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This work is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real persons, living or deceased, or to actual events, is purely coincidental.

Content Warning:
"The Secret of Isabelle Sterling: The Origin of Malvex" is a novel that explores themes of magic, destiny, and self-discovery within a Victorian and Edwardian setting. While the story focuses on adventure and character development, it is important to note that it includes elements of transformative magic and adult content, specifically concerning the involuntary feminization of a male character.

The narrative details the physical and emotional transformation of a character from male to female and how this experience shapes their identity and relationships. This includes explorations of:

Gender change/feminization: The story features a magical metamorphosis and its implications for the affected character.

Romantic and affectionate same-sex relationships: Intimate and romantic relationships between female characters are developed.

Themes of identity and acceptance: The plot addresses how characters navigate and embrace their new identities and the complexities arising from their transformations.

Though the story is told with a tone of humor and fantasy, focusing on personal growth and relationships, the aforementioned themes are central to the narrative. If you seek a tale that explores magic, fashion, love, and self-discovery through the lens of gender transformation and unconventional relationships, this book is for you.

Prepare for an unexpected journey.


A Breakfast with Mystery

Morning at the Sterling mansion unfolded with an almost lazy slowness, the fog still clinging to the glass panes of the winter dining room. The aroma of freshly ground coffee and toasted bread mingled with the melancholic sweetness of jasmine climbing the outer walls. Martha Lane, wrapped in a soft cardigan, sipped her honeyed tea, watching the dew droplets slide down the stained glass. The peace of the mansion, now her home, was almost a balm after the whirlwind of the past months, but the conversation unfolding before her was no less extraordinary than the events she had already witnessed.

Before her, levitating with an almost regal dignity near the window, floated Malvex. It was no longer attached to Lucille—there was no need. It was a deep black velvet dress, with golden arabesques snaking through the fabric like rivers of liquid light, a living work of art that seemed to both absorb and reflect the scarce morning light.
"I'm still not used to seeing you like this..." Martha murmured, her cup halfway to her lips, "so... independent. Not attached to Lucille."
Malvex, with a subtle stir in its folds, as if an invisible breeze passed through it, seemed to emit a restrained laugh. Its golden embroidery glimmered with an enigmatic flicker.
"Ha!" Malvex’s voice echoed in Martha’s mind, clear as a bell. "She no longer needs my help to look fabulous, my dear Martha. She’s bloomed. But from time to time… we make adjustments. Details, you know. She is my masterpiece, after all." An undeniable pride colored the magical voice, and the golden threads of the dress sparkled with a renewed, almost arrogant intensity.

Martha set her cup on its saucer, the journalist’s curiosity bubbling to the surface. "I’m still not used to talking to you—how does it work? People only hear you when you want them to, when you make that... whistle that gives them goosebumps."
Malvex's stirring calmed, and for a moment, the dress seemed to become denser, more present, carrying the weight of centuries. The voice in Martha's mind took on a different tone, older, almost melancholic.
"I'm still learning how it works," said Malvex, and the pause that followed was dramatic. "I don’t remember the last time it was like this, being able to speak to humans besides the ones I was bound to."

Martha nodded slowly.
"So... you used to be able to interact more freely with humans?" she asked, her gaze fixed on the golden threads, which seemed to be dancing. "I think I have a lot of questions."
Malvex stirred again, this time with what seemed like anticipatory delight, like an old storyteller about to reveal his most treasured tale. The golden threads contracted and expanded as if already telling their own story.
"Well, my dear Martha," the voice echoed, with a palpable note of ancient weight. "It’s a long story. Much longer than you imagine. One that began in distant lands, under burning suns and shifting sands. One that involves... demons. And a very, very foolish wager."

Martha leaned back in her chair, an intrigued smile playing on her lips. The tea no longer mattered. What Malvex was about to share was the biggest scoop of her life.
The air in the Sterling mansion's winter dining room thickened—not with the outside mist, but with the weight of the story Malvex was beginning to weave in Martha’s mind. Its golden threads, which had once gleamed with pride, now seemed to vibrate with a melancholic reminiscence, like echoes of a past unfathomably distant. Martha, despite her years in journalism and having witnessed both wonders and horrors with Lucille, felt a shiver of anticipation.
"My origins," Malvex’s voice resonated, its tone now deeper, almost ancient, "predate your time, your concepts of what life is, even the very matter that surrounds you now. We belong to a lineage that humans, in their limited understanding, call ‘demons.’ We are the Neth’raal, interdimensional beings forged of ether and will, capable of shaping reality and traversing the veils between worlds."

Martha listened, spellbound, her tea growing cold in its cup. The word "demon" didn’t frighten her; curiosity was a fire stronger than any superstitious fear. She had always known there was more than met the eye.
"My brothers," Malvex continued, and there was a trace of contempt in his voice, "despise your world—this plane of dense matter, of raw emotions and fleeting lives. They see it as formless muck, unworthy of their attention. But I... I’ve always felt an insatiable curiosity for your chaos. For the beauty of your creativity, the madness of your passions, the fragility of your art. It was a dissonant ballet, yet a fascinating one. Something they, in their static perfection, could never comprehend."

It was in Ancient Egypt, in the dawn of a time Martha only knew from dusty history books—around 1200 B.C.—when Malvex’s curiosity found its opportunity.
“My senses, which span realities you cannot perceive, were drawn by a dissonance, a rupture in the veil. It wasn’t an intentional summoning, no. It was a mistake, a stumble by mortal minds who, in their audacity or their foolishness, played with forces they didn’t understand.”

Two of the pharaoh’s sorcerers, Amenhotep and Neferet, were in their private temple—a sanctuary forged from shadow and arcane knowledge, far beyond public rites. They had been experimenting with polished obsidian mirrors, seeking a reflection of the universe, a shortcut to the gods’ whispers. Instead, they opened a crack into Malvex’s domain.
“My initial form,” Malvex recalled, “was not the dress you see now. Of course not. I was a shadow. A dancing silhouette with golden flashes pulsing from my essence. My voice was an echo, a whisper that multiplied in the temple’s chambers, resonating in their skulls like distant thunder, but formless, bodiless.”

To Malvex’s surprise, Amenhotep and Neferet did not scream. They didn’t flee. They didn’t collapse in panic like other mortals might have.
“Those two… they were rare souls. Instead of fearing me, their eyes gleamed with an insatiable curiosity, like mine. They didn’t try to control me, no. They treated me as an equal. They offered me… wine? Yes, that fermented sweet nectar that intoxicates the spirit and loosens inhibitions—even for a Neth’raal.”

Malvex’s voice took on a hint of humor, almost nostalgia.
“We sat—or rather, they sat and I floated—while we discussed the nature of the cosmos, of magic, and the invisible threads connecting all things. It was… refreshing. A rarity for a Neth’raal to find minds so open, and so… drunk.”

Night deepened in the temple, and the conversation grew freer with each cup of wine and each arcane revelation. That was when Amenhotep, glassy-eyed and with a crooked smile, pointed to an artifact resting on a stone pedestal, covered by a dark cloth.
“They had an object, Martha, a relic they had tried to master for years without success. It was the Tablet of Ahket, forged from an unknown metal and etched with symbols even they, with all their wisdom, could not fully decipher. A piece of pure chaos, a prison of will, if you will—designed to contain volatile essences.”

Neferet, no less emboldened by the wine, laughed and slammed his fist on the table.
“Amenhotep, the great sage, can’t bend it. And you, golden shadow—are you as powerful as you say? Shall we bet that you can’t possess it? We wager… your freedom against ours, if you manage to control it.”

Malvex, in his infinite vanity and with arrogance amplified by the strange euphoria of wine, didn’t hesitate.
“My ego, dear Martha, was as vast as the stars. A tablet? A mere tablet forged by mortals? Ridiculous. I approached it, my golden flares pulsing with blind confidence, convinced of my supremacy.”

And then—the catastrophic mistake.
“I fused with it,” Malvex’s voice rang out, and a cold shiver swept the dining room despite the warmth of the morning. “An act of recklessness. I thought it would be child’s play, a trivial moment of domination. But the Tablet of Ahket was no simple stone. It was a trap. A cage of energy. Once inside, I couldn’t get out. I couldn’t detach. Its ancient seals, its intrinsic magic, anchored me. Trapped me.”

Amenhotep and Neferet, their euphoria evaporated in sudden horror, tried everything. Spells, rituals, pleas to the gods they had once summoned. But the tablet, now imbued with Malvex’s essence, was impenetrable. Malvex, the curiously arrogant Neth’raal, was a prisoner.

“The sorcerers,” Malvex’s voice was now a whisper laced with bitterness and resignation, “died years later, consumed by age—and perhaps by guilt, or fear of what they had unleashed. They left me there, in a secondary pyramid, forgotten by the centuries, buried under sand and oblivion. The tablet, a malignant jewel, became my prison.”

There was a long silence in the dining room. Martha could almost feel the confinement, the millennia of despair.
“I screamed,” Malvex’s voice returned, now tinged with dark humor, almost irony. “I screamed until my voice became dust in the ether. There was no one to hear me, no one who could listen to my torment in that silence of stone and sand. And when exhaustion overtook me—when the futility of my situation became unbearably clear—I looked around, at the darkness of my tomb. And I said to myself: ‘Well, at least it’s not cold in here.’ And I went to sleep.”

Malvex stirred, the black velvet rippling like a shroud.
“And so it was, Martha. For millennia. A Neth’raal demon, trapped in a petty tablet, in a dusty pyramid, waiting for someone to set him free—or for time itself to finally consume him.”


The Archaeologist and the Demon

The thin veil of mist had finally dissipated outside the Sterling mansion, giving way to a pale sunlight that now filtered more boldly through the stained-glass windows of the winter dining room. The aroma of coffee and honey mingled with the subtle scent of winter roses—an aroma that, for Martha Lane, had become synonymous with home and the extraordinary. She adjusted her cardigan, Malvex’s story vibrating in her mind with an almost physical intensity.

As Martha considered Malvex’s strange and ancient prison, the door to the dining room opened with a soft creak. A slender figure, her silver hair impeccably tied in a bun and dressed in a spotless white apron over a simple wool dress, entered with a steaming tray. It was Eleanor, the silent and efficient matriarch of the mansion’s eccentric residents—a woman whose calm demeanor masked a wisdom and insight Martha had come to deeply appreciate.
“Good morning, Martha,” said Eleanor in her quiet, almost whisper-like voice. Her steel-blue eyes rested for a moment on Malvex, still levitating near the window, its shape today more like golden brocade than a dress. Eleanor’s gaze carried a surprising familiarity, as if the presence of the garment were no stranger than the morning sun itself. She placed a fresh teapot and a dish of warm rolls on the table.
“Good morning, Eleanor,” Martha replied, offering her a smile. “Just in time. Malvex was about to continue with his... peculiar story.”

Eleanor nodded, her thin lips curving into a small smile. She poured herself a cup of tea, her movements graceful and deliberate.
“I’ve always known this mansion holds more secrets than its walls dare confess,” she remarked, taking a seat with the elegance of a queen. Her eyes turned to the golden brocade. “So, Sir Malvex,” said Eleanor, using the affectionate nickname only she employed, “do continue your tale. My time is gold, and your stories... are worth their weight in it.”

Malvex, with a subtle flutter of golden threads, seemed to accept the challenge. The voice in Martha’s mind—now heard by Eleanor as well—took on a tone of contained epicness, ready to unearth another fragment of its vast past.

The millennia had passed, silent and slow, dragging with them empires, pharaohs, and the memory of two long-forgotten sorcerers. Malvex, a prisoner of his own recklessness, had drifted in a state of sleep and semi-consciousness within the Tablet of Ahket, buried in the lesser pyramid of Saqqara. The outside world had transformed countless times, but inside his prison of stone and magic, time was a stagnant river. Until, suddenly, a vibration—a prick in his millennial slumber—shook him awake.

“The air inside my makeshift tomb,” Malvex’s voice resonated in the minds of Martha and Eleanor, “smelled of ancient dust, yes, but also something else. Salt, the promise of a world I had forgotten, of life itself injected into my imprisoned existence. The sound of shovels, fabric tearing, a human voice. Distant echoes, but they were drawing closer.”

And then—light. Not the blinding light of the sun, but the flickering flame of an oil lantern, dancing in the ancient darkness. A man. A mortal. His name was Alistair Sterling.
“There he was,” Malvex continued, with a hint of curiosity, almost respect, in his tone. “A singular mortal. He should have trembled, should have fallen to his knees before the revelation of an ancient force. But no. Alistair Sterling, with his lantern in one hand and a notebook in the other, stood before the black basalt slab embedded in the wall. My prison. The Tablet of Ahket.”

Alistair, a British archaeologist with an obsession bordering on madness for Egypt’s secrets, was no looter, but a seeker of knowledge—an explorer of the soul of the past. His eyes, sharp and penetrating, examined the hieroglyphs etched into the surface of the tablet, the same ones that had sealed Malvex in his confinement. Under the dancing lantern light, the symbols glowed with a life of their own, as though something beneath their surface fed them, infusing a latent pulse into the inert stone.
“An execution tablet?” Alistair murmured, his deep voice echoing through the oppressive silence of the chamber, his long, slender fingers brushing the intricate grooves. “No—the underworld symbol is inverted. This isn’t a curse for the dead, but… a spell for a spirit? A binding. But of what?”

At that moment, the basalt tablet vibrated. A subtle vibration at first, like the buzz of a sleepy bee, but quickly intensifying—a rhythmic pulse that spread through the chamber, making the very air tremble. It was Malvex, awakening from his millennial slumber, feeling the touch of a curious mind.
“Leave that alone, human. I’m sleeping,” growled a voice in Alistair’s mind—a voice not like an echo, but the rustle of old silk, of parchment disintegrating. It was the first time in millennia that Malvex had spoken to a mortal.

Alistair stepped back, but not out of fear. Instead, his dark, gleaming eyes lit up with the unmistakable spark of someone who had just found the impossible—what the world believed to be dead or nonexistent. His heart, the heart of a true explorer, beat with wild excitement.
“A spirit bound to an object!” Alistair exclaimed, his voice vibrant with awe. “Fascinating! Are you a talking ushabti? A genie from a lamp? I’ve never encountered anything like you!” His words came fast, tripping over themselves with emotion—more like the giddy outburst of a collector than the caution of a scholar.

Malvex, for a moment, was baffled. There was no fear—only that unbearable, all-too-familiar human curiosity.
“I am a Neth’raal!” his voice thundered in Alistair’s mind—a storm of exasperation and wounded pride. “A being of ether and will, trapped by the stupidity of two drunkards, and your enthusiasm… gives me a headache!”

Then, Malvex did what he hadn’t done in centuries. Driven by a mix of irritation and growing curiosity about this bold mortal, he manifested. A golden mist rose from the tablet, swirling and taking form before Alistair’s astonished eyes. It was not yet the shape of a dress, but that of a floating mask—forged of golden light and shadow, with features that hinted at ancient wisdom and exhausted patience.

Alistair, instead of fleeing or fainting, smiled. A broad, genuine smile, radiating childlike joy.
“Magnificent!” he exclaimed, his eyes glowing with feverish intensity. “I’ve spent twenty years searching for something like you! This is the discovery of my life. A thinking being—not an inert relic! Tell me, Neth’raal, what’s your story? And how the hell did you get yourself stuck in that stone?”

Malvex’s voice softened a little, tinged with disbelief and irony.
“And so, Martha, Eleanor,” he said, “that’s how a millennia-old Neth’raal, imprisoned by his own arrogance, met the one human who, instead of summoning or fearing him, just wanted to have a chat. It was the beginning of a very… complicated relationship. One that would pull me out of my comfortable, silent prison.”

Eleanor nodded, a spark of amusement in her eyes.
“The Sterlings have always had a peculiar way of finding the extraordinary—even in the most improbable of circumstances.”

Martha leaned forward, eager for more. The tale of the Tablet of Ahket and the drunken sorcerers had only been the prologue. Now, the true drama of Malvex’s reintroduction to the world—hand in hand with a Sterling—was just beginning.


Conversations in the Sterling Library

The morning sun, now freed from the mists, poured generously into the Sterling mansion’s winter dining room, illuminating the dancing dust in its golden beams and the gleam of silver on the table. Martha Lane had long forgotten her tea, her mind held captive by Malvex’s tale. Eleanor, as calm as ever, sipped her drink, but her blue eyes remained fixed on the ethereal golden form of the dress—a sign of her undivided attention.

Just as Malvex seemed to pause, the dining room door burst open with an unexpected clatter, making the teacups rattle. A robust figure stormed into the room. It was Thomas, the mansion’s cook and gardener—a man of few words but immense heart and unwavering loyalty. He carried a tray with a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon, whose aroma filled the air.

“Morning, ladies!” Thomas called out with his gravelly, cheerful voice. His warm, lively eyes moved from Martha to Eleanor, and finally landed on Malvex, who hovered with the grace of an opera phantom. Unlike others, Thomas had never shown surprise at the presence of the dress—only a kind of quiet acceptance, as if magic were as natural as the growth of his tomatoes.
“Seems the conversation’s lively this morning. The air’s humming with stories.”

Eleanor gave him a faint, nearly imperceptible smile.
“Just in time, Thomas. Malvex was about to continue his tale of antiquity.”

Thomas set the tray on the table with a clink and served himself a generous helping of eggs.
“Excellent! Always said the old stories are the best—especially when they come straight from the source.” He gestured with his fork toward Malvex.

Malvex, with a subtle ripple of golden threads, seemed to appreciate the interruption and the fresh audience. His voice resumed in their minds, now at a more measured pace, as though relishing the new listeners.

“And that’s how my captivity in Egyptian muck came to an end—not with some grand ritual or divine release, but with the persistent, noisy curiosity of a mortal man. Alistair Sterling,” Malvex’s voice rang, now tinged with a blend of resignation and a peculiar fondness. “He brought me back to your England, to a house that, though no palace of pharaohs, was full of relics and dusty tomes. His home in London—a labyrinth of knowledge.”

The Tablet of Ahket, now unearthed and freed from millennia of sand, rested on vibrant red velvet in Alistair’s study. The room, a sanctuary of scholarship, was crammed with leather-bound books stacked to the ceiling, jars of exotic specimens, maps of far-off lands, and strange swatches of fabric brought back from remote expeditions. There, among alchemical scrolls and Egyptian artifacts, the tablet looked like a dark jewel—a portal to another time.


Conversations in the Sterling Library

The morning sun, now freed from the mists, poured generously into the Sterling mansion’s winter dining room, illuminating the dancing dust in the beams of light and the gleam of silver on the table. Martha Lane had long forgotten her tea, her mind utterly absorbed by Malvex’s tale. Eleanor, calm as always, sipped her drink, but her blue eyes remained fixed on the ethereal golden form of the dress—a sign of her deep focus.

Just as Malvex seemed to pause, the dining room door burst open with an unexpected clatter, making the teacups rattle. A broad figure stepped into the room. It was Thomas, the mansion’s cook and gardener—a man of few words but a huge heart and unwavering loyalty. He carried a tray with a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon, their aromas quickly filling the space.
“Morning, ladies!” Thomas greeted cheerfully with his gravelly voice. His warm, lively eyes landed first on Martha, then Eleanor, and finally paused on Malvex, who levitated with the elegance of an opera specter. Unlike others, Thomas had never shown surprise at the dress’s presence—only a kind of quiet acceptance, as if magic were as natural as the growth of his tomatoes.
“Seems like the conversation’s lively this morning. The air’s humming with stories.”

Eleanor gave him a small, nearly imperceptible smile.
“Right on time, Thomas. Malvex was about to continue his tale of antiquity.”

Thomas set the tray on the table with a clink and served himself a generous helping of eggs.
“Excellent! I’ve always said the old stories are the best—especially when they come straight from the source.” He gestured with his fork toward Malvex.

Malvex, with a subtle ripple of his golden threads, seemed to appreciate the interruption and the arrival of new attention. His voice resumed in their minds, now with a slower rhythm, as if enjoying the expanded audience.

“That’s how my captivity in the Egyptian muck came to an end—not with a grand ritual or divine release, but with the persistent, noisy curiosity of a mortal man. Alistair Sterling,” Malvex’s voice echoed, his tone now tinged with a blend of resignation and peculiar affection. “He took me back to your England, to a house that, while not a palace of pharaohs, was full of relics and dusty tomes. His home in London, a labyrinth of knowledge.”

The Tablet of Ahket, now unearthed and cleansed of millennia-old sand, rested on vibrant red velvet in Alistair’s study. The room, a sanctuary of scholarship, was crammed with leather-bound books stacked to the ceiling, jars of exotic specimens, maps of faraway lands, and strange swatches of fabric brought from remote expeditions. There, among alchemical scrolls and Egyptian artifacts, the tablet looked like a dark jewel—a portal to another time.

“We spent hours, days, years. I, still trapped; and Alistair, immersed in his insatiable thirst for knowledge,” Malvex went on. “His mind was a vast and disordered bazaar of ideas, and my existence—so alien to him—became the core of his intellectual world. We discussed everything. Babylonian astronomy, the power of hieroglyphs, Euclidean geometry, the stars and their movements. Exhausting. And at the same time… fascinating.”

Malvex paused, and for a moment, the image of a passionate man and a talking tablet filled the listeners’ minds.
“Alistair was brilliant, yes—but sometimes… exasperating. His interpretations of arcane formulas were often… peculiar. Like the time he tried to decipher the lunar influence on the growth of corn.”

‘Your calculations are wrong, Sterling. Completely wrong. The Sumerians—even before the Egyptians toyed with the stars—used this formula. No telescope needed. Just common sense and a basic grasp of the force of the cosmos,’ Malvex’s voice had echoed from the tablet, projecting runes of ethereal light that danced in the air, proving his point.

Alistair, with tousled hair and glasses slipping down his nose, would have argued passionately, his face a map of concentration and slight frustration. But then—an interruption.

“It was then, in the heart of that chaotic library, that a small spark of my future appeared in the doorway,” Malvex said, a note of reverence, almost tenderness, in his voice. “A girl. A meddlesome brat with bright eyes, watching from the door, her curiosity unmatched—even by Alistair.”

It was Isabelle, just twelve years old, but with a precocious intelligence that made her carry the weight of her own spirit. Her eyes, blazing with untamed light, locked on the floating tablet and the ethereal form Malvex sometimes used to manifest.

“Dad!” Isabelle burst in, not the slightest trace of fear or shyness in her voice, rushing toward the table with an energy that filled the study. “Why didn’t you introduce me to your friend? I’ve been listening to your debates from the hallway for days! He’s fascinating! How does he glow?”

Alistair turned pale, surprise washing over his face. He had tried to keep Malvex a secret—especially from his daughter—fully aware of the dangers such knowledge could bring. But Malvex… Malvex, for the first time in centuries, laughed. It wasn’t the harsh, bitter echo of confinement, but a vibrant laugh—a resonance that filled the study with unexpected joy.

“This one has a brain!” Malvex exclaimed, his voice in Isabelle’s mind—now clear as ever, for she too could hear him directly. “Unlike you, Sterling, who confuses a Babylonian protection spell with a whole wheat bread recipe. Girl, what’s your name?”

And so began a new era in Malvex’s existence. The years that followed were a whirlwind of learning for Isabelle. “Little Isabelle,” as Malvex affectionately called her, spent her days in the library, learning from both sources: from her father, the geography of the world, maps from his expeditions, the history of lost civilizations; and from Malvex, archaic magic, forgotten runes, the secrets of the Neth’raal, ether manipulation, the deep history of existence. She was a sponge, absorbing every scrap of knowledge, her mind growing at a breathtaking pace. Malvex, for his part, found purpose in nurturing that brilliant mind.

But time, relentless, exacted its toll.

“The day came,” Malvex’s voice grew heavy, a tone of grief rising within it. “Isabelle turned twenty-two. A woman now, her mind as sharp as her beauty. But joy turned to tragedy. Death. Alistair Sterling, my old eccentric friend, passed away. And he left not only her alone—he left her with a fortune in crisis, a crumbling legacy… and a demon. A demon still trapped in a damned stone.”

The London mansion, once a lively hub of knowledge, became a place of unease. Creditors came knocking—voices demanding, threatening. The Sterling legacy, which Alistair had built with so much fervor, was fading.

“I can’t help you if I’m still bound to this damned stone, Isabelle,” Malvex had growled. His essence—powerful but chained—was a torment. He saw the desperation in the young woman’s eyes, her futile efforts, the looming disaster. “You must find a way to free me. Only then can we save what remains. Only then can I be the Malvex you need.”

Silence filled the winter dining room. Martha, Eleanor, and Thomas exchanged glances—the image of young Isabelle, burdened with the weight of her family and a demon in a stone, was vivid. The backdrop of Isabelle Sterling’s greatness was beginning to unfold—tinged with tragedy, and lit by a promise still waiting to be fulfilled.


The First Dress

The morning sun spilled generously over the winter dining room, painting the space in warm, golden light. The scent of coffee, fresh rolls, and scrambled eggs filled the air, but it was the conversation—not the breakfast—that truly nourished the souls present. Martha Lane, Eleanor, and Thomas were enthralled by Malvex’s tale, their cups half-empty, their eyes fixed on the ethereal golden form of the dress floating by the window, weaving its ancient narrative.

Just as Malvex prepared to continue, a small gasp of surprise came from the doorway. A small, energetic figure, her hair tousled from rushing and her large, expressive eyes wide with wonder, peeked in. It was Penny—the youngest resident of the mansion, known for her liveliness and uncanny habit of appearing at just the right (or wrong) moment. She held a little notebook and pencil in hand, as though she’d been about to sketch something.

“Oh! Good morning, everyone!” Penny chirped, her voice slightly high-pitched but full of natural curiosity. Her eyes, wide with awe, landed immediately on Malvex. “Are you… telling stories again? I hope I didn’t miss too much! I felt something weird in the house, like the centuries were shifting. Is it the story, Malvex?”

Eleanor offered her a soft smile.
“Good morning, Penny. You’ve arrived just in time for the turning point. Malvex was about to reveal how he became something more than a simple tablet…”

Thomas nodded, fork still in hand.
“Yes, girl. Old Malvex was just about to explain how he went from being a boring old stone to becoming… well, him.”

Penny, her excitement infectious, quickly slipped into an empty chair between Martha and Thomas, notebook at the ready. Her eyes sparkled.
“Tell me, Malvex! I want to know everything! I always thought you were a dress… but you were a tablet?! And a demon?! This is way better than those boring history books!”

Malvex responded with a tone that blended humor and the lingering weight of past torment, ready to recount the next chapter of his transformation.


The Mistake That Changed Everything

“The corset was only the beginning—a proof of concept, if you will. That little piece of silk and silver was my first breath of freedom in millennia, and also, my first touch with the world of appearances... of fashion,” Malvex’s voice resonated in his listeners’ minds, a complex melody of nostalgia and pragmatism. “Isabelle, with her budding genius, soon realized that if my essence could bind to a garment, it could bind to any garment. I no longer needed the tablet. My true form had become a mutable fabric, one that adapted—a dress, a coat, a shawl. Always women’s clothing, of course. My very essence was that of creation, and creation, in your world at least, has always been linked to the feminine. Goddesses, muses, weavers of fate… all women.”

A year had passed since that first experiment in the London study. Isabelle Sterling—the young woman who had saved her family’s legacy from ruin—had transformed. Not only had she restored the Sterling fortune, she had expanded it, becoming a prominent figure in the world of art and antiquities, a shrewd businesswoman with an unerring eye for unique pieces and a reputation for enigmatic charm. She was never seen without a particular garment: an exquisitely embroidered silk shawl, or a velvet coat that seemed to breathe with life. No one suspected that these garments were, in truth, Malvex—her silent advisor, her personal guardian.

“By then, I was no longer bound to her permanently—not like with the tablet,” Malvex explained, his butterfly-like golden threads fluttering delicately in a way Penny found mesmerizing. “I could come and go, take the form of anything she wished—as long as it was feminine attire. It was sublime freedom. It allowed me to explore, observe the world, feed on its emotions, its creativity. And she... she benefited from my counsel, from my millennia-old vision for art, for business. We became the perfect partnership.”

It was a spring afternoon in Paris, 1903. The city pulsed with the effervescence of the Belle Époque—a whirlwind of art, ideas, and passion. Isabelle, dressed in an elegant two-piece suit and an exquisite black velvet coat (Malvex in his preferred form for travel), was seated at the bustling Café des Artistes in Montmartre. The golden light of sunset filtered through the windows, illuminating the cigarette smoke and the murmur of conversations. Isabelle was too absorbed in a heated debate with a pompous art dealer—one with a twisted mustache and an inflated ego over a supposedly authentic Roman bust—to notice the coming disaster.

“I was on the coat rack, alongside other coats and scarves, resting from the trivialities of your commercial squabbles,” Malvex recalled, his voice tinged with disdain. “Dozing, with one ear on Isabelle’s conversation. A moment of peace.”

But peace, for Malvex, rarely lasted.

At that moment, a young man approached the rack. His black hair was messy, his eyes melancholic yet intense, and his hands were stained with paint and calloused from work. He was Édouard Laurent—a painter of talent but no fortune, a sensitive soul drowning in Montmartre’s bohemia. He’d entered the café for coffee and warmth, and his eyes landed on the black velvet coat. It wasn’t just any coat; it radiated a subtle presence, an aura of unusual quality.

“What a peculiar fabric…” Édouard murmured as he tried it on, the soft velvet brushing against his skin. He felt strangely warm, comforted. He didn’t notice the golden embroidery, the ethereal filigree that glowed faintly upon contact with his body—light not from any thread, but from an ancient energy, just awakened from voluntary slumber.

And in that instant, Malvex awoke with a jolt that made the golden butterfly flicker wildly in his listeners’ minds.

“A man?!” Malvex’s cry rang in the minds of Thomas, Martha, Eleanor, and Penny with such palpable fury and horror that Penny jumped in her seat.
“No, no, no! By all the gods and demons of the dimensions! A mortal with scruffy beard and paint-stained hands?! This is not possible! This is an abomination!”

But it was too late.
The bond—formed over millennia between the tablet and Malvex’s essence, and carefully reforged by Isabelle into cloth—activated once again. Malvex’s energy, his very being, began to flow from the black velvet into the body of Édouard Laurent. This wasn’t mere possession; it was fusion, interlacing. The embrace of magic and matter.

Malvex’s voice in the winter dining room was now filled with theatrical lament.
“It was a disaster. A catastrophic error. A simple misunderstanding that would change the fate of an insignificant mortal—and to my horror, my own! Because Isabelle’s spell, my own creation, had one unbreakable rule: I could only inhabit feminine forms. And now… I was inside a man!”

The silence at the table was complete. Martha, Eleanor, and Thomas stared at Malvex, stunned. Penny, notebook and pencil frozen halfway to her lips, was the embodiment of awe. Malvex’s story had taken an unexpected, comic, and yet deeply ironic turn.


The Thread and the Name

The mist of Paris—that fickle veil slipping through the seams of the world—seemed thicker that morning. Or perhaps it was merely the altered perception of a man who was no longer entirely one. Édouard—though the name now rang hollow, inexact, dissonant even in his own mind—nervously tugged at the hem of his borrowed dress as the church clock struck eight. His hands, once steady with a painter’s grip, now trembled clutching a portfolio of dress sketches.

"I can’t believe this," he murmured, his accent—to his horror—sounding more musical by the day, more... feminine.

"Oh, but you should, chérie," Malvex’s voice echoed, not in the air but in his thoughts, like a dagger wrapped in velvet. "You put on the coat. You accepted the energy. You breathed in my essence. And now we are a symphony... slightly out of tune."

The voice carried an air of elegant annoyance, like an opera critic forced to attend a school recital. The black shawl draped over Édouard’s shoulders, discreet yet embroidered with golden filigree, adjusted itself without his touch. It was Malvex, settling in, protesting.

"Besides," the textile demon continued, aggrieved, "this is kidnapping. Outrageous. Involuntary. And with irreversible magical consequences. Do you know what it means to be bound to a man? A man! My essence can only be channeled through feminine garments. Do you understand what that does to your body?"

Édouard sighed—or rather, Élodie sighed, for the contours of her face had softened, her waist narrowed further each week, and the dark chestnut of her hair now gleamed with copper under the sun.

"I didn’t do it on purpose," she said, staring at her reflection in a boutique window. The woman looking back still unsettled her. Her eyes remained the same, but everything else seemed stitched by unfamiliar hands.

"Intentional or not, you’ve been altered on an ethereal level. My magic does not accommodate male bodies without... correcting them," Malvex explained, with the patience of someone re-teaching a formula to a slow apprentice. "And you... well, you’ve been a particularly stubborn canvas. But I must admit—elegant. Like a corset in revolution."

Élodie closed her eyes. She had slept poorly. The new petticoats cinched her waist, her hair grew longer by the week—and the French she spoke now carried a sweetness she couldn’t feign. Had her voice surrendered too?

"We should look for this Isabelle you keep mentioning," she said, walking toward a small tailor’s shop in the Quartier Latin, hoping someone—anyone—might accept a sample of her talent.

"Finally, something sensible!" Malvex exclaimed, his voice rising like a ripple of silk in her mind. "If anyone can undo this chaotic embroidery, it’s her. Though, to be honest, I doubt she’d want to. She’d leave you like this just for the drama."

"That doesn’t reassure me," Élodie muttered.

The shop bell chimed as she entered. Three older women turned to look at her. Their gazes dipped to her embroidered shawl, then her hands, then her shoes.

"Are you here for the seamstress position?" one asked, unsmiling.

Élodie nodded. In her portfolio was a design she had sketched the night before—an evening gown with a heart-shaped neckline, adorned with swirling patterns inspired by Malvex’s filigree. She unfolded it carefully.

A silence followed. One woman frowned. Another took the paper. The third, younger, offered the faintest smile.

"Not bad," said the one who seemed in charge. "Did you sew this yourself?"

Élodie nodded again.

"And can you embroider by hand?"

"With... surgical precision," she said, wincing involuntarily. Truthfully, her hands seemed to move on their own since Malvex had "optimized" them.

"We can give you a trial," the woman said, gesturing her toward the back.

As she crossed into the small workshop, Malvex murmured in her mind with a mix of irony and tenderness:

"Congratulations, darling. You’ve been hired to sew... what you already are. This is cosmic comedy, I tell you. Fashion was always the real magic."

For the first time in days, Élodie smiled. Not a grand one. Just a subtle, honest curve. Perhaps—just perhaps—there was some truth in that ancient, talking garment. Something that couldn’t be unraveled.


Isabelle’s Search

The winter dining room, bathed in the glow of morning sunlight, was a crucible of emotions. Martha Lane wore a wry smile, imagining poor Édouard mid-transformation. Eleanor nodded knowingly, a mischievous gleam in her eyes, as if Malvex’s antics came as no surprise. Thomas had choked briefly on a bit of bacon from holding in his laughter, and Penny sat with her mouth agape in pure wonder.

“So you turned him into… a woman!” Penny finally exclaimed, her voice a breath of incredulous awe. “And made him a seamstress! Poor Édouard! But—how long was he like that? And how did you find Isabelle?”

Thomas, now recovered, nodded eagerly.
“Yes, Malvex. What did Isabelle do when she found out about her… mistake?”

Malvex floated above the table with an air of superiority, as though Édouard’s suffering were a mere footnote in the vast tapestry of his ancient existence.
“Ah, my dear listeners. The drama of Édouard’s situation—or Élodie, as the locals soon began calling her—was merely the prelude to a reunion even I, a being as ancient as the stars, could not have foreseen. It was a search. And, much to my irritation, one that I had to lead.”

The group leaned in, eyes alight with curiosity, as Malvex resumed his tale, ready to unveil the strange and winding path that had brought them back to Isabelle.

“Édouard—or rather Élodie, as she began calling herself in moments of resignation, as her voice softened and her features subtly refined—became my unwilling companion on a mission that tested her sanity and, I admit it, my patience,” Malvex’s voice rumbled, laced with both annoyance and reluctant pragmatism.
“Paris, the City of Light, became our labyrinth—a place where every alleyway, every café, every atelier could be hiding the trail of the elusive Isabelle Sterling.”

Now living within Élodie’s form, Malvex guided his reluctant host through the most bohemian and artistic corners of the city. His senses—connected now to a human vessel—allowed him to detect the lingering echoes of Isabelle’s magic, her energy signature as distinct as a soul’s fingerprint.

“My Neth’raal senses, though confined to velvet and silk, could still detect her magic. An ethereal scent she left behind, like perfume clinging to the veil of reality,” Malvex explained, his golden threads shimmering with memory.
“We followed her trail to the places where Isabelle, fed by my wisdom, had once left an unmistakable imprint.”

Their first stop: a small, exquisite tailor’s shop in the heart of the Marais, where silk threads shimmered with an unnatural light and wooden mannequins turned ever so slightly on their own, as if animated by unseen hands. Élodie, with her now-delicate and deft hands, could feel the charged fabric, the hidden wisdom of Isabelle stitched into every hem.

“Here, Élodie,” Malvex had whispered in her mind, “here is where Isabelle turned silk into a sigh, where she wove light into organza. Her presence was strong. Her magic soaked into every seam.”

Then, the search led them to a textile market in the eastern quartiers, a whirlwind of colors and textures. There, beneath the pale moonlight filtering through a grimy skylight, the linen and wool threads shimmered with a spectral glow—one only Élodie could now see.

“Isabelle, in her hunt for materials, infused her magic into every fiber she touched. A simple transaction, to her, was a transfer of essence. Almost a necessity—like breathing,” Malvex said, his tone a blend of admiration and exasperation at her elusiveness.

The search stretched into months—an infuriating dance of nearness and retreat. Élodie, meanwhile, continued her involuntary metamorphosis, her reluctant rise as a gifted seamstress. Her hands, once clumsy, now created gowns that whispered ancient secrets. Malvex remained by her side—sometimes as a scarf, sometimes a corset, sometimes an invisible shawl—critiquing her designs and longing for release.

Then, fate intervened—with cruel, perfect timing.

“We found her in the Jardin du Luxembourg,” Malvex continued, his golden butterfly wings spinning slowly, as if reliving the moment.
“One of your Parisian sanctuaries of calm. An oasis of greenery and art. There was Élodie, sketching gowns into her notebook—hands no longer her own, lines still unsure, yet full of undeniable grace.”

Isabelle Sterling sat on a wrought iron bench nearby, poised and regal as ever, watching a sculptor mold clay into a mythic form. Her hair, now longer and elegantly pinned, shimmered under the sun. As her eyes wandered—and landed on the slender figure of Élodie—a shiver of recognition ran down her spine.

She recognized the silhouette.
The flow of the black velvet coat.
She recognized Malvex.

"You!" Isabelle’s shout cut through the air like a blade. She shot to her feet, surprise and fury sharpening her voice. People nearby turned to look, but she didn’t notice. She stormed toward Élodie, hands firm, and with a harsh yank, tried to tear the black coat from Élodie’s shoulders—but it would not budge.

"What have you done, demon?!" she cried, her voice an accusation, her gaze boring into the black velvet. "Have you no control? Why did you… possess this man?"

Malvex, who had briefly manifested as a golden wisp outside the coat, groaned with exasperation—an audible protest meant for Isabelle’s ears.
“It was an accident!” he exclaimed, his mental voice echoing with the indignation of a misunderstood Neth’raal. “He picked me up! And you, Isabelle, didn’t have the decency to warn me about the limitations of your own spell!”
His voice then softened, almost conciliatory.
“And… look what it created.”

With a flick of his will, the sketches Élodie had dropped to the ground rose into the air, turning slowly between them.

Isabelle’s anger faltered. She looked at the floating sketches—her eyes widened with astonishment. The designs. The flow of the fabric. The harmony of color and texture. They were unmistakably reminiscent of those once drawn by her mother: a gifted seamstress who had died young, leaving behind a legacy Isabelle had treasured like relics. To see them recreated—by a stranger, a man becoming a woman—was a revelation.

Silence returned to the winter dining room. Penny, her eyes shimmering with tears of emotion, clapped softly.
“What a moment,” she whispered. “It’s like fate itself… It’s like her mother’s spirit was guiding Élodie’s hands.”

Martha nodded, her smile gentle and understanding.
“So Édouard became the missing link between Isabelle and her own family’s past.”

“Exactly,” Malvex intoned with solemn pride. “That mistake, that unfortunate incident at the Café des Artistes, was merely the final gear in fate’s turning wheel. A predestined reunion—forged by magic, accident, and yes, a healthy dose of my own recklessness.”


The Birth of Sterling Textiles

The morning sun, now high in the sky over Blackwood Creek, flooded the Sterling mansion’s winter dining room, illuminating every corner and catching the gleam of polished silver on the table. Conversation had faded slightly, replaced by the slow digestion of Malvex’s latest revelation: the transformation of Édouard into Élodie. Martha Lane wore a thoughtful smile, tracing connections between the tale and the empire Isabelle Sterling would eventually build. Eleanor nodded slowly, her expression calm and full of quiet understanding. Thomas chewed the last bite of bacon, his gaze fixed on Malvex, while Penny was utterly rapt.

“So Élodie stayed with Isabelle,” Penny murmured at last, comprehension dawning in her eyes. “And learned to design! All because of you, Malvex! But… how did Isabelle become so famous then? She didn’t design, right? Was it Élodie doing all the real work?”

“Ah, my perceptive audience,” Malvex replied, a note of pride curling in his tone. “Humans have a curious habit of attributing genius to the most visible face. Isabelle was the public figure—the visionary. But the true genius behind the loom, the hands that gave shape to my inspirations… that was another story. It was the beginning of something grand. Something that would change fashion—and the fate of House Sterling—forever.”

All four leaned in, captivated, as Malvex began the next chapter in his saga: the rise of Isabelle Sterling and the legacy that followed.

“The pact sealed in the Jardin du Luxembourg was just the beginning of a collaboration… tense, but extraordinarily fruitful,” Malvex continued.
“Élodie moved into one of the servant flats in Isabelle’s Parisian estate. A modest space, but filled with light—a place where her talent, once buried under poverty and frustration, began to bloom.”

Months after that pivotal encounter, Isabelle’s Paris studio had become a crucible of ideas and ambition. It exuded understated elegance—exotic fabric samples hung from brass racks, design sketches scattered over polished mahogany tables.

It was a winter afternoon, golden light slanting through the tall windows. Isabelle laid a contract across the oak desk—its lines clean and precise, like her own thoughts. Beside the document rested a sample of black silk, exquisitely embroidered with golden thread in patterns that seemed to whisper ancient secrets. It was one of Élodie’s first creations, inspired by Malvex’s subtle forms and energy.

The contract bore the emblem of a new name: Sterling Textiles.

“I need a partner,” said Isabelle, her voice clear and commanding, her eyes sharp and calculating as they locked on Élodie. “Someone who understands fashion and magic. Someone with a vision that transcends the ordinary. You’ve shown innate talent, Élodie. An ability to translate ethereal inspiration into something tangible and beautiful. Malvex… well, he’s already part of the package. His ‘guidance,’ though often exasperating, is invaluable.”

Élodie, now fully adapted to her new identity—softer features, a more melodious voice, a poised and distinctly feminine presence—gently caressed the fabric with expert fingers. Her mind, once devoted to painting, now lived and breathed through textiles. The corset—the first link—was now a memory, for Malvex had evolved, able to inhabit any garment. At that moment, he resided quietly in the form of a velvet waistcoat Élodie wore, an almost imperceptible extension of her being.

“And what do I get, Isabelle?” Élodie asked, her voice infused with a new confidence, forged through success and hard-won self-acceptance.
“Besides being your magical experiment? Because let’s be honest—my life as I knew it ended the day that demon latched onto me. The chance to sew for you isn’t enough.”

Isabelle allowed a small, shrewd but genuine smile to curve her lips. She knew Élodie was more than just a designer—she was the beating heart of her success.
“You get a salary, Élodie—a generous one, enough to live comfortably and devote yourself entirely to your art. You get education—access to my library, the best art and fashion instructors in Paris. And most importantly,” her gaze intensified, charged with her unshakable vision, “you get the chance to create something unforgettable. A fashion house that will redefine elegance. A legacy that will echo for generations.”

As Isabelle spoke, Malvex—inhabiting the waistcoat—couldn’t contain a telepathic murmur meant only for Élodie. A whisper of relief, laced with pragmatic urgency, that nudged toward his own long-standing desires.

“Say yes, Élodie,” Malvex urged, his mental voice both exasperated and imploring. “Please! If I have to hear Isabelle go on one more time about the ‘ideal proportion for damask drapes,’ I swear I’ll unravel myself into a thousand threads! Fashion is art, Élodie, not a glorified accounting exercise! This is your destiny!”

Élodie felt the plea from Malvex, the pressure from Isabelle, and the pull of a future that—though born of error—offered redemption for her artistic soul. Her gaze settled on the embroidered silk sample, on the infinite possibilities it represented. Without another word, she picked up the pen and, with newfound resolve, signed the contract.

The birth of Sterling Textiles was sealed.

Silence settled over the winter dining room, now heavy with a shared understanding. Penny let out a soft, satisfied “Ahhh!”, as if a great puzzle had finally clicked into place.
“So Élodie was the real creative genius behind Isabelle’s dresses! That’s brilliant! And you, Malvex—you’re the oldest fashion critic in the world.”

Martha nodded, her eyes on Malvex’s floating dress form.
“Isabelle’s true power wasn’t just her magic—it was her ability to see potential in people. Even in the most unlikely of circumstances. And in their creations, of course.”

“A partnership, my dears,” Malvex intoned with a hint of pride. “An improbable alliance that defied convention and built an empire. The mistake, as you now see, was the spark behind our greatest triumph.”


Looms and Whispers

Martha Lane, Eleanor, Thomas, and Penny listened with reverent focus, their minds weaving the threads of Malvex’s tale into the grand tapestry of the Sterling legacy. The last revelation—the unlikely pact between Isabelle, Élodie, and the ancient being himself—had left them with a deep sense of admiration and an insatiable hunger for more.

“So they signed a contract!” Penny exclaimed, eyes sparkling with wonder. “Élodie became the secret designer! What a twist! But… how did Sterling Textiles get so famous? Did they make regular clothes, or was it magic from the beginning?”

Thomas nodded, brow furrowed in thought.
“I always thought Lady Isabelle’s designs were… different. But I didn’t know it was because of magic. So Élodie was the one who made her rich with her dresses, Malvex?”

Malvex rose slightly into the air, like a master of ceremonies about to reveal the next act in a dazzling performance. His voice was a rich melody of cleverness and a peculiar fondness for his “pupils,” poised to recount the rise of a fashion empire like no other.

“Ah, my dear witnesses to this cosmic farce,” Malvex intoned with unmistakable pride. “Yes, the contract was signed. And with it, the forging of a fashion empire that, though born of practicality, soon transcended mere profit. You see, creativity—when fused with magic—has a way of blooming even beyond what the oldest of Neth’raal could predict.”

The four leaned forward, anticipation written in every line of their faces, as Malvex continued the saga of the unlikely trio behind Sterling Textiles.

“The months after the pact were a whirlwind— a symphony of thread and needle, of ideas and dreams,” Malvex said. “The attic of Isabelle’s Parisian mansion, once desolate and dusty, was transformed. Overnight, it became the first Sterling Textiles workshop—a sanctuary of creation where candlelight danced across sketches and fabric swatches, and the whisper of thread mingled with laughter and debates.”

Under Isabelle’s direction, Élodie’s vision, and Malvex’s... unique styling advice, the workshop came to life. What emerged from their hands was unlike anything Paris had seen.

“Élodie, with hands now impossibly skilled and a mind unleashed, became the creative force. Her designs were bold, groundbreaking. And with my ‘subtle’ guidance,” Malvex added with smug flair, “those garments took on a life of their own.”

There were dresses that changed color under moonlight—one of Élodie’s masterpieces, inspired by Malvex’s own shimmering aura. Under daylight, they appeared black; under moonlight, they revealed shades of deep blue, violet, and emerald. Isabelle called them les rêves nocturnes—the “midnight dreams”—and they caused a sensation in Parisian salons.

There were gloves that warmed the wearer’s hands in winter—Malvex’s idea, born of frustration with human fragility. Infused with a subtle thread of his own energy, the gloves emitted a gentle, comforting heat.
“People couldn’t understand how a simple glove could be so warm,” Malvex said with a note of smugness. “My Neth’raal scales generate heat naturally, you know.”

And then there was… a self-adjusting corset. A brainchild of Isabelle’s experimental flair.
“That corset was a triumph of magical engineering and a marketing disaster,” Malvex sighed. “In her obsession with fit and comfort, Isabelle tried to make it adapt to any body type. The result was… let’s say unpredictable.”
The corset’s embroidery shifted, its seams cinched and loosened as if alive—sometimes too tight, sometimes too loose, and sometimes at the most inconvenient moments. Isabelle called it, with amused exasperation, “the most expensive mistake of my life.” She kept it anyway, as a personal curiosity.

The attic became their world. Time blurred. Isabelle and Élodie worked through the night, their silhouettes etched in candlelight against the shifting skyline of Paris. Coffee and hot chocolate were their loyal companions. They laughed—at demanding clients, at critics who didn’t grasp their vision, and at Malvex’s constant, dramatic commentary.

“The nights were long, yes—but never dull,” Malvex said, his tone softening, almost tender. “A strange camaraderie formed. They shared stories. And, sometimes, their vulnerabilities.”

One night, as Élodie stitched a gown that flowed like liquid silver beneath the moonlight, she whispered:
“My mother was a seamstress in Lyon.”
The moonlight silvered her now long, chestnut hair, cascading softly over her shoulders.
“I always dreamed of becoming a painter. I never imagined I’d become the mannequin. And now… look at me. I’m making my mother’s dreams, but not mine.”

A quiet sorrow lingered in her words.


The Heart of the Fabric

The story of Sterling Textiles—its unlikely rise and the peculiar alliance between Isabelle, Élodie, and the ancient Neth’raal—had completely captivated its listeners. Martha Lane wore the contented smile of someone reading a brilliant novel. Eleanor nodded with the calm of a woman who had long suspected there was more to the Sterling legacy than met the eye. Thomas chewed his breakfast with pensive curiosity, while Penny’s eyes gleamed with wonder and expectation.

“So Sterling Textiles was born from a magical mistake!” Penny exclaimed, her enthusiasm as bright as ever.
“And Malvex was the fashion advisor! That’s genius! But… what happened to Élodie? Did she stay with Isabelle forever? And what kind of magic did they use in the clothes? Just color-changing and warmth?”

Thomas, with his deep voice, added thoughtfully,
“Yeah, Malvex. And Lady Aunt Isabelle—what was she like with Élodie? I always imagined her as very cold. Hard as marble.”

“Ah, my dear friends,” Malvex’s voice rang out, velvety and full of layers.
“The bonds forged in that Parisian attic were not just of business or convenience. They were... more complex. More human, I daresay. And for a Neth’raal like me, who had long disdained your fleeting emotions, it was a revelation. A lesson I would take... time to truly understand.”

The four leaned in, the air thick with anticipation, as Malvex prepared to tell how the heart of the fabric—and the hearts of two very different women—became woven together.

“The Sterling Textiles workshop became a microcosm of magic and creativity,” he continued, his golden threads—now a soft-breathing butterfly above the table—glowing with a quiet, intimate shimmer.
“A haven in the heart of Paris, where the lines between the mundane and the mystical blurred with every stitch. Élodie and Isabelle, despite their wildly different origins and temperaments, found a rhythm. Isabelle, the strategist, the shrewd eye for markets and opportunity. Élodie, the artist, the touch of genius at the needle. And I, of course… the keeper of secrets, the ever-present critic, the observer of the weave.”

Christmas arrived in Paris, wrapping the city in cold and festivity. It was a rare moment of pause in the relentless world of haute couture and business schemes. A modest celebration was held in Isabelle’s studio—just the two of them.

“It was an unusual night,” Malvex recalled, his voice softening, threaded with memory.
“Élodie, always reserved and a bit embarrassed by her odd life, approached Isabelle with a small gift, wrapped in plain paper. My Neth’raal senses detected the subtle energy radiating from it. It wasn’t gold. Nor jewels. But its value… was immeasurable.”

Élodie handed Isabelle a handkerchief of fine silk, embroidered with the mastery only she possessed. Woven into the fabric, an intricate pattern of fleurs-de-lis—symbols of French royalty—intertwined with tiny runes that shimmered with a light nearly imperceptible. These were not runes of power, but of connection, of protection… of budding affection.

“So you don’t forget that, even though you’re insufferable, someone still puts up with you,” Élodie said, her voice tinged with shyness, cheeks coloring. It was a joke, a shield against the vulnerability of the gesture—but sincerity shone in her eyes. It was gratitude—deep, quiet, and transformative—for Isabelle, who had given her not only a new purpose but a new self.

Isabelle—the cold, brilliant businesswoman—was silent for a moment, surprise flickering in her gaze. She took the handkerchief, feeling the faint warmth that emanated from the enchanted threads. It was a gift that could never be bought. Slowly, she folded it with care and tucked it into her inner pocket, close to her heart.

“And despite her reputation for pragmatism,” Malvex continued, “Isabelle never washed it—for fear the magical threads might unravel. That handkerchief became a silent talisman, a reminder of a bond that went beyond business or magic.”

Time passed. And with it, the closeness between Isabelle and Élodie deepened. They shared laughter, worries, and sometimes, wordless silences that spoke more than conversation. Late nights in the studio no longer felt like work—they became the natural rhythm of a companionship blooming in its own, peculiar way.

“One afternoon, while testing a new dye for a particularly delicate silk,” Malvex said, “their hands brushed. A simple touch of fingers—but the electricity was palpable.”
Both women pulled away, startled, as if burned. The tension in the room grew thick, heavy with meaning.

“Malvex… could you shut up for one minute?” Isabelle barked mentally, a command sharp and fraught with unease.

Malvex, who had not said a word aloud but had been projecting a gleeful barrage of thoughts in anticipation, protested inside her mind:
“I didn’t say anything!”
Yet his golden threads—visible only to Isabelle when he was particularly amused—flickered mischievously, betraying the lie.

Élodie, observing the moment—Malvex’s silent glee, Isabelle’s flushed silence—let out a soft, musical laugh. A sound that broke the spell of awkwardness. That made Isabelle look up.

And then it happened. Against all odds.

Isabelle, driven by a storm of unspoken emotion—frustration, confusion, tenderness, and a sudden, breathtaking boldness—stepped forward. And kissed her.

It was brief. A brush of lips, crimson-tinted, as soft as silk… and as powerful as a dormant volcano finding its fire. A kiss not of passion, but of connection. Of confirmation. Of becoming.

“And I, the Neth’raal of logic and reason, felt it,” Malvex said, his voice filled with awe—a note that both Penny and Martha could feel resonate deep in their chests.
“The spell Isabelle cast—the one that bound me to her garments through her blood—shifted. The bond was no longer made of lineage and fabric alone. It had changed. It had woven into something deeper, something my ancient wisdom had not foreseen.”

“The spell was no longer in the blood… but in the heart.”

Silence fell over the winter dining room—thick, reverent, glowing with shared emotion.

Penny placed a hand over her heart and exhaled in wonder.
“Oh my gosh. A kiss! So Isabelle and Élodie…!”

Martha smiled—a warm, knowing smile.
“Love, Penny, has a way of finding its path… even in the most magical and unexpected circumstances.”

Eleanor nodded, her cool blue gaze fixed on Malvex.
“The heart is the greatest spell of all… isn’t it, Malvex?”

“Indeed,” the Neth’raal replied.
“That kiss—
That simple human gesture—
was the moment I understood that my existence was no longer tethered only to spells and silks, but to the very souls around me. A bond stronger than any incantation. Deeper than any obsidian vault. The heart of the fabric, yes… but also, the heart of my own existence.”


The Golden Thread of Destiny

“A kiss!” Penny repeated, the thrill still bright in her voice. “So Isabelle and Élodie fell in love! That’s so romantic! And you, Malvex—how did you feel about all that? Did you feel… stronger? Or did it gross you out?”

Thomas chuckled.
“I can just imagine old Malvex groaning in Isabelle’s head. Always so prim and proper, that demon. So… what happened after that, Malvex? Did they get along?”

Martha smiled softly, her gaze resting on Malvex’s floating dress form.
“Love has a way of anchoring things, doesn’t it, Malvex? Did magic and affection become more intertwined after that?”

Malvex, fluttering gently in his golden butterfly form, pulsed with a lightness that hinted at unexpected joy. His voice—layered, melodic, and now tinged with something warm and human—prepared to recount the blossoming of a bond and the meteoric rise of an empire.

“Ah, my perceptive witnesses,” Malvex said with a trace of playful resignation,
“‘Disgust,’ dear Thomas, is far too pedestrian a concept for a Neth’raal. But ‘fascination’... yes. That, I felt. And awe. For your emotions—your bonds—carry power equal to the oldest spells. That kiss was the catalyst. The beginning of a golden age for Sterling Textiles… and a revelation for me.”

“That kiss,” he continued, “a breath of silk tinged with carmine, was a turning point. It united two souls and unleashed a torrent of creativity that echoed across the salons of Paris—and beyond.”

From that moment on, the relationship between Isabelle and Élodie flourished—woven from admiration, artistic partnership, and the slow-blooming intimacy of two minds learning to love as they worked.

The Parisian attic of Sterling Textiles transformed into more than a studio. It became a sanctum, where muse and magic danced in seamless harmony. Isabelle’s once-stern nature softened, revealing tenderness that only Élodie could evoke. Their late nights filled with not only fabric and sketches, but shared laughter, deeper conversations, and silences rich with understanding.

“They complemented one another in ways rare even among your kind,” Malvex said with quiet reverence.
“Isabelle brought business acumen, the boldness to disrupt fashion’s conventions, and the mind of a strategist. Élodie, in contrast, was the artistic soul, the hand that turned my whispered visions into physical grace—into silhouettes that seemed woven by the gods themselves.”

Creative debates still ignited in the studio—but now they sparkled with affection underneath. Élodie’s sensitivity added humanity and fluidity to Isabelle’s sharp logic. Isabelle, in turn, urged Élodie to break limits, to infuse magic into every thread.

“The arguments over color palettes, fabric textures, the drape of a skirt or the cut of a bodice became a kind of ballet,” Malvex recalled. “A dance of minds—and hearts. I, of course, remained their most relentless critic, watching from a hanger. But my critiques were no longer born of frustration, but pride… and an odd, unshakable desire to see our art perfected. For by then, it was no longer just theirs. It was ours.”

With Élodie as the secret designer and Malvex as the invisible muse, Sterling Textiles quickly rose to become the most innovative and sought-after couture house in Europe. Their collections didn’t follow trends—they set them.

“The Sterling runway shows became sacred rituals,” Malvex said, his golden threads spinning with the memory of satin and spotlight.
“Not mere showcases of fabric, but experiences. The gowns breathed. The fabrics glowed. The designs molded themselves to their wearers in miraculous ways.”

✨ Unmatched Innovation: Dresses that changed color with light or temperature became the house’s signature—though the public never knew the magic behind them. Fabrics that adjusted fit (refinements of the infamous self-tightening corset), gloves that radiated gentle warmth, silks that clung like second skin—these became Sterling staples. The press called it “Madame Sterling’s alchemy,” unaware how close they were to the truth.

🌒 Exclusivity and Mystery: Isabelle, master of perception, shrouded Sterling Textiles in alluring secrecy. She never explained her methods, and Élodie’s genius was shielded—credited to “divine inspiration” or Isabelle’s own brilliance. This only deepened the mystique and public desire.



And in the heart of it all was that golden thread—the invisible line of fate that had begun with a foolish bet in an Egyptian temple, and had, through missteps and magic, wound its way through a corset, a kiss, and a fashion empire built by two women and a demon learning how to feel.

“The world’s richest and most powerful women—from European aristocrats to opera stars—clamored for the designs of Sterling Textiles.”
The dresses were not mere garments; they were works of art, conversation pieces, status symbols—and, unknowingly to their wearers, carried a touch of magic. The Sterling fortune, once teetering on ruin, not only recovered but flourished, ensuring a legacy that would echo across generations.

“At that point, my dears, all was well,” Malvex concluded, with a quiet, almost contented grandeur.
“Ruin had been averted. Art had flourished. Love had found its way. And I… I had found my purpose. A Neth’raal, once imprisoned in stone, now the invisible heart of a fashion empire. Who would have thought?”

The winter dining room fell into reverent silence. Penny leaned forward, stars in her eyes.
“It’s like a fairytale,” she whispered.
“A demon, a designer, and a sorceress who makes it all possible.”

Martha smiled.
“And so, Malvex, you became the legend—the whisper behind the loom. The secret of Sterling Textiles.”

Eleanor nodded, eyes steady on the golden mariposa.
“Magic always finds its way into human lives—in the most unexpected ways.”

“And with that, my dear listeners,” Malvex said with a final, fluttering glimmer,
“you now know how a mistake, a drunken wager, and a brush of fingers wove not only an empire… but a destiny that bound three souls in the most improbable of ways. The golden thread of fate had been spun.”


The Spell That Ended

Martha Lane, Eleanor, Thomas, and Penny sat completely absorbed, minds still wrapped in the silk and memory of Malvex’s story—how love and magic had transformed Sterling Textiles into a fashion dynasty.

“So they were the perfect team!” Penny said, practically bouncing with delight.
“Élodie did the designs, Isabelle ran the business, and you gave them the magic! But… what happened to Élodie after? Did she stay like that forever? And you, Malvex—what happened next?”

Thomas grunted, his voice deep.
“Yeah, Malvex. Wasn’t the spell only for a year? Didn’t Élodie turn back into Édouard? And didn’t you get tired of being… well, a coat?”

Martha smiled gently, her gaze returning to Malvex’s shimmering form.
“I imagine the bonds forged between you were stronger than any temporary enchantment… weren’t they, Malvex?”

Malvex, pulsing softly in the air, his golden threads flickering with memory, responded in a voice rich with hard-earned wisdom.

“Ah, my ever-curious companions,” he said.
“Time—for the Neth’raal—is a… flexible notion. It dissolves beneath will and connection. And though the original spell had its boundaries, life—human life—found a way to surpass them. Yes, the year came to an end. But destiny… did not.”

They leaned in, breath held, as Malvex readied to reveal how a year of enchantment and affection turned from obligation… into choice.

“Time, that inexorable thread that weaves all things, continued its dance in Paris,” Malvex began.
“Sterling Textiles climbed to the heights of haute couture. Seasons changed. The sunlight cooled and warmed again. And with each turn of the cycle, the bond between Isabelle, Élodie, and myself deepened—no longer a matter of spell, but of will.”

The year ended on a morning of soft gray light and crystalline quiet in the Sterling mansion. It was not silence of absence—but one of anticipation.

“Élodie awoke that day with a strange feeling—light, unburdened. As if some invisible weight, long grown familiar, had finally lifted,” Malvex recalled.
Her first instinct was to search for the velvet coat—his usual vessel.

It lay folded on a chair. Still. Silent. Lifeless.

No shimmer of gold. No whisper of thought. No presence.

The spell had expired. Malvex was gone.

Or so it seemed.

"Are you...?" asked Élodie, her voice now completely melodious and feminine, a whisper laden with uncertainty. Her fingers, slender and delicate, brushed the fabric of the coat, hoping to feel the familiar pulse, the energy that had always accompanied it.
"Yes, yes. It’s still me, mademoiselle," his voice echoed in Élodie’s mind, clear as crystal.
"But our contract has ended, mademoiselle," added Malvex, and there was a tone of pragmatic resignation in his voice. "My physical freedom, my forced detachment from your being, is complete. You are no longer bound to my magic. You are free to be... whoever you wish to be."
Élodie looked at Isabelle, who was standing in the doorway of the bedroom, watching the scene with an expression that was a mix of relief, anticipation, and unexpected vulnerability. The truth was that Isabelle had tirelessly researched methods to sever Malvex from Élodie, but as the months went by, the need had transformed. The idea of Élodie leaving, of returning to her former life, had become increasingly unbearable.
Isabelle, with an almost unconscious gesture, played with the embroidered handkerchief Élodie had given her that Christmas. The handkerchief she had never washed. Her fingers traced the fleur-de-lis and the tiny runes. Her voice, normally so confident and calculated, now carried a hint of soft uncertainty.
"The atelier still needs you, Élodie," said Isabelle, her gaze fixed on Élodie’s eyes, a silent plea in her words. "Your talent is invaluable. We’ve built something extraordinary together." She paused, her heart beating with unusual force. "And I... too."
That last sentence, so simple and so full of meaning, resonated in the air. It wasn’t a command, it wasn’t a contract. It was a confession. Élodie’s expression softened, a tender smile playing on her lips. The fear, the uncertainty, the humiliation of the past, all dissipated in the face of Isabelle’s sincerity. Her metamorphosis had been forced, yes, but her heart had chosen.
A sigh. A Neth’raal sigh of deep satisfaction. "At last, a story that doesn’t end in tears," his voice echoed in Isabelle’s mind, with a tone of almost comic relief. "No more drama, no more mortal lamentations. Just... choice. And permanence."
The silence in the winter dining room was filled with deep resonance. Penny, her eyes brimming with emotional tears, whispered, "They stayed together! Élodie chose to stay! How beautiful!"
Martha nodded, her gaze on Malvex’s floating gown, which now seemed to radiate an unusual peace. "And so, the bond between Isabelle and Élodie became stronger than any magic. A love forged in extraordinary circumstances, and a fashion empire built on that very bond."
Eleanor nodded with quiet wisdom. "Some bonds, once woven, are not undone by time or magic. They become part of life’s very fabric."
"And so it was. The year that ended, and the love that began. The true heart of magic, and of the legend of Isabelle Sterling, had been forged forever. And I... I became the guardian of that love, the invisible thread connecting their fates. And, to my surprise, I enjoyed it immensely."


The Closing of a Circle

Malvex's story had come to an end—at least the part that explained his origin and his connection to Isabelle Sterling. Martha, Eleanor, Thomas, and Penny remained silent, their minds processing the complex and beautiful narrative of love, magic, and destiny they had just heard. The atmosphere was one of awe and satisfaction.
"So Élodie got her form back!" exclaimed Penny, her eyes shining with restrained tears of emotion. "But she could still be Élodie! What a twist! And Malvex stayed with them! This is the best love and magic story I've ever heard!"
Thomas nodded, a smile on his face. "I always suspected that Aunt Lady Isabelle and her husband were... special. But this explains everything. And you, Malvex, a matchmaker! Who would’ve thought."
Martha smiled, her gaze fixed on Malvex’s floating gown, which now seemed to radiate an unusual serenity. "So love was the true spell that bound it all together. And a destiny that transcended magic itself."
"And so, my friends," Malvex’s voice resonated, tinged with satisfaction, "the story of my origins and my first great 'mistake' concludes. But, as in all great tales, the end of one chapter is only the beginning of another. And the thread of the Sterlings’ destiny, once woven, is rarely broken completely."
The four leaned forward, eager for the final part of the story—the one that would link this tale to the mystery of the Sterling mansion in Blackwood Creek.
"The year had ended, and with it, the obligation. Élodie had almost completely returned to her original form—Édouard Laurent, the talented painter with black hair and calloused hands. The deep voice returned, the skin lost its supernatural softness, though a trace of Élodie’s grace still lingered in his movements. But love, my dears, is not a temporary magic. Love forged in the crucible of magic and adversity is a permanent spell," began Malvex, his voice resonating with the cadence of an epic tale.
"It was a discreet ceremony, a union far from the curious eyes of Parisian society, held in a private garden in Lyon, Édouard’s mother’s hometown," Malvex recalled, his golden threads seeming to weave the scene. "Only the closest ones were present, those who knew the secret—or at least sensed the uniqueness of the couple."
Édouard, radiant and with a renewed sparkle in his eyes, wore an impeccably tailored black tailcoat. But it was no ordinary suit. It was subtly embroidered with golden thread, a discreet yet intricate pattern only Malvex, in his thread form, could create. It was a work of art, yes, but also a silent symbol of their ongoing connection. "My work, of course," Malvex boasted mentally. "I gave it a touch of elegance his rough painter’s hands could never have achieved."
Isabelle, dressed in pristine white, with her innate elegance, wore a veil woven with silver tears—a material that shimmered and sparkled under the sunlight as if it held tiny stars. "A veil Élodie and I created in a burst of inspiration," Malvex commented proudly, "infused with Isabelle’s very essence."
As the vows were spoken, Malvex, in the form of a small, elegant golden brooch pinned to Isabelle’s corset, couldn’t resist one last remark.
"Are you sure you don’t want me to make you a duchess, Isabelle?" Malvex teased, his voice ringing with mischief in the bride’s mind. "A little twist of my magic, a couple of altered generations, and you'd be royalty. Think about it—it’d be fascinating."
Isabelle smiled—a smile of genuine happiness few had seen. She squeezed Édouard’s hand, her love palpable, and responded with a simplicity that even surprised Malvex.
"I’d rather be madame Laurent," she said, her voice soft but firm. "It sounds less pretentious. More real." It was the confirmation that her bond with Édouard—and their new life—meant more than any title or social status.
"And so, my dears, the world only saw Isabelle Sterling and her husband, Édouard Laurent," Malvex continued, his golden threads spinning with a hint of mystery. "But on full moon nights, when cosmic energies were strongest and Malvex lent his magic, Élodie would reappear. Her soft curves, her melodious voice, her skilled hands traced Isabelle’s body with infinite tenderness, as if they had never been apart. It was their secret. Their shared magic. Their intimate space where duality became unity."
The years that followed were truly golden for Isabelle and Édouard. They built not only a world-renowned textile empire but a life full of blissful secrets, where magic and love were intertwined in every aspect of their existence.
Trips to Venice: Élodie, under Malvex’s influence, with her expanded vision and unleashed creativity, designed ethereal gowns for the opera—pieces that seemed to dance by themselves under the stage lights, mesmerizing the audience.

Nights in Paris: Édouard, with the peace and inspiration his life with Isabelle gave him, returned to his passion for painting. He sold his paintings—now imbued with a depth and light they never had before—under a female pseudonym, a nod to his other identity, a secret shared only with Isabelle and Malvex.
Afternoons in the Garden: In the serenity of their Parisian garden, Isabelle read letters from illustrious clients—from royalty to great theater divas. Malvex, in the form of a shawl or scarf, murmured in her mind, with a mix of boredom and pride. "The Queen of Sweden wants another dress. Again. Don’t these monarchs have anything better to do than dress up?"
"Life was a dream, a symphony of creativity and happiness," Malvex concluded, and for the first time, his voice carried a note of melancholy. "Success was immense. Happiness, profound. Love, eternal. But time, my dear mortals, even for those protected by the oldest magic and the strongest bonds, is relentless."
The silence in the winter dining room was deep, an echo of Malvex’s final truth. Penny, her eyes moist, smiled gently. Thomas wiped away a discreet tear. Martha looked at Eleanor, who wore a serene expression, almost as if she already knew the rest of the story.

The Last Moon
The winter dining room of the Sterling mansion was wrapped in a different silence—one heavy with the melancholy that sometimes accompanies the end of a great story. The morning light, which had once danced with the joy of the early chapters, now fell with a solemnity that foretold a farewell. Martha Lane, Eleanor, Thomas, and Penny remained in their seats, unmoving, their minds still resonating with the tale of unbreakable love between Isabelle and Édouard, and Malvex’s role in their fate.
"What a beautiful story!" exclaimed Penny, her voice choked with emotion, her eyes full of tears. "So Isabelle and Édouard were happy! And Malvex stayed with them! But... what happened in the end? Was Malvex still with her when she grew old? And why is he in that chest now?"
Thomas, handkerchief in hand, discreetly wiped a tear. "A love story so strong that even magic couldn’t break it. But time... time is relentless, isn’t it, Malvex?"
Martha nodded slowly, her gaze fixed on Malvex’s floating gown, which now seemed to radiate a dimmer light, as if sharing in the sadness of the moment. "Everything has an end, even the most powerful magic. But the legacy—that remains."
"Ah, my dear friends," Malvex’s voice resonated, full of resignation and deep nostalgia. "Even the Neth’raal, beings of pure essence, are subject to the laws of time and the will of the mortals who choose. The story of Isabelle and Édouard was a symphony, and the time came for its final chord. An ending that, to my surprise, was not tinged with pain, but with a peace that I, a being of millennia, had never known."
The four leaned forward, hearts tight with anticipation, ready to witness the end of an era and the bridge to another.
"The years passed like autumn leaves in a Parisian garden. The Sterling Textiles empire flourished—a testament to the shared genius of Isabelle and Élodie/Édouard. My whispers, my inspirations, were woven into every collection, carrying the house to unprecedented heights. But not even the most powerful of magics, nor the deepest of loves, can stop the relentless advance of time for mortals," began Malvex, his voice resonating with the solemnity of a narrator of destinies.
Isabelle, now a woman with completely white hair framing a face lined with the wrinkles of wisdom and a full life, sat before the mirror at her vanity. Her hands, once agile and decisive, now trembled slightly. Over her shoulders, Malvex—in the form of a black silk robe, exquisitely embroidered—fit with a palpable unease. He could feel Isabelle’s weakness, the imminent end.

"You don’t have to do this, Isabelle," whispered Malvex in her mind, his voice tinged with a concern he never would have thought possible for a Neth’raal. He could feel the exhaustion in the body of the woman who had been his companion for nearly fifty years. "I could... adjust something else. Give you another ten years. A bit of my energy could extend your life. I’ve always kept you vibrant, haven’t I?"
Isabelle smiled—a smile of deep wisdom and acceptance, reflecting in the mirror not only the old woman she now was, but also the daring young woman who once challenged a demon in a dusty London studio.
"My love," said Isabelle, her voice soft but firm, her eyes full of serene peace. "I’ve lived two lives in one. One as Isabelle Sterling, the businesswoman and sorceress. And another, as Isabelle Laurent, Édouard’s lover. Your magic gave me more than I ever dreamed of." Isabelle’s gaze drifted to a photograph on the bedside table: Édouard, radiant, with his unmistakable smile. Her beloved husband had passed away a few years earlier, and the pain of his departure was still an echo—but the peace of his memory was stronger.
With a sigh that carried the weight of their half-century together, Isabelle removed the robe. Malvex fell onto her lap, inert for the first time in decades. The connection, forged by blood and heart, now dissolved with the final will of his creator. His essence, once so vibrant in the fabric, withdrew, leaving the material lifeless, awaiting sleep.
"Place me in the ebony chest," said Malvex—his mental voice now more fragile than ever, a faint breeze in Isabelle’s mind. "It’s the only place where my essence can rest undisturbed. And for all the heavens and abysses, don’t leave me with Aunt Agatha. That woman hates color. She’d leave me in the purgatory of whites and greys."
Isabelle laughed—a crystalline laugh that mingled with the tears rolling down her cheeks, dampening the silk of the now-lifeless robe. They were tears of love, of farewell, of gratitude.
"The next Lady Sterling will be worthy of you, Malvex," promised Isabelle, her voice choked with emotion. "More than I ever was. She’ll be who she’s meant to be."
"Impossible," echoed Malvex’s final word in her mind—a firm affirmation of his deep regard for Isabelle. And with that word, Malvex’s essence fully retreated into the ebony chest, plunging into a deep slumber.
"And so, I, Malvex, a Neth’raal of immense power, fell into a sleep. Not a sleep of forgetfulness, but of memory. A sacred slumber where my millennia of existence fused with the decades of my life with Isabelle," whispered Malvex, his voice now distant, as if coming from a very far place. "I dreamed. I dreamed of the faces that had defined my last era."
Malvex dreamed of:
Isabelle, young, brows furrowed and eyes blazing, cursing softly while mixing blood and ink for a spell, her determination unshakable.
Élodie, in the Paris atelier, sewing by candlelight, her hands creating beauty with near-divine grace, her designs flowing effortlessly.
Édouard, in his studio, painting her portrait with eyes full of love and admiration, capturing the essence of the woman who had transformed his life.
"Time outside the chest passed like a blink to me. Decades. Their world changed, transformed. Wars came and went. Fashion evolved. Technology advanced. But I slept, waiting for the moment when the thread of destiny would unravel again."
Until, one stormy night in 1999, the ebony chest—the one that had kept Isabelle Sterling’s greatest secret for more than fifty years—was opened. Not by the trembling hand of an old woman, but by a young woman with wild hair, in a mansion in a place called Blackwood Creek.
"What the hell is this?" muttered Lucas Sterling, holding Malvex’s black dress against the lightning that illuminated the dark room. His voice was a mix of surprise and irritation.
Malvex awakened. And this time, his first thought—the one that would echo in his own mind and in Lucille’s for a long time—was:
"Isabelle was right... My God, she looks just like her."
"And so, my dears, my existence can be divided into chapters. Each one, a lesson. Each one, a step toward the freedom I now possess—a freedom I can only exercise with your help."
With Isabelle, I learned to create. She gave me purpose, pulled me from the stagnation of the tablet, and showed me the beauty of manifestation.
With Élodie/Édouard, I learned to love. Through their metamorphosis, I experienced the depth of human emotions, the complexity of affection, and the irony of fate.
With Lucille, I learned to free myself.
And if Lucille ever asked why Malvex called her “little Sterling” with a knot in his voice, he would simply reply:
"Because there was a great Sterling before you."


Afterword:

Dear readers,

We’ve reached the end of The Secret of Isabelle Sterling: The Origin of Malvex, the story that shaped the legacy of the enigmatic Isabelle Sterling and unveiled the true origin of the formidable Malvex. I hope you’ve enjoyed this journey into the past as much as I have—a journey that has allowed us to understand how magic, love, and destiny intertwined to forge a legend.

In writing this prequel, my intention was to explore the threads that wove the foundation of the Sterling Mansion and the very essence of Malvex, the gown that waits within its chest. We’ve witnessed Isabelle’s bold brilliance, her fight to preserve her family’s legacy, and how one magical mishap—an accidental encounter—gave birth to one of the most influential fashion houses of its time.

But beyond the glamour of Parisian runways and the whispers of magic in the looms, this story is, at its core, a tale of unexpected connections. We saw how Isabelle, the pragmatic sorceress, and Édouard/Élodie, the transformed painter, found love and acceptance in the most extraordinary circumstances. Their bond not only saved a fortune—it created a haven of creativity and affection, a testament to the idea that true beauty and power lie in the ability to love and accept oneself, in all our forms.

And of course, Malvex. The ancient Neth’raal who, from being an inert tablet and a disgruntled demon, learned the art of creation with Isabelle, and the complexity of love with Élodie/Édouard. His journey is a transformation in itself: from mere catalyst to guardian, confidant, and even, friend. The “mistake” that bound him to the Sterlings became his purpose—the golden thread that connected him to a human family who, against all odds, taught him about life.

Now, the ebony chest has been sealed once again, and Malvex sleeps, dreaming of the lives that shaped him. But destiny, as always, has its own plans. The final lines of this epilogue are not an ending—but a beginning.

Thank you for joining me on this tale. I hope to see you in the next adventure.

Warmly,
—Sofía Bacon


[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcKZ.jpg
If you enjoyed this story,
please consider leaving a
short review on Amazon.
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more fabulous adventures
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