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  Author’s Note


This is a closed door queer normative portal fantasy romance. 
I believe in representation, and I will always include queer people in my stories because we exist and deserve to see ourselves in the novels we read. 
If you’d like content warnings, please head to my website https://ajnorabooks.com/content-warnings-for-kingdoms-of-kaelums/ ( to get the list.)
Thank you for supporting an indie author. I hope you enjoy! <3
If you’d like to join my newsletter list, you can do so at https://dashboard.mailerlite.com/forms/1224485/158024175059994284/share to stay up to date on upcoming books and other exciting news!
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For my mom, who loves me as I am. 






  
  Pronunciation Guide 


Silvis: SIL-vis 
Brynia:BRI-nee- yah
Anastasia Behar: An-NUH-stay-zuh Bay-HAR
Meredith Kaesy: Mare-UH-dith KAY-see
Alixandra Bludeg: Al-ix-AN-dra BLU-deg
Creon: KREE-on
Vasileios Maeb-Somni: Va-ssee’-lee-os Mahb-SOM-nee
Shiloh Leigdraca: SHY-low Lē(d)zh-DRA-ca






  
  The Story So Far 


Four years ago, Lana’s mother disappeared. When the monsters from her nightmares seem to appear outside her work, she decides to finally investigate her mother’s disappearance. While looking through her mother’s room, Lana realizes that her mother left for the faerie realm, a place she didn’t know existed. Determined to find her mother, Lana decides to wait for night and confront the shadows, with the hope of jumping through one of their portals to finally find her mother. 
Night comes, but so does her best friend Liam. Together, they escape the monsters by following a stranger, Shiloh, through a portal to faerie. Shiloh says he can help find her mother. However, Liam isn’t suited to the faerie world and immediately falls unconscious.
Lana, Liam, Shiloh, and his horse Lu make their way to a temple in the desert, where Shiloh says they are safe from the Hollows. Lana finds out she has a sister named Anastasia. Another secret her mother kept. But her sister is in a magical sleep, and Shiloh thinks Lana can wake her! Lana tries, but instead of waking Anastasia, she’s sucked inside her. 
Lana wakes up in Anastasia’s body and decides to explore the temple while Shiloh sleeps. While exploring the temple, she meets Vas, a strange fae seeking refuge in the temple, and he joins their journey, despite Shiloh’s protests. What she doesn’t know is that Vas is a fae prince who once loved her sister.
The Hollows attack the temple, and the trio are forced down a spiral hatch into the underground, where Lana sees Haven for the first time. Shiloh falls unconscious from overuse of magic, leaving Vas and Lana alone in the dark cavern at the base of the spiraling stairs. 
Sitting together in the cavern, Vas has a realization. Lana might be his fated mate. But he can’t tell her yet. He doesn’t quite believe it’s true. How can she be his mate if he loves her sister? Meanwhile, Lana has finally decided to confess her feelings for her best friend Liam — that is, if he ever wakes up again. 






  
  Chapter 1


Lana
The city of Haven nestled in the center of an enormous cavern, where shadows stretched and lingered, only momentarily broken by the twinkling blue of bioluminescent moss that grew in sporadic patches on the distant ceiling and stony walls. It was a city of perpetual night, a fact that kept Lana on edge as she sat at the bottom of the winding stone staircase that was the entrance to the cavern. Lana hope they were safe beneath the desert, but the Hollows could be anywhere, hiding in the dark city. 
At least a mile walk and a rushing river separated her from the city of stone skyscrapers and stained glass that loomed in the distance. An icy breeze swept around her, rustling her blonde hair, and she shivered, wishing she had something more than her sister’s old tunic and armor to wear.
The city skyline seemed so much like those from her home in the human realm—the mundane realm, as Shiloh had called it. But the Court of Dreams wasn’t her home, even though it had apparently been her mother’s. She kept so many secrets, Lana thought as she looked down at her calloused hands.
These hands didn’t belong to her. She clasped her fingers together, stretching the joints that still ached to move. This body had been asleep for decades, part of a spell her mother and Shiloh had worked to put up a wall, trapping the monsters terrorizing the fae. Another of my mother’s secrets. A flash of anger rushed up, but Lana pushed it down, smothering it in the dark corners of her mind. She had her reasons. She must have. Why else would she not tell me about my sister?
Sister. The word bounced around her mind. Anastasia was her sister, but their souls were trapped in the same body, or at least partially. Lana still didn’t understand it, and Shiloh seemed to have no desire to explain anything he knew—not that he could at the moment, as he’d fallen unconscious after they’d entered the cavern. 
He had pressured her into trying to break the spell on Anastasia, spewing nonsense about how she was the key, that somehow she was special, important, but that had backfired and now Anastasia was still asleep and according to Shiloh, her soul wasn’t even intact. Only part of it lived in this body and the rest? His best guess was that it was in the amulet her mother wore, so that was their goal — to find the amulet and her mother to wake Anastasia, who could defeat the Hollows, and then Lana and her best friend, Liam, could go home to Feyville.
Liam was in the city somewhere. After stepping through the portal, he’d fallen unconscious. When Lana woke up in her sister’s body, Shiloh said that Liam and her body were both in his home here in Haven, but with Shiloh unconscious, she did not know where to look.
At least Vas was here with her. Lana looked over at the quiet fae man, who sat staring at the city with a yearning expression. With his white hair, pointed ears, and stone gray skin, Vas was undeniably fae. His hair hung in messy curls and tangled at the base of his dark, ram-like horns, which jutted from his skull behind his ears. Despite his otherworldliness, he felt familiar to Lana. She decided it must be his eyes, bright green like Liam’s, that made her feel so comfortable around him.
They sat in companionable silence, waiting for Shiloh to rouse. Hours had passed already, and their only guide through the brilliant but empty city was still unconscious. Lana jerked at every noise, imagining the Hollows careening down the staircase behind her or appearing in the murky shadows that surrounded them. 
“Shiloh said the city was abandoned,” Vas said, breaking the silence with the deep rumble of his voice. “But it still seems so alive.”
Lana nodded. Moss grew. The river rushed, singing its song into the echoing stone. Bugs crawled along the damp ground. An entire forest of strange mushrooms grew in the distance at the mouth of the river. For a city without people, it still lived and breathed.
“So, where do you live in Haven?” Vas sat cross-legged on the ground, turning his head towards her with a curious tilt. 
“I don’t live there.” Lana averted her gaze, picking at a loose thread on her trousers. “I’m not really from around here.”
“But—” Vas cut himself off and turned around fully to look at her. His brows furrowed.
“It’s complicated.”
“Just like how it’s complicated that you’re related to Anastasia?”
“Yes,” she said curtly. She wanted to trust him with the whole truth, but everything about the last day had made her wary. When had she ever been the type to follow strangers through portals or fight monsters?
“Don’t you think we should just try to make it to the city?” She asked, rocking back and forth with nervous energy. She and Vas had discussed their options after Shiloh had fainted. Waiting seemed to be the prudent thing to do. The bags Shiloh carried had plenty of water, but as time marched on, Lana grew anxious. 
“He’s the only one that knows the way through the city. I still think we should wait,” Vas said.
“We’ve been waiting,” she said with an exasperated sigh. “We’re out in the open. If the Hollows show up…” she trailed off, not wanting to think of the bloodbath that would surely happen. “What if Shiloh is seriously in trouble? He could be on his deathbed, and we’re just waiting for something to happen.”
Lana slid over to Shiloh and started patting his cheek. A spark of anxiety jolted through her body, tightening around her throat and squeezing her lungs. They were alone in the dark—the most dangerous place she could be. The only person who knew where to go was unconscious or dying. Trapped. Her breath turned shallow as she struggled to breathe through her panic. 
“And what if we move him and that kills him? Or we go into the city to more Hollows? It’s safer here until he wakes up,” Vas said, though his voice wavered with uncertainty as he watched Lana.
She ignored him and kept patting Shiloh’s cheek. “Wake up.” Her gentle pats grew stronger and more insistent as she chanted her plea: “Wake. Up.” The sound of her hand slapping his bare cheek cut through the silence of the oppressive dark.
“Stop,” Vas said softly.
But she didn’t.
“Stop it,” he said again.
Still, she didn’t.
Vas moved to her side and reached for her hand. “Lana, please.”
She didn’t pull away as he grasped her shaking hand in his. The warmth of his skin comforted her, but her thoughts continued to spiral. “I can’t keep waiting like this. I don’t want to be here anymore.” What would have happened if she hadn’t thrown herself into the fight with the Hollow earlier? Would Vas have gotten hurt? Would he have fought off the creatures on his own, without needing Shiloh to intervene? If she had just stayed out of it, would Shiloh have used so much magic? Would he have collapsed like this? Would she even be here if she’d gone with Liam that night? Was Liam okay?
Vas squeezed her hand. “Alright. It’s alright.” He looked across the city. The pale blue of mosslight illuminated his silhouette. 
With her hand wrapped in his, she felt the tightness slowly relax. Deliberately, she took slow, deep breaths. Lana and Vas sat in silence together, listening to the distant river and the gentle rush of their own breath.
His fingers twitched against her skin and she was suddenly aware of how close they were sitting and the unfamiliar warmth that coiled in her stomach, like flaming butterflies, ready to burn her alive. His arm brushed against hers and her heart stuttered. 
Why did she feel like this? It was entirely abnormal. Well… Her face heated with a flush as she remembered the only other time she’d felt like this had been one late night watching the stars pop into existence with Liam, but that was before her mother had disappeared. But Vas wasn’t Liam. In fact, she barely knew the fae sitting beside her. Could it be that her feelings weren’t her own?
Lana closed her eyes and felt through the dark recesses of her mind, looking for the sister she’d never known, but whose body she now inhabited in the fae realm. Anastasia? She whispered in her mind, but no words greeted her, only the same golden fire that swirled in her palm and along her skin where Vas touched. 
“Vas,” she breathed, turning her gaze to his in the dim of the cavern. Even in the dark, she could see the bright green of his eyes as he met her stare. A thought—no, a memory–niggled in the back of her mind, desperate to be remembered. Who was he?
“Yes?” he asked in a whisper. 
“How did you know Anastasia?”
His eyes widened and then dimmed as he turned towards Haven again. “She was…” he sighed, trailing off.
“Were you two lovers?” Lana dared to ask, pulling her hand gently from his.
He dropped his palm into his lap and ran his thumb across his fingers. “L-lovers?” a nervous laugh escaped his lips. “No. Nothing like that,” he said, but his voice held a note of sadness. “We only met once, at a ball. She was the first—the only, actually–person to ever dance with me besides my tutors. She…” he trailed off again and shook his head.
“You’re in love with her…”
“What?” Vas spluttered, but his cheeks darkened with a blush. “I’d only just met her.” He didn’t deny it, which was answer enough for Lana, and considering how his proximity ignited strange feelings in her body, Lana felt certain that Anastasia felt something for him, too.
“A ball…” Flashes of red and gold bubbled to her consciousness, gauzy fabrics. A young man, standing alone in a corner ignored by everyone else. Lana blinked away the haze of Anastasia’s memories. Ignored in a corner. He must have not been an important noble, Lana thought to herself, but before she could ask him about it, Vas spoke.
“Are you still wanting to head into the city, even though our guide is unconscious?” he asked, clearly changing the subject. She sighed, trying to shake off the strange feeling Anastasia had left her with and turned her attention to the city.
Haven stretched before them, ruined and empty, but Lana didn’t feel safe sitting at the base of the stairs in the deep shadows of the cave without the comforting blue glow of the mosslight lanterns. She imagined shapes in the dimness, hungry jaws and glowing red eyes. It would be safer in the city.
“Yes,” she said.
Vas exhaled deeply and stood, brushing himself off. It was clear in the way he moved his shoulder ached and he was exhausted. Despite that, he stooped down and pulled Shiloh up onto his back, wincing at the effort.
“Let’s go,” he said.
Lana looked up at him for a moment before pushing up from the ground to stand beside him. He was hurt. Despite her fear, she couldn’t let him walk at the front. Lana steeled herself against her decision and said, “since I have the sword, I’ll lead.”
Vas huffed through his nose with amusement. “We’re both vulnerable, no matter who goes first, but lead on, brave warrior.” He grinned at her, playfully flashing his sharp canines. 
She rolled her eyes at him, unable to help from returning his smile, and then walked forward, navigating down the dark hillside toward a path that wound across the empty landscape of the cavern and toward the city. The sword was once again sheathed at her side, and she felt strong as she walked the path down, her feet moving with a certainty that she didn’t feel.






  
  Chapter 2


Lana
Worn stone brick made up the road, which was lined with tall lamps made of the same brick. Marble and other assorted stone twisted into the lamps, as if the structures had risen from the ground itself and taken shape. Upon closer inspection, Lana noticed the blue glow that emanated from the lanterns was created by the same moss from the ceiling, but tied in intricate knots. 
They walked in silence, their attention captivated by the cavern and the city, until they stopped at the edge of the river that spanned from one side of the cavern to the other. A stone bridge spanned the river, arching up over the dark rushing waters. Just before the bridge, an enormous archway stood, marking the entrance to Haven.
The glow of the moss lanterns illuminated the archway clearly, where words were scrawled across the stone. Lana squinted, trying to make sense of the symbols, which felt familiar, but she couldn’t force them into making sense. 
“Haven,” Vas said, “for the Children of Flame.” 
“The Children of Flame?” Lana could only imagine that had something to do with the fiery magic that she’d seen Shiloh use.
“There are old stories that talk about Haven’s founding by a man named Flame. Every place has a founding myth, I suppose, but it’s nothing I’ve ever been forced to study,” Vas said with a shrug as he moved toward the entryway, hesitating. “I’ve never been to Haven, but I had hoped to once.” He seemed far off in thought.
He stepped forward, past the archway and smiled, continuing onto the bridge. Lana followed, staring at the dark water. When she took her first steps onto the bridge, the rippling surface of the water bubbled before golden light floated to the surface like fireflies. Vas kept walking, unaware of whatever was happening in the river.
As Lana moved forward, the light moved with her, dancing across the obsidian water. After they had all crossed the bridge, the lights drifted back down into the depths. The golden light had warmed the cool tones of the cave, but now they were once more surrounded by the dim shadows and blue glow of mosslight. 
They continued down the path, drawing nearer to the cityscape. The buildings loomed high, towering above them. In the pale light, the stone seemed to glow white, like the full moon.
Vas stopped, taking a deep breath. Sweat dripped down his forehead and his face twisted into a pained grimace.
Shiloh still limply draped across Vas’s shoulders. Lana grabbed Shiloh’s hand, where it dangled near Vas’s cheek. “I’ll take him for a while,” she said.
He shook his head slightly. “I’ve got him.”
“Just let me.”
“No. You scout. I’ll deal with him.” His words were short and quick as he took deep breaths between each word.
“Why don’t we rest for a minute?”
Vas gave her an intense look. His green eyes pierced hers, and they shared a quiet yet stubborn battle of wills in that moment.
With another deep breath and a quick exhale, Vas succumbed and gestured to a small building nearby. They were still on the outskirts of Haven, but just ahead, a small building stood. It looked to have been a stable, which baffled Lana. Underground horses wasn’t something she’d been expecting, but then again everything about this city, and about the fae realm, seemed both familiar and fantastic, so who was she to question the logic of Haven? 
Lana, being pacified, nodded and led the way. The ambience of the cave felt deafening as she approached the small stable. The dripping of water and gurgling of the river mixed with the occasional shifting rocks and their own echoing footsteps.
Lana made her way carefully around the entrances, stealing glances into the windows where she could, though they were difficult to see through. The windows of the stable—and from a distance, it seemed most of the ones in the city as well—were made of stained glass. The mosaic of color obscured and muddled whatever image she might have had of the rooms beyond them.
She wasn’t sure what she had expected, but when she finally slipped beyond the large double doors of the stable, she saw it was empty. Or at least, almost entirely empty.
Stalls lined the walls closest to the entrance and there seemed to be rooms off to the side that held supplies, or perhaps even bedrooms. She walked slowly along the stalls, noting the bareness. The floors weren’t littered with hay. All the troughs were empty of everything but thick layers of dust. She found it all strange.
Saddles and bridles withered away, cracked leather and molding fabrics. Lana grazed her fingers across one saddle and her finger came away with a layer of dust that she quickly brushed off on her pants.
At the end of the hall, she noticed a large, dark lump tucked away into the last stall. As she approached, her breath caught. The dark lump was a horse. A beautiful, black horse that curled upon itself in a motionless sleep.
“Oh,” Vas said softly as his own eyes fell on the horse.
Lana frowned and covered her mouth with her hand as she continued to approach. She didn’t want to believe what was so obvious. How did Shiloh’s horse get down here? And long before they ever did? Shiloh had told her that his associate had taken her body and Liam down to Haven, but was this what he’d meant? Someone must have used the horse to transport Liam and her body.
The horse’s coat gleamed unnaturally, casting light like a mirror. She hesitantly placed her hand on the horse’s neck and quickly yanked back in surprise at the slick coldness of the beast. It had no breath and held no warmth, but at her touch, the beast’s eyes slid open.
Its warm brown gaze fell on her, and with a soft huff of acknowledgment, the beast stood. The horse’s movements tinkled like bells, muscles moving in a kaleidoscope of shadow. It had to be magic—a magical glass stallion. It was enormous, unfolding up to its full height. It was larger than any horse Lana had ever seen—bigger even than the Shire horse she’d seen when she’d gone with Liam’s family on vacation back in sixth grade.
Lana stumbled backward, away from the beast, but it stood still and silent. The blue light glinted across its glass-like hide.
“Lu?” Lana asked, remembering the name Shiloh had called the creature as it carried her through the desert.
The horse flared its nostrils slightly, its relaxed ears flicking forward as Lana called his name.
Vas turned away, looking for a spot to put Shiloh down. He settled on a small nook that was stacked high with equipment. With a long inhale, Vas swung Shiloh around into his arms before lowering him to the ground, leaning him against a saddle that rested on the floor. “You wanted to take a break, so here we are.” He rubbed at his shoulder, rolling it back and testing its movement.
“This is Shiloh’s horse,” Lana said, and Lu pressed his nose against her back.
“That could be useful,” Vas said. “Where are we even going in this city?”
Lana tossed a glance toward the horse and shrugged slightly, not wanting to answer.
“Right. Of course. You were just blindly following this unconscious guy around,” Vas mumbled.
“I was not!” Lana’s attention snapped back to Vas. Embarrassment made her uncomfortably hot. She had been blindly trusting Shiloh just because he’d saved her from the Hollows. Was she naïve? No. She could trust him. She had to.
“If you say so.” Vas raked his fingers through his messy hair, being careful to untangle the knots that had formed around his horns.
Lana frowned at Vas, thoughts and memories bubbling to the surface. He reminded her, painfully, of Liam, which only steeled her resolve. Lana vowed to do everything she could to save their home from the Hollows so they could go back together, safe. Maybe she could even go to college with him once the Hollows were gone. The thought brought a flutter of hope.
Lu shifted forward, his ears pinned back as he huffed at Shiloh’s unconscious form. Tendrils of purple smoke twisted from Lu’s nostrils and his flesh quaked, shifting rapidly from black to purple smoke before solidifying again. 
Vas watched the horse with narrowed eyes, and Lana watched Vas. “So, where are you actually from?” Vas asked her.
Lana smiled at the horse and ignored Vas’s question. “Do you think Lu could help us navigate the city?”
“Maybe,” Vas said. “Where are you from, Lana?”
Something about the way he asked felt intense. Did he somehow know she wasn’t from Kaelum? How could he? Would it matter if he knew?
She walked over to the horse and held her hand hesitantly toward it. Lu lifted his head and huffed against her hand. Its eyes never left her face as it curiously breathed against her skin. She didn’t flinch as it moved its lips, brushing them against her hand and feeling her fingers in that way horses do, rocking their lips back and forth and grabbing like little hands. She was surprised that its glassy flesh was cold, but not hard and inflexible.
“Are you not going to answer my question?” he asked as he leaned against the wooden wall.
“I don’t really think it matters much.” Lana shrugged as she dropped her hand from the horse’s face.
“It matters to me.”
“Why?” Lana walked away from where Lu stood, but he followed. His head stayed low, near her shoulder.
Lana leaned against the wall, mirroring Vas on the other side of the room, and Lu rested beside her.
“Because I need to know. I’m trapped down here with you, and—” Vas halted his sentence and let it fall flat. He glanced away, the intensity of his gaze softening.
“And what?”
“I want to know. I want to know you. You feel familiar.”
She didn’t admit it, but he felt familiar too. So, despite the logic saying she shouldn’t trust a random fae she’d met, she decided to tell him the truth
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