy. Crap.

I changed back into my clothes, and when I stepped out, he was leaning against the wall, one hand rubbing the back of his neck... like he'd been trying to get himself together.

He didn't look at me right away.

When he finally did, his eyes flicked down my body, then quickly away like looking too long should be illegal.

"You ready?" he asked, voice soft.

I nodded, trying not to smile like an idiot.

We walked to the cashier together, both pretending nothing happened.

Both absolutely lying.

After he paid for my dress, we walked through the mall in this weird... electric silence. Not awkward exactly. Just... strange. Like the air between us had changed

Outside, he opened the passenger door for me again. It was funny how sweet he was yet, terrifying.

I got in, and he rounded the car before sliding into the driver's seat.

He rested one hand on the wheel. The other loosely draped on his thigh. His eyes flicked toward me.

"You want me to drive you home?"

"No!"
It came out way too fast.
Way... too fast.

He raised a brow.

I cleared my throat.
"I mean... no. I don't want to go home yet."
Not after the morning I had with mom. Not with the tension still buzzing in the air from that dressing room.

His lips tilted slightly, like he was amused. His tone was calm, but his eyes said he already liked my answer.

He studied me for a second. "Okay. Where should we go?"

I hesitated. Then an idea hit me, and I perked up a little.

"There's this really cute bookstore I love. I have to show you."

His brows lifted slightly. "A bookstore?"

"Yes," I
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