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Veil Breaker: Volume 2,

Just Manish 

Darkness doesn’t sleep.

In the city’s shadows, old wounds fester while new evils rise. It’s been a year since the sisters brought the Elders to their knees, but the scars run deeper than anyone expected.

The Velvet Room stands as both refuge and battleground—a place where laughter and blood share the same floor.

Medusa’s spells keep the monsters at bay, but every sunrise brings a new threat.

And from the depths of Hell’s own backyard, Manish has returned.

This time, he’s not alone. With every beat of his dark heart, a chain reaction unfolds. 

A demon’s promise. A collector’s debt. A web of souls tangled in choices and betrayals.

Joy, LaLa, and Zaya must decide what it means to fight, to love, and to sacrifice. 

Because breaking the veil didn’t end the war—it only gave it a new battlefield.

This is not just a story of good and evil. This is a story of family, of power, of decisions that rip the very fabric of reality. 

And sometimes, even heroes bleed.

Welcome back to the streets of Detroit—where every soul counts, and every choice has a price.
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​Chapter One: He Returns
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It had been exactly one year since the sisters brought the Elders to their knees. The city had changed—quieter, almost peaceful—but power like theirs always came with a cost. And peace never lasted long in their world.

Their mansion—an old, once-abandoned house on the corner of Hamilton and Chicago—now stood as a fortress. The locals whispered about it.
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Some called it cursed. Others, sacred. But nobody dared step too close. Inside, **the Veil Breakers—Medusa and her three daughters, Joy, Zaya, and Layla—**had rebuilt their lives after the chaos of war. 

The house was warded, enchanted, and reinforced with spells written in forgotten tongues.

On this particular morning, Medusa was up early, her long dreadlocks tied in a crimson silk scarf. 

She moved silently through the kitchen, frying bacon, flipping pancakes, and humming the same tune she'd sung to her daughters when they were little girls—before the battles, before the blood, before the veil between life and death was shattered.

Joy came down first. The air shifted when she entered the room. 

Her aura was always the strongest—a blend of lightning, fire, and something ancient that even her mother didn't fully understand.

She wore a silk robe, her eyes half-open, hair still wild from sleep.

"Morning, Ma," she muttered.

"Sit. Eat," Medusa replied without looking up. “You gon’ need your strength today.”

Soon after, Zaya and Layla stumbled in, still half-dressed from last night at The Velvet Room, the sisters' nightclub that doubled as their hunting ground and safe haven.

“Ugh,” Zaya groaned, “Why does breakfast smell like a warning?”

“Because it is,” Medusa said calmly, sliding a plate in front of her. “Y’all feel that?”

They grew quiet. The air was off. Too still. Too thick.

Joy narrowed her eyes and looked toward the kitchen window. The sky was clear, but something unseen was clawing at the edges of her senses.

Later that night, the sisters were back at The Velvet Room. The club pulsed with music, sweat, and seduction. female dancers performed on stage, body paint glowing under blacklight, smoke machines adding to the illusion. 

The crowd cheer, unaware that behind the glamour and champagne was a supernatural battlefield always one breath away from collapse.

At exactly midnight, the smoke thickened unnaturally. The lights flickered. The crowd went silent. Something walked through the fog—not a dancer, not a man, but a shadow in human form.

Joy froze

Then she heard it.

“What’s up, Joy?”
The voice sent chills down her spine.
Out of the smoke stepped 
Manish—six-foot-five, lean, shirtless, tattoos made of burning symbols crawling up his chest. His eyes were pitch-black, bleeding at the corners, and his grin stretched too wide.

“You...” Joy whispered. “I banished you.”

“And yet...” he shrugged, “...here I am. Hell couldn’t hold me. I gave the Devil too many souls. He owed me a favor.”

Club security backed away slowly. The crowd thought it was just a performance. But Joy knew better. Her heart pounded. Her fingers tingled with heat.

“You back for revenge?” she asked, planting her feet, ready to fight.

“No,” Manish said, stepping closer until they were nose to nose. “I’m back for business. 

But if you get in my way, there will be war. That’s a promise.”

Then, as quickly as he appeared, he vanished in a blink, the smoke sucking into the floor like a vacuum.

Zaya ran up to Joy, shaken. “Was that... was that really him?”

“Yes,” Joy said, voice tight. “Manish is back. And this time, he’s not alone.”

The next morning, a storm rolled in—no clouds, no rain, just unnatural thunder that shook the windows of the mansion on Hamilton and Chicago. 

Joy sat on the rooftop in a black hoodie, staring at the skyline. She hadn’t slept.
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Inside, Medusa stirred a dark brew—something older than coffee, something laced with truth. Her long nails tapped against the glass mug as she read the steam like a scripture. Her eyes widened.

“He brought something back with him.”

Downstairs, Zaya and Layla were arguing over breakfast like nothing had happened.

“I’m telling you,” Zaya snapped, “it wasn’t just Manish. I felt something crawling under my skin last night. Something else was there.”

Layla rolled her eyes. “Girl, you probably just drank too much tequila.”

Joy came in, soaked with sweat and storm energy. She looked at her sisters with a dead stare.

“He’s opened a gate,” she said. “Not a portal...a gate. One that shouldn’t even exist anymore.”

Medusa entered the room slowly, holding her mug like a weapon. “That gate leads to The Crimson Floor.”

Zaya frowned. “What the hell is that?”

“Not hell,” Medusa said. “Worse. It’s a layer below even Lucifer’s domain.

A prison for demons that betrayed other demons. Things too wild to be controlled, too old to be named.”

Layla’s mouth dropped. “So... Manish broke out of hell and went deeper?”

Joy nodded. “And he didn’t come back alone.”

Medusa sat at the head of the table. Her voice dropped into a whisper only the dead could fully understand.

“He owes something down there. And now, it’s walking free.”

That night at The Velvet Room, the energy was off. The lights flickered before the doors even opened. The walls sweated blood. The speakers hummed with voices from other dimensions. The crowd poured in, unaware.

In the VIP room upstairs, the sisters watched the floor with enchanted eyes.

“Y’all ready?” Joy asked, her hands glowing faint blue.

Zaya cocked her head. “Ready for what?”

Joy didn’t answer.

Suddenly, the room sank—just dropped a full two feet. No one outside noticed.

“He’s here.” Joy whispered. “And so is it.”

Through the back door walked a new figure. Not Manish—but someone...thing...that had never walked Earth before.

Seven feet tall. Face hidden under a hood. Skin like black marble wrapped in thorns. And in its hand—a staff made of jawbones, crowned with three burning skulls.

The music stopped.

Joy stood. “What the hell are you?”

The creature raised its head. Its eyes were hollow flames.

“I am Azekhan, first debt-collector of the Crimson Floor. I’ve come to retrieve what was promised... or take something more valuable.”

Layla stepped beside her sister, trembling but holding firm. “And what would that be?”

“You,” Azekhan replied. “All three of you. You carry the blood of the breaker. That makes you... negotiable.”

Joy unleashed a shockwave of blue flame that shattered every bottle in the room.
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“You think you can threaten us in our city?” she growled. “We run this.”

Azekhan didn’t flinch.

“I don’t threaten. I collect.”

Before he could move, Zaya hurled a crescent blade of light straight at his head. Azekhan caught it mid-air with two fingers and crushed it like glass.

“Oh hell no,” Layla muttered.

Medusa’s voice echoed from nowhere, like thunder through a tunnel:
“Fall back, girls. That’s not a battle you fight on instinct. That’s war.”
Azekhan faded into smoke.

Joy stood panting, knuckles bleeding from gripping too tight. “This isn’t just about Manish anymore.”

Zaya looked around. “Then what is it?”

Joy turned toward the rooftop window. “It’s about everything we broke to stop the Elders... coming back to collect.”
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​Chapter Two: The Debt and the Doorway
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The morning after Azekhan’s warning, the mansion felt colder. Not in temperature, but in spirit. The girls could feel it in their bones—something had shifted.

Joy and Layla (who they called LaLa for short) left the house before the others awoke, heading toward a place they never thought they'd return to.

Manish’s club.

It had reopened under a new name: The Flame Pit. Once shut down after the Elders’ destruction, the club now pulsed with an even darker energy. 

The neon lights were dimmer, the dancers more aggressive, and the clientele... not entirely human.

The doors opened for them without a touch. The hallway inside smelled like sulfur, smoke, and regret.

They found Manish lounging on a velvet throne above the main stage, sipping dark liquid from a glass shaped like a skull.
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“You got some damn nerve,” Joy said as she marched up the stairs. “You think you can just pop back in and open shop like nothing happened?”

Manish smirked. “Joy, Joy, Joy... you always so dramatic. But yes. Yes, I can. Business is good, and I’ve missed the city.”

LaLa stood beside her sister, eyes narrowed. “Don’t play with us. We felt what came through with you. What the hell is that thing?”

“Oh, you mean my little friend?” Manish said with a grin. “Azekhan. He’s... here to collect.”

“Collect what?” Joy growled.

Manish chuckled, set his drink down, and leaned in. “Your souls.”

Joy’s hands lit up with blue
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