
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          No Las Rava Book II

        

        
        
          No Las Rava, Volume 2

        

        
        
          JOSHUA TYREE

        

        
          Published by JOSHUA TYREE, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NO LAS RAVA BOOK II

    

    
      First edition. August 7, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 JOSHUA TYREE.

    

    
    
      Written by JOSHUA TYREE.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One – Whispers of the Key
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The hall erupted in low murmurs as soon as Oria’s words sank in. A courier? A power older than Hollowlight? Even the upper-class students—the ones who never batted an eye at anything—were whispering now.

Lira, the girl with the box, didn’t seem fazed by any of it. She moved with quiet precision as Oria led her to the dais at the front of the room, where the staff stood. With careful hands, Lira set the black box on a stone pedestal. The runes on its surface pulsed faintly, as though the thing itself was breathing.

“Creepy,” Rixa muttered under her breath, leaning closer to Kael. “Tell me that doesn’t look like something straight out of the Shadowrealm.”

Kael swallowed hard. It did.

He caught Lira’s eyes for a second—dark, sharp, and unblinking. It was like she could see the dream he had last night, like she knew. His pulse spiked, and he quickly looked away.

Headmistress Oria raised her staff again, the faint glow returning to its tip. “Things are moving in the world beyond these walls,” she said, her tone dropping into something heavier. “Forces that would see Hollowlight—and everything it stands for—fall into ruin. This box contains... a lock. And only those worthy will find the key.”

Kael’s chest tightened. The phrase found the key rang in his ears like a bell.

Before he could react, the room filled with noise again. Questions, whispers, wild theories. Oria silenced them with a sharp look. “Breakfast is over. You’ll receive your assignments for the day shortly. Dismissed.”

The squad slipped out of the hall together, sticking close like they always did. The early morning air was brisk, carrying the scent of wet stone and something faintly metallic from the wards that protected Hollowlight’s gates.

“What do you think’s in that box?” Mira asked, adjusting her bag as they crossed the courtyard. “Oria didn’t look like she was joking around.”

“Whatever it is,” Rixa said with a grin, “I want it. Bet I could crack it open with enough fire.”

“Or,” Mira countered, “you could not get expelled five minutes into the new term.”

Kael barely heard them. His thoughts were stuck on the dream, on the voices that had haunted him. His parents. Were they trying to warn him? Or was Rava planting visions in his head again?

“You’re quiet,” Soren said, glancing at him. “More than usual.”

Kael hesitated. He wanted to tell them about the dream. About the voice saying Find the key. But part of him was afraid. Afraid that if he said it out loud, it would make it real.

Before he could answer, the air shifted. A pulse, faint but unmistakable, rippled across the courtyard. Every student froze.

Kael’s fingers tingled—his magic, reacting on its own. He looked toward the great hall just in time to see the black box flare with a soft, ominous glow. For a split second, he swore he felt it pulling at him, like a rope tightening around his chest.

Lira stepped out of the hall just then, her gaze finding Kael instantly. She didn’t say a word, but the look she gave him sent a shiver down his spine. Like she knew him. Like she’d been sent for him.

By the time they reached the training grounds, Kael’s mind was spinning. The key. The box. The dream. It was all connected—he could feel it.

“Whatever this new term is about,” Rixa said, stretching her arms, “I’m ready. Bring on the fire pits and shadow creatures.”

Mira shot her a look. “You’re not worried at all, are you?”

Rixa smirked. “Worried? Nah. Bored, maybe.”

Kael barely heard them. As he walked onto the field, a single thought burned in his mind:

The key is real. And it’s here.
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Chapter Two – The Fear Trial
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The morning air bit against Kael’s face as they stepped onto the training grounds, a wide expanse of grass surrounded by high stone walls etched with glowing wards. The school’s bell had barely stopped ringing when Headmistress Oria’s voice echoed across the grounds, steady and commanding:

“Today, your first trial begins.”

A collective groan rose from the students—no easing into this term, no warm welcome. Oria wasn’t wasting time. Behind her, Professor Durn, a tall man with hair like steel wool and a gaze that could slice through stone, set down a crystal sphere the size of a pumpkin. It pulsed faintly, as though alive.

Kael glanced at Mira, Rixa, and Soren. Mira’s smile had vanished, replaced by nervous curiosity. Rixa, on the other hand, was grinning like she’d just been handed a challenge worth her time.

Oria raised a hand in silence. “The Fear Trial will test not your power, but your heart. It will reveal what you fear most... and force you to face it.”

The sphere cracked like lightning as it flared, sending streaks of blue energy rippling across the field. The students murmured, stepping back instinctively. Kael’s stomach tightened. The words from his dream came back—Your past is the lock.

“Line up,” Durn barked. “Groups of four.”

Kael and his friends didn’t even have to move; they were already a unit. Rixa twirled her flame, grinning. “Hope this thing’s ready for me.”

Kael swallowed hard. He didn’t like how the sphere’s glow seemed to follow him, almost like it was waiting for him.

​The Trial Begins

One by one, groups stepped into the center of the field. The sphere pulsed, and illusions sprang from the ground like shadows solidifying—giant spiders, falling walls, dark mazes. Kael’s group was up next.

As they stepped forward, Kael’s chest tightened. The sphere’s energy hummed in his ears like a whisper.

The ground beneath them shifted. Suddenly, Kael wasn’t on the field anymore. He was back in the orphanage—cold hallways, the smell of dust and damp wood. A door slammed in the distance, and he heard the voice again: Find the key.

“Kael?” Mira’s voice cut through, panicked. He spun around to find her standing in a hallway of shifting shadows, her letter clutched tightly in her hand, flames from Rixa’s magic flickering around them like torches.

“This isn’t real,” Soren muttered, touching the feather charm on his wrist. His calm tone was the only thing keeping Kael steady.

But Kael’s knees felt weak. The door at the end of the hallway creaked open just enough for him to see two blurry figures inside. His parents? He took a step forward, his pulse spiking—

“Kael!” Mira’s hand grabbed his shoulder, yanking him back. The hallway melted away like smoke, replaced by the grassy training grounds. The trial was over, at least for them. Kael’s breathing was uneven, and his hands trembled.

“Are you okay?” Mira asked quietly.

Kael nodded, though it was a lie. He couldn’t tell them what he’d seen—not yet. The whisper was louder now: You are the key.
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Chapter Three – A Name in the Shadows
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The rain rolled in by midafternoon, tapping against the tall windows of Hollowlight like impatient fingers. Classes had been canceled after the Fear Trial—mostly because half the students were still pale and shaky from what they’d seen. Kael wasn’t much better. He sat on his bed, staring at the floor while the echo of Rava’s whisper tangled with his thoughts.

You are the key.

It didn’t feel like a random dream anymore. It felt like a warning.

Mira poked her head into the dorm room, her braid damp from the drizzle. “Kael? You okay? You’ve been sitting here like a statue for an hour.”

“Fine,” he said automatically. It was easier than explaining the vision of his parents calling to him through that illusion. He didn’t want Mira—or anyone—to know that the trial had shaken him worse than he wanted to admit.

“Right,” Mira said, crossing her arms. “And I’m secretly the queen of London.”

From the doorway, Rixa laughed. “If you’re the queen, does that make me your royal bodyguard? Because I would rock that title.” She flicked a spark of fire into the air, just enough to make Mira roll her eyes.

Soren, leaning against the wall with his usual calm, looked at Kael. “You saw something. I can tell.”

Kael hesitated, then stood. “I... I think it was my parents. Or maybe Rava is showing me something. I don’t know.”

The room went quiet for a beat. Mira’s voice softened. “Kael, if there’s even a chance your parents are alive—”

“I don’t know if it was real,” he cut in quickly. “I just... I need to figure it out.”

Before anyone could respond, there was a knock at the door. Lira stood there, her black cloak damp from the rain, the box cradled carefully in her arms.

Her gaze went straight to Kael. “Headmistress Oria wants you in the Hall of Mirrors. Now.”
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Chapter Four – The Hall of Mirrors
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The Hall of Mirrors wasn’t named for its beauty—Kael realized that the moment he stepped inside.

The narrow corridor stretched like an endless tunnel, its walls lined with glass panels that shimmered faintly under the torchlight. But these weren’t regular mirrors. The glass rippled as if alive, reflecting not just Kael’s face, but shifting versions of him—older, younger, scared, or angry.

Lira walked ahead without saying a word, the black box balanced carefully in her hands. Kael’s steps echoed on the polished stone floor, and he felt every eye of his warped reflections watching him.

At the end of the hall, Headmistress Oria stood like a shadow carved from silver and steel. Her staff glowed faintly, runes pulsing across it as she turned toward them.

“Kael,” she said, her tone measured. “Step closer.”

He hesitated, glancing at Lira, but she only stared back with that unreadable look, like she already knew what was about to happen.

Kael stepped forward. The closer he got to the pedestal holding the black box, the heavier the air felt, like a storm about to break. The box pulsed once—just once—but enough for Oria to narrow her eyes.

“It reacted to him,” Lira said quietly. Her voice was calm but sharp, like a blade. “Just like I thought it would.”

Kael frowned. “Reacted? What do you mean—”

Before he could finish, the box flared with a faint glow, and a whisper curled into Kael’s mind like smoke.

Find the key.

​A Quiet Moment

After the test, Oria left Kael and Lira alone. Lira set the box back on its pedestal, but her eyes stayed on him.

“You’ve heard it, haven’t you?” she asked.

Kael froze. “Heard what?”

“The voice,” she said, leaning in slightly. “It calls to anyone tied to the Shadow Key.”

Kael’s heart skipped. “What’s the Shadow Key?”

Lira didn’t answer, at least not right away. Her gaze shifted to the mirrors, where Kael’s reflections seemed to shimmer with faint silver lines. “You’ll find out soon enough. But I think you’re part of this—whether you want to be or not.”
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Chapter Five – Secrets in the Library
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By the time Kael returned to the dorms, Mira, Rixa, and Soren were waiting like hawks ready to pounce.

“Well?” Mira demanded, hands on her hips. “You vanish with mystery-girl and the creepy black box, and we’re just supposed to sit here and assume everything’s fine?”

Kael shut the door behind him, glancing around to make sure no one was eavesdropping. “It’s... complicated. The box—it reacted to me. Like I knew I was there.”

Rixa raised an eyebrow, leaning back on her bed. “Reacted? You mean it likes you, or it tried to eat your soul? Because I’m leaning toward option B.”

“It didn’t try to eat me,” Kael said with a sigh. “But Lira knew something. She said the voice I keep hearing—”

“Wait,” Mira interrupted. “You’ve been hearing a voice?”

Kael hesitated, then nodded. “Since last night. It keeps saying... Find the key.”

Soren’s gaze sharpened. “The Shadow Key,” he said, almost to himself.

The room went quiet. Kael turned to him. “You’ve heard of it?”

“There are mentions,” Soren replied, his voice low. “Old stories. My sister... She used to talk about things like this. Artifacts that could open doors to places not meant for us.” He paused, his hand brushing the feather charm on his wrist. “If this is what I think it is, we need answers—fast.”

​The Library Plan

“Then we start digging,” Mira said, determination flashing in her eyes. “The library has to have something. Oria’s not going to just tell us what’s in that box.”

“Breaking into the library after hours?” Rixa grinned, sparks flickering around her fingertips. “Finally, some fun this term.”
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