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SCARLETT

I lived my life believing I was ordinary. Human. Unremarkable in a world that never looked twice at me.
That lie shattered the moment Aleksandr Noctov saw me.
Being near him feels like standing too close to a storm. Dangerous. Intoxicating. Inevitable. His presence pulls at something buried deep in my bones, something ancient that stirs when he’s close. 

I don’t understand the power humming under my skin or why his touch steadies a darkness that terrifies everyone else.

They say my soul has lived before. That it was hidden on purpose. That I was never meant to be found until him.

Loving Aleksandr means accepting a truth older than memory and bloodlines that cross kingdoms and gods. It means choosing him even when his shadows stretch far enough to swallow the world.

And I choose him anyway.

ALEKSANDR

I was forged to rule monsters and feared because I am one. Centuries of control keep the darkness chained inside me. Rage. Hunger. Power the gods themselves would destroy if they sensed it.

Then Scarlett awakens something I was never meant to feel.

She calms the storm without trying. Her presence quiets the ancient soul inside me like it recognizes her as its equal. Its counterpart. The one thing capable of pulling me back when I stand on the edge of becoming everything they fear.

I have buried empires for less than the threat of losing her. I would tear realms apart before I let anyone touch what fate bound to me.

She is not fragile. She is not human in the way the world understands. She is legacy. Power. My undoing and my anchor.

And if loving her means unleashing what I’ve kept locked away for centuries, then let the world tremble.

Because I was never meant to survive without her.

This is Book 1 in the House of Crimson Series. Reading Order: House of Thirst, House of Hunger.
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CHAPTER 1
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530 years ago ( Muscovy 1495 )

8

The torches in the Noctov throne room burned low and steady, their light throwing long shadows across stone walls carved with old symbols the world had forgotten. Snow pressed against the windows, the kind of deep winter Russia was known for, a winter that seemed to bow before the ancient family who ruled within these walls.

3

Adriana Noctov sat at the center of the room. She held her newborn son to her chest, small and warm, wrapped in a dark silk cloth that contrasted with his pale skin. Aleksandr Noctov had arrived only four nights earlier, and she had barely slept since. She did not care. She watched his little hands curl against her dress and felt a kind of love that made her entire body ache.

2

He was perfect. A blessing. A miracle she had prayed for long before she even knew she could bear a child.

She brushed a thumb over his soft cheek. His eyes were still closed, yet there was something strange about him. A stillness. An ancient quiet that no newborn should have. She pushed the thought aside. He was her son. Her heart. Her kingdom's future.

The throne room doors opened with a heavy sound. Roman Noctov stepped in, his cloak dusted with snow. The king carried the reputation of a ruthless ruler who fought wars with his bare hands, yet the moment his gaze landed on his wife and child, the hardness in his face melted.

3

He walked toward them slowly, like he did not want to disturb the peace in the room. Adriana lifted her head, and for a moment, everything felt safe. Roman sat beside her, his fingers brushing the baby's forehead with surprising gentleness.

"Our son," he murmured.

"Our prince," she whispered.

1

He leaned down and kissed her temple. The warmth of his breath settled her nerves, but she still felt a strange pull deep in her chest. A warning she could not explain.

Roman noticed the shift in her expression. "You look troubled."

She opened her mouth to speak, but before she could form a word, a white flash shot through her vision. It was sharp and violent, cutting through the calm like a blade. She gasped as her body went rigid.

Roman froze. He knew what this meant.

Adriana's eyes had turned completely white.

2

He grabbed her shoulders at once holding their son with her . She trembled beneath his hands as a vision took hold, violent and powerful. They came to her without warning, raw images from a future she could not control.

He had seen this before. Years ago. The night she warned him that he would face his older brother Silas in battle. The night she had cried as she described the bloodshed that soon followed.

1

That vision had come true.

This one felt worse.

"Adriana," he whispered, pulling her against him. Her head fell back slightly, her breath turning shallow as the prophecy ripped through her mind. Aleksandr whimpered at the sudden movement, but she held him close, even as tears began to spill down her cheeks.

Roman stroked her back. "Come back to me."

The white faded from her eyes all at once. She gasped for air, clutching Aleksandr as if someone tried to take him from her. Roman steadied her until her body relaxed again.

Her eyes returned to their natural warm brown, filled with a terror he had not seen in centuries.

"Chto eto, moyo serdtse?" ( What is it, my heart?" ) he asked in old Russian, his voice low and gentle.

1

Adriana swallowed. Her throat burned as if she had screamed in her sleep. She looked up at him slowly.

"Silas."

Roman's expression shifted at once. A sneer shaped his mouth.

"He is dead," Roman said. "I killed him with my own hands."

"I know."

"Then why speak his name?"

Adriana held Aleksandr tighter. He slept peacefully, unaware of the storm his birth had stirred.

"Roman," she whispered, "his soul might be in our son."

3

Silence crushed the space around them.

The fire cracked. Outside, the wind cried against the castle walls. It almost sounded like the earth itself had reacted.

Roman rose to his feet so fast the chair scraped the stone floor. "No."

"My visions never lie."

"It is impossible." His voice shook despite his attempt to control it. "Silas was a monster. His soul was cursed to wander. It could never rest in a body like this."

She lifted Aleksandr slightly so he could see their child's face. Roman stared at the small features that mirrored his own. The soft brows. The hint of a sharp jawline. His dark lashes.

A beautiful child. Completely innocent. A prince who had no idea the world expected him to lead it someday.

"Look at him," Roman said, almost pleading. "He is a baby."

Adriana closed her eyes. Her tears fell onto Aleksandr's blanket. "I saw the mark."

Roman's breath hitched.

The mark was part of the prophecy. Only one soul carried it. Only one being in the known worlds held that curse.

He knelt in front of her. "Where?"

She gently turned the baby, revealing a faint dark pattern at the base of his spine that wasn't there before . It was small and subtle, but unmistakable. A symbol written in the language predating the vampire clans. A symbol belonging to Silas.

Roman felt cold from the inside out. Memories slammed into him. The fight with his brother under a blood moon. The screams of the villages Silas burned. The piles of bodies. The cruelty that even demons feared.

He closed his eyes as rage and horror mixed into something sharp.

"This is not real," he whispered. "Fate would not dare."

Adriana reached for him with her free hand. "I saw more."

2

He forced himself to look at her.

"What else?"

Her voice trembled. "Our son will be feared by all. Loved by none. His name will silence kingdoms. He will walk the earth with the strength of the firstborn and the hunger of the ones who came after."

Roman gripped the arm of her throne. "He will be loved. We love him."

"Love may not be enough," she said quietly.

He shook his head. "You said Silas's soul might be in him. Not that it was certain."

"I saw a pull. A shadow. As if the soul wants him, not that it owns him fully."

Roman straightened. "Good. Then he can fight it."

3

"He is a child."

"Then we will guide him."

Adriana looked down at Aleksandr. He slept without a sound, his tiny hand curled around a piece of her dress. The innocence of it broke her heart.

"The prophecy said he will choose," she whispered. "Light or darkness. Love or destruction. He will stand between what he is and what he could become."

Roman bowed his head.

The throne room seemed darker. The torches dimmed as if listening. The wind outside roared harder against the stone walls.

Finally Roman spoke. "If he carries even a part of Silas, he must be protected. Trained. Controlled. He cannot grow wild."

Adriana nodded slowly. "Promise me something."

"Anything," he said.

"If the darkness ever wins inside him, if he becomes what Silas once was, you must stop him."

Roman's entire body stiffened. "I will not harm my own son."

1

"You might not have a choice," she whispered.

He rose and walked a few steps away, his hands curled into fists. He was a king, feared by ancient creatures, yet this request shook him in a way nothing else ever had.

Adriana watched him with tired eyes. Her vision had drained her. She could still feel fragments of it, images of a grown Aleksandr, standing tall, standing powerful, the world bending under his presence. She saw blood. She saw shadows. She saw centuries of fear.

But she had also seen something else. A flash so small she almost doubted it.

A girl. A warm light in the middle of his darkness.

She did not tell Roman this part. Not yet.

1

He turned back toward her and sat beside her again. "I will not let our son become a monster."

She rested her head on his shoulder. "Then we start now."

Roman brushed a finger over Aleksandr's small hand. The baby stirred, then quieted.

"He will change our world," Roman said.

Adriana nodded. "For better or worse."

As they sat together in the cold throne room, snow piled against the windows and the wind howled around the castle. The fire flickered low, and the world outside seemed to shift, as if it understood that something powerful had entered it. Something ancient.

Something dangerous.

The prophecy had been spoken. The mark had been revealed.

The prince had been born.

And the future of the vampire world began with his first quiet breath.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2


[image: ]


10 years later ( Muscovy 1505 )

Winter settled over the Noctov lands with the kind of cold that could split stone. Frost clung to the branches like glass, and the air bit at exposed skin. In the heart of the royal forest, far from the castle walls, a young boy walked beside his father.

Aleksandr was ten years old, dressed in a thick fur cloak that brushed the snow as he moved. His cheeks were flushed from the cold, but he walked with a proud little stride that made Roman smile every time he looked down at him. The boy's hair was long and dark, tied at the back. His brown eyes, bright like his mother's, scanned the trees with curiosity.

1

Roman dragged the stag they had killed earlier. The hunt was part of Aleksandr's training. Every week they came into the woods together to practice tracking, silence, instinct, and strength. Aleksandr adored these trips. Here, in the quiet cold, he felt close to his father. Not the king. Not the feared ruler. Just his father.

They walked through the trees, their footsteps leaving deep prints in the snow.

"Father," Aleksandr said.

"Yes, son?"

"So the humans know nothing of us?"

2

"Just a small handful, Aleksandr. Hunters. Scholars. A few old families who keep close to our world." Roman shifted the weight of the stag and continued walking. "Most humans remain blind. It is better that way."

Aleksandr hummed under his breath. "Hmm."

Roman glanced down at him. "Speak your mind."

"I want to be like you one day," Aleksandr said. His voice carried a shy pride that made Roman's chest warm.

2

Roman stopped and crouched down so they were eye level. He rested a large hand on Aleksandr's shoulder. "You will be more, Aleksandr."

Aleksandr's smile widened at those words. His breath fogged in the cold, and for a moment the world felt gentle.

They continued walking, Roman pulling the stag behind him. Aleksandr walked beside him, face warm with joy. He had grown up surrounded by the servant's children, the kitchen workers, the guards, the maids who adored him. He played with them, laughed with them, sat in the kitchen when the cooks prepared dinner, always curious, always kind. Everyone loved him.

He was a rare prince. Soft. Gentle. Compassionate. The kind of child who bowed to the stable boy because his mother taught him that respect did not belong to royalty alone.

But there were moments when Roman felt something else inside him. Something deeper. A strange power that pulsed at odd times. A silence that felt too old.

1

He tried not to think about it too often.

They reached a clearing. Aleksandr stopped so suddenly that Roman nearly walked past him.

"What is it, son?" Roman asked.

Aleksandr inhaled sharply, like something sharp had cut into his senses. His entire body stiffened.

"Hunters," he whispered.

Roman turned at once. "How many?"

Before Aleksandr could answer, a sudden voice echoed through the trees.

"Noctov."

Roman's muscles tensed. He dragged Aleksandr
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