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The  story  of  ‘Woman’s  Heart:  Deep  Ocean  of  Secrets’  spans 30+ years. It follows a rag-tag group of characters involved in the  making  of  what  is  hailed  as  one  of  the  greatest  Metal Concept Albums of all times, Crimson Idol. 

The setting is early 1990’s in Los Angeles California—the city of  dreams.  Reading  through  the  credits  of  Crimson  Idol,  one would never know it tells the story behind the story. Nestled amongst  the  Thank  You’s,  this  author’s  name  is  forever etched and immortalized within the adventure. While certain people  are  the  face  of  the  project,  undertaking  such  a  grand endeavor is a collaborative effort. These are their stories. 

The author wishes to compose her own thank-you list: Mikey  -  Always remember  us this way! 

Stet  -   I   am  proud  as  hell  of  you  and  all  your accomplishments.  If  only  the  world  had  more  men  like you!!  You  are  larger  than  life!  You  are  Superman!  You are a  hero! 

Blackie  -  Thank  you  for  the  exception  and  for  providing the  backdrop  to a  lifelong love  story! 

Russ -  Thank you  for  rescuing me! 

Ross - Now known as the godfather of nu-metal?Congrats! 
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Janelle  -  My  L  Twin! 

George  -  You  changed  the  course  of my  life! 

Jimmi  -  R.I.P. 
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O N E

 New Note in the City of

 Angels

Chenille’s heart thrums with a mixture of nerves and excitement  as  the  plane  descends,  the  sprawling  city  of Los  Angeles  unfolding  beneath  her  like  a  vast,  intricate tapestry.  The  late  afternoon  sun  casts  golden  hues  over  the city,  turning  the  windows  of  the  buildings  below  into shimmering jewels. She presses her forehead against the cool airplane window, her breath fogging up the glass. She is here

—finally.  After  eighteen  years  of  dreaming  from  the  cramped quarters of her childhood home in Salt Lake City, Chenille is about to enter a new chapter of her life. 

The  airport  is  bustling,  a  living  entity  all  on  its  own, throbbing  with  the  pulse  of  arrivals  and  departures. 

Dragging her suitcase behind her, Chenille navigates through the  throngs  of  people.  Each  face  seems  to  blur  past  her—a myriad of stories, each rushing to its own rhythm. Her job
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offer  to  work  at  a  renowned  recording  studio  still  feels surreal.  She  pinches  herself  for  the  umpteenth  time  as  she steps outside, the warm breeze tugging playfully at her loose curls. 

A  sleek,  black  town  car  awaits  her  at  the  curb.  The  driver,  a middle-aged  man  with  a  warm,  crinkly-eyed  smile,  holds  up a  sign  that  reads  "Chenille  Saunders."  That  is  her—Chenille Blakely,  the  new  assistant  to  one  of  the  hottest  recording studios  in  Los  Angeles.  Her  stomach  flutters  as  she approaches the car. 

"Welcome to L.A.!" the driver greets, taking her suitcase. "I’m Joe. I’ll be taking you to your hotel and then to the studio. Big day ahead, huh?" 

"You  can  say  that  again,"  Chenille  replies,  her  voice  tinged with a mix of awe and anticipation. 

The  drive  through  Los  Angeles  is  like  flipping  through  a glossy  magazine.  They  pass  iconic  billboards,  rows  of  palm trees  standing  sentinel  against  the  sky,  and  the  constant stream of convertibles. Every street seems alive with energy, each  turn  revealing  a  new  facet  of  the  city’s  eclectic  charm. 

Chenille’s  eyes  are  wide,  absorbing  every  detail,  from  the skateboarders  weaving  skillfully  through  the  crowds  to  the street vendors selling vibrant bouquets of flowers. 

They arrive at a quaint boutique hotel nestled between a row of  trendy  shops  and  a  cozy  café  that  spills  the  rich  aroma  of coffee  onto  the  sidewalk.  The  hotel  is  a  charming  contrast  to the  modern  skyscrapers,  with  its  ivy-clad  façade  and Victorian architecture. 
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"Mr.  Franklin  booked  you  here,"  Joe  says  as  he  unloads  her luggage. "He thought you’d like the vibe. It’s one of the older spots in the city but got lots of character." 

Chenille  can’t  help  but  agree  as  she  checks  into  her  room, which  is  a  delightful  blend  of  vintage  and  modern  décor. 

After  freshening  up,  she  finds  herself  back  in  the  town  car, heading towards the studio. Her heart begins to race. This is it. This is where her future will unfold. 

The recording studio is housed in a building that buzzes with an  electric  excitement.  As  she  steps  inside,  the  air  is  thick with  the  scent  of  coffee  and  the  undercurrents  of  creative energy. The walls are lined with platinum records and framed photographs  of  musicians,  some  smiling,  some  lost  in  their art. 

"Chenille,  glad  you  could  make  it,"  a  voice  booms  across  the lobby.  It  is  Mr.  Franklin,  the  owner  of  the  studio,  a  tall  man with  an  infectious  smile  and  a  firm  handshake.  "Welcome  to the heart of the music business!" 
***
The recording studio is a bastion of Los Angeles’s elite music scene,  nestled  behind  high,  unassuming  wooden  gates  that belie  the  opulence  within.  The  parking  lot  is  a  veritable showroom  of  luxury,  with  sleek  Mercedes,  gleaming Lamborghinis,  and  stately  Rolls  Royces  nestled  like  jewels upon the tarmac. Each arrival is greeted not by grandeur but by discretion, required to be buzzed in through a state-of-
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the-art  video  intercom.  This  security  measure  ensures  that only  those  who  truly  belong  can  enter,  maintaining  an  air  of exclusivity and privacy. 

Once  inside,  the  studio’s  ambiance  shifts  dramatically  from the  external  understatement  to  an  overt  display  of  luxury and  comfort.  The  main  lobby  and  lounges  are  adorned  with fancy  wicker  furniture  and  plush  down  couches,  their  price tags  rivaling  the  cost  of  most  people's  homes.  These  pieces aren't  just  meant  for  show;  they  offer  a  comfortable  haven where  artists  can  relax,  brainstorm,  and  escape  the pressures of the outside world. 

The  walls  are  decorated  with  tasteful  art  and  framed  gold and  platinum  records,  a  testament  to  the  studio’s  history  of success  and  the  legends  who  have  recorded  there.  Every detail  of  the  interior—from  the  soft,  ambient  lighting  to  the rich,  polished  wood  floors—speaks  of  a  carefully  curated environment designed to inspire and impress. 

This  is  more  than  just  a  studio;  it  is  a  sanctuary  for creativity,  a  place  where  the  lines  between  art  and  luxury blur,  creating  an  atmosphere  that  is  as  intoxicating  as  it  is exclusive. Chenille, stepping into this world, cannot help but feel  both  awe  and  inspiration,  surrounded  by  the  tangible success  of  those  who  have  come  before  her.  The  richness  of the environment is palpable, enveloping her in a world where music and opulence dance in perfect harmony【12:0†source】. 
***
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Mr.  Franklin  guides  Chenille  through  the  corridors, explaining  her  duties,  his  words  punctuated  by  the occasional  blast  of  music  as  they  pass  various  studios. 

Finally, they stop at a door marked "Studio 3." 

"Here’s where the magic happens," Mr. Franklin says, pushing open the door. 

Inside,  the  studio  is  a  cavern  of  soundboards  and  mixing equipment.  In  the  center,  a  young  man  is  adjusting  some dials,  completely  engrossed  in  his  work.  He  looks  up  as  they enter, and Chenille’s breath hitches. 

This  is  unexpected.  The  music  engineer.  The  client.  He  is  a creature to behold. 

Something  about  him—perhaps  the  intense  focus  in  his  eyes or  the  way  his  hair  falls  carelessly  over  his  brow—strikes  a chord in her. He is beautiful, in a rugged, effortless way. And when he smiles at her, the ground beneath her seems to shift. 

"Chenille, meet Malachi," Mr. Franklin introduces. "Malachi is our new client." 

Their hands meet, and a jolt of electricity races through her. 

Chenille  looks  up  into  Malachi's  eyes,  and  for  a  moment,  the noise  of  the  city,  the  studio,  and  the  world  fades  into  a  soft murmur. Her first day in Los Angeles, and already, something unexpected is beginning to tune itself in her heart . 
***
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Mr.  Franklin  closes  the  door  behind  them,  leaving  the ambient hum of the bustling corridor behind. He motions for Chenille  to  come  closer,  his  expression  turning  earnest.  The studio  they  stand  in  is  bathed  in  the  warm  glow  of  vintage lamps, casting long shadows across rows of analog equipment that  look  like  spaceships  from  Stephen  Spielberg’s  latest movie—yet, they are the heart of the music magic made here. 

"Chenille,"  Mr.  Franklin  begins,  lowering  his  voice  as  if sharing  a  confidential  secret,  "Malachi  is  not  just  any  music engineer. He’s a big deal in the industry. You’re familiar with Kiss,  right?  He  engineered  their  'Hot  in  the  Shade'  album—

huge hit. Now, he’s starting on a very exciting project, Blackie Lawless’s first solo album." 

Chenille's  eyes  widen.  Even  she  knows  the  weight  those names carry, icons of the heavy metal world whose music has defined a generation. 

"Today’s  his  first  day  with  us,"  Mr.  Franklin  continues,  his gaze  flicking  toward  Malachi  who  is  meticulously  adjusting the  equipment,  oblivious  to  their  conversation.  "And  it's critical we make a good impression. If Malachi decides this is the  right  place  for  his  work,  imagine  the  doors  that  could open  for  us.  He  could  bring  in  a  lot  of  big  business.  This studio  could  become  a  landmark  spot  for  many  more legendary albums." 

Chenille nods, understanding the gravity of her role. She is to ensure that Malachi’s integration into the studio is seamless, that he feels this is the environment where art can thrive. 
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"Remember,  everything  we  do  here  is  live,  real.  None  of  that mickey mouse stuff," Mr. Franklin adds with a chuckle. "That’s what sets us apart. Our sound is pure, and with these newest machines," he gestures around the room lined with tape reels and  mixers,  "music  played  within  these  walls  sounds  like butter." 

He pauses, placing a reassuring hand on Chenille’s shoulder. 

"Just  keep  Malachi  happy  and  comfortable.  Watch  and  learn from him. He’s one of the best ears in the business." 

As  Mr.  Franklin  walks  away  to  handle  other  business, Chenille  turns  to  observe  Malachi  at  work.  He  moves  with  a calm  precision,  a  quiet  confidence  that  makes  each  gesture seem both rehearsed and spontaneous. His focus is palpable, filling  the  room  with  an  intense  energy  that  is  almost tangible. 

Chenille  steps  forward,  ready  to  introduce  herself  properly and  begin  her  new  role  not  just  as  an  assistant  but  as  a guardian of potential and opportunity in the buzzing heart of Los Angeles’s music scene. 

She  is  here  not  only  to  witness  creation  but  to  facilitate  it, ensuring  that  each  note  plays  smoothly  and  every  beat  is captured  flawlessly  on  tape.  The  task  is  daunting,  but excitement  thrums  through  her  veins  like  a  bassline,  steady and  insistent.  This  is  the  melody  of  her  new  life,  and  she  is ready to live it to the fullest. 
***
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Malachi  nods  at  Chenille,  indicating  she  can  stay.  He  slips back  behind  the  massive  mixing  console,  his  hands  poised above  the  dials  and  sliders  with  the  finesse  of  a  seasoned maestro.  Chenille  finds  a  spot  by  the  wall,  trying  to  make herself  as  unobtrusive  as  possible,  her  eyes  fixed  on Malachi's every move. 

The studio lights dim slightly, and the first chords of a guitar fill  the  room,  rich  and  full,  echoing  off  the  walls  with  a haunting purity. Malachi presses a button, and a voice breaks through—the  raw,  emotional  timbre  of  Blackie  singing  "Hold on to my Heart," a ballad that seems to pulse with a poignant desperation. 

 “There's a flame, flame in my heart…

 And there's no rain, can put it out” 

The words flow through the studio, wrapping around Chenille like  a  warm  blanket  on  a  cold  night.  Each  syllable  is  infused with  an  ache,  a  longing  that  she  feels  reverberate  through her  bones.  Malachi  adjusts  the  levels,  his  brow  furrowed  in concentration,  enhancing  the  depth  of  the  bass  and  the clarity of the vocals. 

Chenille  closes  her  eyes,  letting  the  music  envelop  her.  The guitar  solo  soars,  a  piercing  cry  that  seems  to  speak  directly to her soul. It is as if the notes themselves are alive, each one imbued  with  emotion,  each  beat  a  heartbeat.  The  room  is  no longer  just  a  room  but  a  vessel  carrying  every  note,  every breath of the vocal, straight into her core. 
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Malachi's  hands  dance  across  the  console,  sculpting  the sound,  layering  the  guitar  with  a  subtle  reverb  that  makes the  studio  feel  as  if  it  is  expanding  and  contracting  with  the rhythm  of  the  song.  The  drums  kick  in,  their  rhythm  steady and  insistent,  driving  the  song  forward,  pushing  the emotional weight of the lyrics to new heights. 

When the song reaches its climax, the intensity in the studio is palpable. The final chorus repeats, a plea, a cry, a whisper all at once:

 “Hold on to my heart, to my heart, to me” 

The music fades out, leaving a lingering silence that is almost reverent.  Chenille  opens  her  eyes,  her  breath  caught  in  her throat. The song has transported her, taken her on a journey of heartache and hope that feels almost too intimate, too raw. 

Malachi  turns  to  look  at  her,  his  expression  curious.  "Well? 

What did you think?" he asks, his voice breaking the spell. 

Chenille  struggles  to  find  words.  "It  was...  incredible,"  she finally manages. "I felt every note." 

Malachi  smiles,  pleased  with  her  response.  "Good.  That’s what music is supposed to do—make you feel." 

Chenille  nods,  her  heart  still  racing  from  the  experience.  In that  moment,  surrounded  by  the  echoes  of  the  song  and  the magic Malachi has woven with his expert hands, she realizes she  is  exactly  where  she  is  meant  to  be.  The  city,  the  studio, the music—it all feels right. And as she looks at Malachi, 
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seeing him not just as a talented engineer but as a creator of profound  beauty,  she  feels  a  stirring  in  her  heart,  a  prelude to  deeper  emotions  that  might  yet  compose  a  future  she  had never dared to imagine. 
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T W O

 Harmonies and

 Heartstrings

The morning sun filters through the Venetian Blinds of Malachi’s  West  Los  Angeles  apartment,  casting  long, striped  shadows  across  his  cluttered  desk.  "What  time  is  it?" 

Malachi  wonders  as  he  gets  out  of  bed.  Last  night’s  session goes  extra  long,  but  he  doesn’t  get  much  accomplished.  He chalks  it  up  to  the  new  surroundings.  Malachi  quickly  makes his  way  outside,  hops  in  his  VW  Bug,  and  heads  to  the  405

freeway  to  make  the  drive  to  North  Hollywood  where  Sunset Soundworks is located. 

As  he  maneuvers  the  little  bumpy  ride  vehicle  down  the highway,  Malachi  taps  the  steering  wheel  of  the  VW,  his knuckles whitening with each jolt from the aging suspension. 

He  remembers  the  smooth  ride  of  his  Mercedes,  the  feel  of the  leather  steering  wheel  beneath  his  fingers,  and  the envious glances it drew as he drove up to various studios. 
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That car is more than just a mode of transport; it is a symbol of  his  success,  his  rise  in  the  music  industry.  But  that  is before  the  IRS  catches  up  with  him,  their  demands  slicing through his life like a knife. 

The  day  they  repossessed  his  Candy  Apple  Red  Mercedes  is still  vivid  in  his  mind.  He  watches,  helpless  and  humiliated, as  the  tow  truck  hauls  it  away,  leaving  him  standing  in  the driveway of his apartment—an apartment hastily signed over to  his  mother's  name,  the  paperwork  rushed  through  before they can freeze his assets. It is a move born of desperation, a way  to  safeguard  at  least  one  part  of  his  life  from  the financial storm. 

Now, driving a baby blue VW Bug that he picks up for next to nothing, Malachi feels a pang of embarrassment each time he parks beside the luxury cars of his peers. Today, he can’t bear the  thought  of  pulling  up  in  this  meager  substitute.  He doesn’t want Chenille, with her fresh excitement and evident admiration  for  everything  around  her,  to  see  him  like  this—

not  when  he  is  supposed  to  be  a  respected  figure  in  the industry. 

So, today he chooses a different option. He exits a stop earlier than  usual,  steering  the  VW  into  the  parking  lot  of  a  nearby Denny’s.  From  there,  he  will  walk.  The  short  trek  to  the studio  from  here  will  spare  him  the  awkwardness  of  parking among the gleaming symbols of success that line the studio’s lot. 

As  he  locks  the  car  and  starts  his  walk,  Malachi’s  mind  isn't on  the  inconvenience  but  on  the  day  ahead.  He  has  to  focus on the music, on proving his worth not through the car he
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drives  but  through  the  sounds  he  creates  and  shapes.  He pulls  his  cap  down  a  little  lower  over  his  eyes,  hoping  to blend  in  with  the  morning  crowd,  and  makes  his  way  to  the studio  gates,  the  weight  of  his  situation  heavy  on  his shoulders but his resolve to succeed stronger than ever. 
***
Back  at  the  studio  for  another  day’s  work,  he  enters,  the familiar  scent  of  vinyl  and  electrical  solder  welcoming  him like an old friend.


Malachi  sets  down  his  leather  bag,  filled  with  his  most trusted  tools—equipment  he’s  collected  over  the  years.  He takes a moment to run his fingers over the mixing console, its surface  cool  and  familiar  beneath  his  touch.  He  feels  a connection  to  the  equipment,  each  knob  and  slider  a testament to the raw, unfiltered reality of sound production. 

As  he  begins  setting  up,  his  thoughts  drift  to  the  previous day,  to  the  unexpected  encounter  that  leaves  an  imprint  on his  mind.  Chenille.  There  is  something  about  her—the  way her eyes light up as she takes in the surroundings, the subtle bite  of  her  lip  as  she  concentrates  on  the  music.  He  hasn’t anticipated  meeting  someone  like  her  here,  someone  who seems to resonate with the same frequencies that he does. 

The track for today is one he is intimately familiar with, yet it requires a finesse that keeps his nerves on edge. "Hold on to my Heart" is more than just a song; it is an emotional
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landscape,  and  he  is  the  cartographer  tasked  with  charting its peaks and valleys. 

He  presses  play,  letting  the  raw  tracks  fill  the  room.  The guitar  riff  is  crisp,  biting,  and  he  knows  it  needs  to  be softened  around  the  edges,  made  to  sound  as  if  it  is  coming from a heart rather than an instrument. His hands move with practiced  ease,  but  his  mind  is  elsewhere—on  Chenille’s reaction  the  day  before.  Had  the  music  moved  her  as  it  was supposed to? Did she feel the heart of the song? 

The  door  to  the  studio  clicks  open,  and  he  turns  to  see Chenille  stepping  in,  a  clipboard  hugged  to  her  chest.  “Good morning,”  she  greets,  her  voice  a  soft  melody  that complements  the  morning  light.  “Mr.  Franklin  asked  me  to check in on you, see if you need anything.” 

“Morning,”  Malachi  replies,  his  voice  steady  despite  the sudden  uptick  in  his  pulse.  “I’m  just  fine,  thanks.  But  stick around for a bit, will you? I’d like your take on something.” 

Chenille  nods,  perching  on  the  edge  of  a  nearby  couch,  her presence a new note in the familiar melody of his workspace. 

Malachi  turns  back  to  the  console,  hits  a  few  switches,  and starts  isolating  vocals.  The  raw  emotion  in  Blackie's  voice needs  to  be  cradled  by  the  instrumentals,  not  overwhelmed by them. 

He  glances  at  Chenille,  catching  her  in  a  moment  of absorption.  Her  eyes  are  closed,  head  tilted  slightly  as  if savoring  every  nuance  of  the  sound.  Seeing  her  reaction, Malachi feels a surge of validation—he is not alone in this
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auditory  journey;  she  is  there  too,  riding  the  waves  of  the music. 

“Here,” he says, pulling up a chair beside her. “Listen to this part.  I  think  the  bridge  needs  a  lift,  something  to  elevate  it right before the final chorus. What do you think?” 

As  Chenille  leans  in  to  listen  more  intently,  their  shoulders brush  lightly,  an  electric  connection  that  seems  to  pull  them closer.  She  offers  her  insights,  her  thoughts  syncing  with  his in  a  harmony  that  is  unexpectedly  perfect.  Malachi  finds himself not just sharing his expertise but also weaving a new layer  of  interaction,  one  that  is  as  personal  as  it  is professional. 

As  the  session  progresses,  the  boundaries  of  their  roles  blur into  the  background,  overshadowed  by  the  growing connection  between  them.  Every  note  and  lyric  seems  to create  a  dialogue,  a  conversation  carried  not  just  through words but through the music itself. 

By  the  time  the  light  shifts,  signaling  noon,  Malachi  realizes that  the  studio,  this  sanctuary  of  sound,  has  become something  more—a  stage  for  a  budding  connection  that  he hasn’t anticipated but is now eager to explore. Chenille, with her  keen  ear  and  sincere  enthusiasm,  has  not  only  entered his  professional  world  but  has  also  started  to  play  a significant melody in the symphony of his heart . 
***
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Malachi  adjusts  the  dials  in  front  of  him,  trying  to  focus  on the  drum  solo  that  needs  mixing.  The  beats  should  energize him, should draw him into the creative flow that he is usually lost  in  for  hours.  But  today,  his  usual  sharp  concentration  is dulled, his thoughts scattering every few seconds. He realizes it  is  because  of  Chenille.  Even  though  she  sits  at  a  desk  just beyond  the  door,  her  presence  feels  as  though  it  is  right beside him. 

The faint scent of her perfume lingers in the studio after she briefly  comes  in  to  drop  off  some  paperwork.  It  is  subtle  yet distinct, floral with a hint of something exotic, enveloping the room  in  a  way  that  feels  almost  tangible.  Every  time  he inhales,  it  is  as  if  she  is  there,  watching  him  work,  her  eyes curious  and  bright.  The  sensation  is  unsettling  yet  strangely invigorating,  but  not  enough  to  give  him  the  focus  he  needs right now. 

His  hands  pause  above  the  mixing  board.  The  drum  track sounds  flat  to  his  ears,  lacking  the  punch  and  vitality  he prides  himself  on  delivering.  He  needs  something  to  kick  his senses  into  gear,  something  to  sharpen  his  edge.  With  a resigned  sigh,  he  reaches  for  his  phone  and  dials  his  drug dealer—a  number  he  hasn't  planned  on  using  again  after  his last stint of clean weeks. 

"Hey,  it's  Mal,"  he  says  quietly,  his  voice  low.  "I  need  a  little something  to  get  me  through  a  long  session.  Can  you  drop by?" 

Arrangements  made,  he  pockets  his  phone  and  stands  up, stretching his back. He needs to clear his head, and he has to inform Chenille about the visitor who will soon arrive. 
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Walking to the door, he opens it just enough to see her there, absorbed in her work, her fingers flying over the keyboard of her laptop. 

"Chenille,"  he  calls  softly,  and  she  looks  up,  a  smile  instantly lighting her face. 

"Hey, Malachi, what's up?" 

"I've got someone dropping by to deliver some... equipment I need,"  Malachi  says,  choosing  his  words  carefully.  "Just  a heads-up. He'll be here in a bit. Has an accent. You will know it's him." 

"Sure,  I'll  let  him  in,"  Chenille  responds,  nodding understandingly, though her eyes hold a flicker of curiosity. 

"Thanks,"  he  says,  offering  her  a  grateful  smile  before heading back into the studio. 

As he re-enters the soundproofed room, the door closing with a  soft  thud  behind  him,  Malachi  can't  help  but  feel  a  twinge of guilt. He is leaning on old crutches again, but he promises himself  it  is  just  to  get  through  the  session.  Once  the  drum track is perfect, he’ll cut back again, he reasons. 

Settling  back  in  front  of  the  mixing  console,  he  tries  to refocus,  the  anticipation  of  his  'delivery'  lending  a  tense energy  to  his  wait.  The  music  awaits  his  command,  and  he needs  to  be  ready  to  give  it  everything—no  distractions  this time,  even  if  Chenille’s  perfume  still  haunts  the  air  around him. 
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The studio door clicks shut with an authoritative seal, cutting off the external world, as Malachi's visitor makes a quick exit.


Left  alone,  the  small  package  in  his  hand  is  a  reminder  of  a choice  made  under  pressure,  a  temporary  solution  to  regain his slipping edge. After taking a generous bump, he slides the contents into his pocket, a silent acknowledgment of the deal done, then washes his hands with both water and a resolve to focus solely on the task at hand. 

As  he  settles  back  into  the  rolling  chair,  Malachi  lets  out  a deep  breath,  his  gaze  settling  on  the  myriad  of  knobs  and sliders  before  him.  The  drum  tracks  await  his  touch,  and nothing  else  is  meant  to  exist  now—no  distractions,  no lingering scents, just the raw, unadulterated music. He leans forward, flicking the switch that pumps the studio’s speakers to life. 

The  drum  solo  that  previously  sounded  flat  and  uninspired now  thunders  through  the  room  with  a  commanding presence.  Malachi’s  fingers  dance  over  the  mixing  board, adjusting levels with a renewed fervor. The beats come alive under  his  expert  manipulation,  each  thump  resonating  with the heart of the track. 

He  increases  the  reverb  slightly,  giving  the  illusion  that  the drums  are  echoing  in  a  larger,  almost  cavernous  space.  With each  tweak,  the  solo  not  only  regains  its  vitality  but  also gains  a  new  dimension,  transforming  into  a  powerful  entity that can stand alone as the backbone of the song. 
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Malachi  is  completely  absorbed,  his  world  reduced  to  the soundscape  he  is  sculpting.  The  rhythms  speak  to  him,  tell him  where  they  need  to  be  fuller,  where  they  need  to whisper. His hands obey instinctively, his ears sharply tuned to catch every nuance. The studio, with its flickering screens and ambient lights, becomes a sanctuary where only his rules apply, where his creative spirit roams free without judgment. 

Hours  slip  by  unnoticed  as  he  layers  effects,  synchronizes beats,  and  fine-tunes  pitches.  The  track’s  transformation  is palpable,  each  iteration  better  than  the  last,  until  the  drum solo  doesn’t  just  sound  good—it  feels  right.  It  carries  the emotional  weight  and  intensity  it  is  meant  to,  becoming  a testament to Malachi’s skill and dedication. 

At  some  point,  he  leans  back,  letting  the  final  version  of  the solo  play  through  from  start  to  finish.  The  sound  fills  the studio,  reverberating  off  the  walls,  and  enveloping  him  in  a sonic embrace. A small, satisfied smile plays on his lips as he listens.  This—this  is  why  he  does  what  he  does.  This  is  the magic  of  music  production,  the  ability  to  take  something ordinary and sculpt it into something extraordinary. 

In  that  moment,  there  is  nothing  else  but  the  music.  No problems, no distractions, no lingering doubts. Just the pure, exhilarating  thrill  of  creation,  of  knowing  he  has  once  again captured lightning in a bottle . 
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T H R E E

 Beginning

 Composition

Chenille stands at the threshold of her new apartment, keys  jangling  excitedly  in  her  hand.  It  is  a  modest  one-bedroom  nestled  in  a  charming  brick  building,  just  a  couple of  blocks  from  Sunset  Soundworks.  The  move  from  the  hotel to  her  own  place  marks  a  monumental  step—her  first  true venture into adulthood. 

Mr.  Franklin  has  been  instrumental  in  securing  this apartment  for  her.  With  no  credit  history  to  speak  of, Chenille  has  been  at  a  disadvantage,  but  Mr.  Franklin  co-signs  the  lease,  vouching  for  her.  His  generosity  doesn't  just end  at  professional  guidance;  it  extends  into  ensuring  she has  a  stable  place  to  call  home,  close  to  work  where  she  is quickly proving indispensable. 
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The  apartment  isn't  lavish  by  Los  Angeles  standards,  but  to Chenille,  it  is  a  palace.  The  living  room  is  bathed  in  natural light, streaming through large windows that look out over the bustling  street  below.  Sparse  but  functional  furniture  has been  left  by  the  previous  tenant,  a  welcome  convenience  for Chenille  who  has  few  possessions  of  her  own  and  even  less money to spend on furnishings. 

There  is  no  pool—a  luxury  far  too  grand  for  her  current means—but the building boasts a hot tub in a small, secluded courtyard  out  back.  It  is  surrounded  by  high  fences  covered in flowering vines, creating a private oasis. Chenille imagines the  evenings  she  will  spend  there,  soaking  away  the  day’s stresses  under  the  stars,  the  gentle  hum  of  the  city  around her. 

Eager  to  settle  in,  Chenille  begins  unpacking  the  few suitcases  she  has  brought  with  her  from  Salt  Lake  City.  Each item she places in a drawer or hangs in the closet makes the apartment  feel  more  like  home.  She  sets  up  her  small, cherished  collection  of  vinyl  records  and  a  portable  record player in the corner of the living room, a personal touch that transforms the space into her own. 

After arranging her modest belongings, she steps back to take it  all  in.  This  is  her  space,  her  sanctuary  where  she  can unwind  and  grow,  not  just  as  a  professional  in  the  music industry but as a young woman carving out her independence in a city that both intimidates and inspires her. 

Later that evening, after a long day at the studio learning the nuances of sound mixing from Malachi, Chenille returns to

​ Beginning Composition 27

her  apartment.  The  excitement  of  the  day  has  left  her  both exhilarated  and  exhausted.  Remembering  the  hot  tub,  she changes  into  a  swimsuit  and  wraps  herself  in  a  fluffy  towel. 

She  makes  her  way  to  the  courtyard,  where  the  hot  tub beckons invitingly. 

As she steps into the warm, bubbling water, Chenille lets out a  sigh  of  contentment.  The  heat  envelops  her,  massaging away the tension in her muscles and the clutter in her mind. 

She leans back, closes her eyes, and allows herself to drift in the  soothing  embrace  of  her  new  life.  The  challenges  of  the day melt away, and all that remains is the gentle pulse of the city  and  the  comforting  thought  of  what  tomorrow  might bring. 
***
As  the  warm  jets  of  the  hot  tub  caress  her  tired  limbs, Chenille's  mind  wanders  back  to  the  boisterous  household she  leaves  behind  in  Utah.  The  constant  chaos  of  a  family  of eight, with an older brother always tinkering with his bike in the  garage,  three  younger  sisters  whose  laughter  and squabbles  fill  the  air,  and  the  youngest,  her  baby  brother, who  is  everyone’s  darling.  The  family  dog,  a  sprightly  cocker spaniel  named  Chewy,  adds  his  own  blend  of  energy  and noise, always underfoot, especially at mealtimes.


Her  new  apartment,  with  its  modest  furnishings  and  urban sounds  seeping  through  the  windows,  is  a  stark  contrast  to the cramped but cozy family home she remembers. Here, the silence seems to have a texture, thick and palpable, not filled with the echoes of her siblings calling out to one another or
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the  comforting  scents  of  her  mother’s  cooking  wafting  from the kitchen. 

Sitting  alone  in  the  hot  tub,  the  stillness  of  her  apartment waiting  just  steps  away,  Chenille  feels  a  pang  of homesickness.  She  is  excited  about  her  new  life  and  the opportunities that lay ahead, but she also misses the familiar comfort  of  being  surrounded  by  her  family.  The  constant presence  of  people  and  noise  had  been  overwhelming  at times, yet now, the quiet feels just as imposing. 

Chenille  knows  this  transition  is  part  of  growing  up,  part  of the journey she has embarked on by moving to Los Angeles to chase  her  dreams.  Still,  the  silence  is  something  she  will need to get used to. She thinks about how she might fill those quiet moments—perhaps with calls home, or filling her space with  music  from  her  cherished  records,  creating  a  new  kind of family ambiance with the artists who have inspired her to follow her passion for music. 

She also considers adopting a pet, maybe not a cocker spaniel but a small rescue dog from one of the city shelters, someone to greet her when she comes home, a little soul relying on her care.  Yes,  she  decides,  that  might  be  exactly  what  she  needs to  make  her  new  life  feel  as  vibrant  and  full  as  the  one  she leaves behind. 

For  now,  though,  she  allows  herself  a  few  more  moments  in the hot tub, letting the warm water soothe her nostalgia and fortify her resolve. She is here to make something of herself, to build a life she can be proud of. And part of that is learning to  navigate  the  silence,  to  find  peace  in  solitude,  and  to embrace the exciting and unknown path that lies ahead. 
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The  warm  water  of  the  hot  tub  swirls  around  Chenille, creating  ripples  that  seem  to  echo  the  fluttering  in  her stomach  whenever  she  thinks  about  Malachi.  He  is undeniably  attractive,  with  a  mind  as  sharp  as  his  looks.  His talent  in  the  studio  is  as  palpable  as  the  bass  lines  that vibrate through the mixing boards. And yes, he is cute—more than  cute,  actually.  There  is  something  about  the  way  his eyes  light  up  when  they  land  on  a  perfect  mix,  or  the infectious  grin  that  spreads  across  his  face  when  he  is particularly pleased with a recording session.


Chenille  sighs,  her  thoughts  drifting  to  the  moments  they share  in  the  studio,  moments  filled  with  a  thrilling  mix  of music  and  subtle  glances.  He  is  about  ten  years  her  senior—

mature,  experienced,  and  in  a  completely  different  place  in his  life.  Does  he  just  see  her  as  a  young,  inexperienced assistant?  Perhaps  even  as  an  annoying  kid  who  has accidentally  stumbled  into  the  complex  world  of  music production? 

Yet,  every  interaction  with  him  suggests  otherwise.  He  is always  kind,  genuinely  pleased  to  see  her,  and  patient  in explaining  the  intricacies  of  the  studio’s  equipment  and processes. When he says her name—“Chenille”—it isn’t just a word; it is a melody that makes her heart sing a little, despite her best efforts to remain professional. 

But  she  can’t  deny  the  crush  that  is  forming,  as  much  as  she tries to push it away with practical thoughts. Work romances
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are  indeed  a  recipe  for  disaster,  a  common  theme  in countless movies she has seen where things end in heartache and  complication.  She  knows  she  should  tread  carefully, maintain her focus on her career, especially in such a pivotal and formative stage of her life. 

However, those darn butterflies seem to have a mind of their own. Every time he is near, every time he offers her one of his gentle, guiding smiles, they flutter wildly, filling her stomach with a light, tingling sensation that is hard to ignore. 

Chenille  closes  her  eyes,  leaning  her  head  back  against  the edge  of  the  hot  tub,  letting  the  heat  seep  deeper  into  her muscles.  She  has  to  be  sensible,  keep  her  feelings  in  check, and  remember  why  she  is  here  in  Los  Angeles.  It  isn’t  to  fall for  someone  like  Malachi,  however  tempting  that  might  be. 

She is here to build a career, to turn her dreams into reality. 

Yet as the steam rises in the cool night air, mingling with her heavy sighs, Chenille knows this is one melody she might not be  able  to  tune  out  so  easily.  Maybe,  just  maybe,  she  can allow herself a little hope—hope that maybe Malachi sees her as  more  than  just  the  new  girl  at  the  studio,  more  than  just an assistant. Maybe, in the symphony of her new life, there is room  for  a  duet  with  him.  After  all,  life,  like  music,  is unpredictable and sometimes, you just have to play it by ear. 
***
Exhausted yet content, Chenille snuggles under the covers of her new bed, the familiar weight of her quilt—a gift from her
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mother—wrapped  snugly  around  her.  The  silence  of  the apartment feels less daunting now, softened by the memories that dance through her mind as she drifts toward sleep. 

It  all  seems  like  a  whirlwind,  how  she  ends  up  here,  in  this new  chapter  of  her  life  in  Los  Angeles.  But  every  life-changing  adventure  has  its  beginning,  and  hers  starts  at  a seemingly  ordinary  moment  that  turns  extraordinary—a concert  in  Salt  Lake  City,  where  the  paths  of  destiny unexpectedly cross. 

It  is  three  or  four  years  ago.  Chenille,  her  sister  Carrie,  and their friend hear about a mall concert featuring the then up-and-coming  pop  sensation,  Tiffany,  famous  for  her  hit  "I Think We’re Alone Now." 

The excitement at the concert is palpable as the trio manages to  squeeze  their  way  to  the  front  of  the  crowd,  their  hearts beating in unison with the fans around them. 

During  one  of  the  breaks,  Carrie,  ever  the  extrovert,  strikes up a conversation with a distinguished-looking man standing at  the  sidelines.  He  introduces  himself  as  Mr.  Franklin, Tiffany’s manager. He is charming and surprisingly down-to-earth,  sharing  stories  of  the  music  business  and  listening with  genuine  interest  to  Carrie’s  animated  descriptions  of their small hometown. 

Before  the  concert  resumes,  Mr.  Franklin  hands  Carrie  a poster  for  her  enthusiasm—a  memento  with  the  address  and phone  number  of  Sunset  Soundworks,  the  studio  he  manages back  in  Los  Angeles.  That  poster  becomes  a  cherished decoration in Carrie’s room, and over the years, she keeps in
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touch  with  Mr.  Franklin,  sending  him  holiday  cards  and occasionally chatting about music and life. 

Then,  one  day,  the  conversation  takes  a  turn  that  reshapes Chenille’s  future.  Mr.  Franklin  mentions  he  is  looking  for  a new  assistant.  Carrie,  knowing  her  sister’s  passion  for  music and  her  secret  longing  for  a  change  of  scenery,  suggests Chenille.  A  phone  call  is  arranged,  and  Chenille  speaks  with Mr.  Franklin,  her  nerves  barely  contained.  But  the  call  goes better  than  she  could  have  hoped.  Mr.  Franklin  is  impressed with  her  enthusiasm  and  knowledge,  and  by  the  end  of  the conversation, he offers her the job. 

The  next  thing  she  knows,  she  is  boarding  her  first-ever flight, heading to Los Angeles, the city of dreams. Her heart is a symphony of excitement and fear, but as the plane takes off, she feels a profound sense of stepping into her destiny. 

Now,  as  sleep  claims  her,  Chenille's  last  conscious  thoughts are  of  gratitude  for  that  day  at  the  concert,  for  her  sister’s fortuitous conversation, and for the unexpected twists of fate that lead her here, to this moment, to a life she has only ever imagined.  And  as  the  city  hums  quietly  around  her,  she dreams  of  music,  of  Malachi,  and  of  the  endless  possibilities that await her with each new sunrise. 
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 Sunset Soundworks

Chenille's  first  week  at  Sunset  Soundworks  brings  a whirlwind of introductions and new faces, each member of  the  studio  staff  playing  a  crucial  role  in  the  symphony  of daily operations. As she navigates through her days, meeting the  team,  she  feels  the  energy  of  the  place  pulsate  more vividly than ever. 

First,  there  is  Eli  the  studio's  electrician.  With  a  tool  belt that  seems  to  contain  gadgets  from  another  era,  Eli  is responsible  for  keeping  all  the  studio  equipment  running smoothly.  His  expertise  is  legendary;  there  isn't  a  wire  he can't  tame  or  a  speaker  he  can't  coax  back  to  life.  Chenille watches  in  quiet  admiration  as  Eli  expertly  dismantles  a malfunctioning mixing board, his hands steady and sure. 

Next,  she  meets  James  and  Anna,  the  assistant  engineers. 

They are the studio's backbone, always on hand to assist with sessions, manage equipment setups, and breakdowns. James
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has a gentle demeanor and a smile that instantly puts clients at  ease,  while  Anna  is  a  bundle  of  energy,  her  quick movements  and  sharp  eye  missing  nothing  that  goes  on  in her sessions. 

Thomas,  Mr.  Franklin’s  business  partner,  is  more  reserved. 

His  keen  gaze  misses  nothing,  and  his  strategic  mind  keeps the  business  flourishing.  He  often  hovers  in  the  background during  meetings,  but  his  input  is  always  pivotal.  Chenille feels  a  mix  of  respect  and  intimidation  when  she  shakes  his hand,  his  firm  grip  seemingly  transferring  his  years  of industry knowledge. 

Vera, the studio manager, runs a tight ship. Her organization skills  are  impeccable,  making  sure  that  everything  from session schedules to client hospitality is executed flawlessly. 

Chenille  is  particularly  struck  by  Vera's  ability  to  remember minute details about everyone's preferences and needs. 

Bridget,  the  creative  manager,  has  an  eye  for  talent  and  a knack  for  soothing  ruffled  feathers—a  common  necessity  in the high-stress environment of music production. Her warm, inviting  office  is  filled  with  colorful  art  and  plush  sofas, making it a favorite spot for brainstorming sessions. 

Simon,  the  songwriter,  is  a  whirlwind  of  creativity.  His  mind seems  to  overflow  with  lyrics  and  melodies,  and  he  often walks  around  muttering  to  himself,  lost  in  his  own  world. 

Chenille  finds  his  passion  inspiring,  though  she  sometimes chuckles  when  he  abruptly  stops  to  scribble  down  a  lyric  on whatever scrap of paper he can find. 
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Alex,  the  freelance  do-it-all  guy,  is  perhaps  the  most intriguing to Chenille. He seems to have a hand in everything

—from setting up for video shoots to running sound checks to helping  with  promotional  materials.  His  versatility  is unmatched, and his cheerful disposition makes him a favorite among the staff and clients alike. 

As  Chenille  makes  her  rounds,  introducing  herself  and learning about the roles each team member plays, she feels a growing  sense  of  belonging.  Each  person  welcomes  her warmly,  offering  tips  or  sharing  a  bit  of  studio  lore.  The collective  passion  for  music  and  the  dedication  to  their  craft is  palpable,  enveloping  her  in  a  world  where  every  day promises new challenges and opportunities. 

Settling  back  into  her  own  new  role,  Chenille  realizes  how fortunate she is to be here, among these talented individuals. 

Each  name  she  learns  and  each  handshake  she  exchanges weaves  her  deeper  into  the  fabric  of  Sunset  Soundworks,  a place she is quickly coming to think of as home. 
***
As  Chenille  settles  into  her  new  role  at  Sunset  Soundworks, she  quickly  becomes  the  linchpin  of  the  studio's  day-to-day operations.  Her  position,  though  ostensibly  that  of  a receptionist,  extends  far  beyond  answering  phones  and greeting  clients.  She  is  the  studio's  heartbeat,  ensuring  that every  aspect  of  the  studio  environment  is  perfectly  tuned  to create  a  harmonious  experience  for  everyone  who  passes through its doors.
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Each  morning,  Chenille  arrives  early  to  open  up  the  studio. 

Her  first  task  is  to  disarm  the  security  system  and  walk through  the  various  recording  spaces,  making  sure everything is in order for the day's sessions. She then makes her  way  to  the  heavy  wooden  gate  that  shields  the  studio from  the  bustling  Los  Angeles  streets.  Here,  she  stations herself  to  buzz  in  clients  and  visitors,  greeting  each  with  a warm  smile  and  a  personal  welcome  that  makes  them  feel instantly at ease. 

Once  the  morning  rush  settles,  Chenille  makes  her  rounds with a large coffee carafe, refilling the stations in each studio room.  The  scent  of  fresh  coffee  becomes  a  comforting constant  within  the  walls  of  Sunset  Soundworks,  mingling with  the  underlying  notes  of  electrical  solder  and  vinyl  from the  studios.  She  also  keeps  a  keen  eye  on  the  snack  trays, replenishing  them  with  a  variety  of  treats  ranging  from healthy  fruits  and  nuts  to  indulgent  pastries  and  chocolates, catering to the eclectic tastes of the studio’s clientele. 

Her  desk,  positioned  strategically  at  the  front  of  the  main recording  area,  becomes  a  hub  of  activity.  From  here, Chenille  manages  incoming  calls,  coordinates  session schedules,  and  relays  messages  between  the  artists, producers,  and  studio  staff.  Her  notebook  is  always  open, filled  with  detailed  notes  and  reminders  that  help  keep everyone on track. 

Chenille  also  takes  on  the  role  of  "girl  Friday,"  handling various  ad  hoc  duties  that  can  range  from  arranging transportation for artists to running out to pick up a specific type  of  guitar  string  or  a  much-needed  piece  of  equipment. 

Her adaptability and eagerness to assist wherever needed do
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not go unnoticed, earning her the affection and respect of her colleagues. 

Despite the flurry of her daily responsibilities, Chenille finds profound  satisfaction  in  her  work.  She  loves  being surrounded by music and creativity, feeling a thrill each time she can facilitate the smooth execution of a recording session or  see  the  relieved  smile  of  an  engineer  when  she  brings  in just the right snack at just the right time. 

As  the  days  turn  into  weeks,  Chenille's  initial  nervousness about  her  new  life  in  Los  Angeles  gives  way  to  a  confident stride.  She  masters  the  delicate  balance  of  her  duties  with  a grace  that  makes  it  seem  as  though  she  has  always  been  a part of Sunset Soundworks. Her presence becomes as integral to the studio as the microphones and mixers, her role as vital as any producer or engineer's in turning musical visions into reality.  Through  her  dedication  and  hard  work,  Chenille  is not  just  working  a  job;  she  is  living  her  dream,  one  busy, music-filled day at a time. 

On  a  particularly  bustling  afternoon  at  Sunset  Soundworks, Chenille  was  managing  a  steady  flow  of  musicians  and deliveries  through  the  studio’s  heavy  wooden  gate  when  a familiar  yet  unexpected  figure  approached.  The  man,  whose accent had hinted at far-off places during his last visit, didn’t have an appointment—a fact that immediately set off a small alarm in Chenille's mind. 

His  previous  visits,  always  arranged  by  Malachi,  had  been under the guise of delivering "equipment." But the lack of any visible  equipment  this  time,  and  the  suddenness  of  his appearance, made Chenille pause. She remembered Malachi’s
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hushed tones whenever he spoke to or about this visitor, and a  thread  of  suspicion  began  to  weave  itself  through  her thoughts. 

The  man  greeted  her  with  a  nod,  his  demeanor  polite  but somewhat hurried. “Hello, I need to see Malachi. It’s urgent,” 

he  said,  his  voice  carrying  a  note  of  insistence  that  seemed out of place for a simple delivery. 

Chenille felt a twinge of concern, not just for the professional environment  she  was  tasked  to  maintain  but  for  Malachi himself.  There  was  something  about  this  visit  that  didn’t  sit right  with  her.  However,  maintaining  her  professionalism, she  buzzed  him  through  and  decided  to  inform  Malachi immediately. 

Crossing  the  studio,  her  steps  quickened  as  she  approached the  door  to  the  mixing  room  where  Malachi  was  deep  in  a session.  She  knocked  lightly  but  firmly,  pushing  open  the door as Malachi looked up, slightly startled. 

“Malachi,  your…  ‘foreigner’  is  here  again,”  Chenille announced,  emphasizing  the  last  word  slightly  to  signal  her growing suspicions. “He says it’s urgent.” 

Malachi’s face changed subtly, a flicker of annoyance—or was it  anxiety?—crossing  his  features  before  he  regained  his composure.  “Thanks,  Chenille.  I’ll  handle  it,”  he  responded, his tone a bit terse. 

As Chenille stepped out of the room, closing the door behind her, her mind raced with possibilities. This situation didn’t
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add  up.  Malachi’s  visitor  didn’t  look  like  the  typical  tech supplier  or  equipment  dealer;  his  visits  were  too  covert,  his demeanor too anxious. 

Back  at  her  desk,  Chenille’s  curiosity  battled  with  her  sense of  duty.  Malachi  was  not  only  her  colleague  but  someone  she had come to respect and, admittedly, care about more deeply than  she’d  initially  expected.  The  thought  of  him  being involved  in  something  potentially  shady  caused  her  a  great deal of unease. 

She  decided  to  keep  a  closer  eye  on  the  situation.  If  this

“foreigner”  was  not  delivering  equipment  as  Malachi  had suggested,  then  what  was  the  nature  of  his  visits?  It  was  a mystery  that  Chenille  felt  compelled  to  understand,  not  just for  the  sake  of  studio  security,  but  for  Malachi's  well-being too.  As  she  resumed  her  duties,  her  resolve  hardened;  she would  watch,  and  she  would  learn.  The  harmony  of  Sunset Soundworks—and  perhaps  Malachi’s  safety—might  very  well depend on it. 
***
Later,  as  Chenille  is  still  pondering  the  foreigner,  Mr.


Franklin’s  invitation  to  lunch  takes  her  by  surprise.  As  they drive  to  one  of  Los  Angeles’s  most  esteemed  restaurants—a place  where  celebrities  and  industry  giants  are  regular fixtures—Chenille feels a mix of excitement and nervousness. 

The restaurant, known for its exquisite decor and panoramic views  of  the  city,  is  bustling  with  the  energy  of  the  elite,  a stark  contrast  to  the  cozy,  familiar  chaos  of  Sunset Soundworks. 
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As  they  are  seated  at  a  prime  table,  Chenille  can’t  help  but feel  a  little  out  of  place  among  the  well-heeled  crowd. 

However,  Mr.  Franklin’s  easy  demeanor  and  the  way  he greets  several  patrons  with  a  nod  and  a  smile  help  ease  her into the setting. 

Once  they  settle,  Mr.  Franklin  turns  the  conversation  to business.  “Chenille,”  he  begins,  his  tone  both  serious  and encouraging,  “I  want  to  talk  about  some  of  the  calls  you’ve been  handling.  You’ve  probably  noticed  a  couple  of  names frequently popping up—David Geffen and Irving Azoff.” 

Chenille  nods,  recalling  the  numerous  calls  she  has  fielded from and to these individuals, though she hadn’t realized the full extent of their significance until now. 

“These gentlemen are pillars of the music and entertainment industry,”  Mr.  Franklin  continues,  his  voice  low  but  clear. 

“David  Geffen  is  one  of  the  most  influential  figures  in Hollywood,  having  founded  or  co-founded  companies  like Asylum  Records,  Geffen  Records,  and  DreamWorks.  Irving Azoff  is  a  powerhouse  manager  and  chairman  of  several influential entities in the music world.” 

The  weight  of  their  names  hangs  in  the  air,  heavy  with implication.  Chenille  feels  a  surge  of  responsibility—she  has been the first point of contact for these industry titans. 

“Handling  communications  with  people  of  this  caliber requires  not  just  discretion  but  an  innate  understanding  of the  industry’s  dynamics,”  Mr.  Franklin  explains,  his  eyes assessing Chenille’s reaction. “You’ve shown an impressive
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adaptiveness  and  a  natural  fit  into  this  exclusive environment, which is why I wanted to bring you here today.” 

The  meal  that  follows  is  a  mix  of  casual  conversation  and insightful  discussions  about  the  inner  workings  of  the  music industry. Mr. Franklin shares anecdotes and lessons from his extensive career, giving Chenille a deeper appreciation of the complex  interplay  of  relationships  that  drive  the entertainment business. 

Chenille  listens  intently,  absorbing  every  word.  She understands  that  this  lunch  is  more  than  just  a  meal;  it  is  a mentorship  session,  an  acknowledgment  of  her  role  and potential within the studio. 

As they finish their dessert, Mr. Franklin leans back, a look of contemplation  on  his  face.  “Chenille,  I’m  very  pleased  with your  performance.  Your  ability  to  manage  sensitive information  and  maintain  professionalism  under  pressure  is exactly  what  Sunset  Soundworks  needs.  Keep  up  the  good work,  and  you’ll  find  many  doors  will  open  for  you  in  this industry.” 

Driving back to the studio, Chenille feels a newfound sense of purpose and confidence. The trust Mr. Franklin places in her not  only  validates  her  decision  to  move  to  Los  Angeles  but also excites her about the future possibilities that lie ahead. 

She is no longer just an outsider trying to make her way; she is becoming a part of the very heartbeat of Hollywood’s music scene. 
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F I V E

 Poignant Pause

A s the day winds down and the golden hue of sunset begins  to  bathe  the  studio  in  soft  light,  Malachi approaches  Chenille’s  desk  with  an  unusually  casual demeanor. "Hey, Chenille," he starts, leaning against the edge of her workstation, "I'm going to stick around tonight to catch the football game in the mixing room. I’ve got a small TV set up in there. You're welcome to join me if you’re up for it." 

Chenille,  taken  aback  by  the  sudden  invitation,  feels  a  thrill of excitement. Her relationship with Malachi has always been strictly professional, marked by mutual respect and a shared passion  for  music.  Yet,  this  invitation  hints  at  a  shift,  a blurring  of  the  lines  between  their  roles  at  Sunset Soundworks.  She  eagerly  accepts,  curious  to  see  this  other, more relaxed side of Malachi. 

After  her  shift  ends,  Chenille  walks  into  the  mixing  room, where Malachi has already tuned into the game. The
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atmosphere is different from the usual intensity that fills the space. It is lighter, more personal. Malachi has laid out some snacks  on  a  small  table  and  offers  her  a  drink,  which  she accepts with a smile. 

As they watch the game, their conversation flows effortlessly from  music  to  personal  stories.  It  is  during  a  commercial break  that  Malachi,  perhaps  feeling  too  comfortable  or  too caught up in the casual setting, makes an unexpected offer. 

"You  know,  if  you  want  to  make  this  game  more  interesting," 

Malachi says, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a small bag of cocaine, "we could always add a little excitement." 

Chenille’s  initial  reaction  is  a  mix  of  surprise  and disappointment. She quickly declines, "No, thanks. That’s not really my thing." 

Malachi  doesn’t  seem  offended.  Instead,  he  chuckles,  "Don’t be embarrassed about not taking it." 

Chenille,  half-serious  yet  half-playful,  shoots  back,  "You should be the one embarrassed for thinking I would." 

The moment hangs between them, a light but poignant pause. 

Then, something clicks for Chenille—the man with the accent, the  secretive  visits.  It  all  makes  sense  now.  "Foreigner.  He’s your  dealer,  isn’t  he?"  she  asks,  nodding  towards  where Malachi has just stashed the bag. 

Malachi  doesn't  look  surprised  at  her  deduction.  Instead,  he nods, a wry smile playing on his lips. "Yeah, he is. Look, I
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know  it’s  not  ideal,  but  it’s  part  of  how  I’ve  managed  things so far." 

Chenille  absorbs  this  new  piece  of  the  puzzle.  She  doesn’t condone  Malachi’s  behavior,  but  her  time  in  Los  Angeles  has already  shown  her  that  the  city’s  glamorous  façade  often conceals  more  complicated  truths,  especially  in  the  high-stakes  world  of  the  music  industry.  "We’re  not  in  Kansas anymore,  Toto,"  she  murmurs,  more  to  herself  than  to Malachi. 

The  air  clears,  and  the  game  resumes.  As  they  turn  their attention  back  to  the  TV,  the  earlier  tension  dissolves  into  a comfortable  camaraderie.  The  evening  stretches  on,  filled with  shared  laughter  and  playful  teasing.  It  is  a  pivotal moment  for  Chenille.  She  feels  a  deeper  connection  to Malachi, not just as a colleague but as a person with his own flaws and battles. 

Malachi  leans  over,  his  voice  mixing  with  the  sounds  of  the game,  to  explain  the  recent  changes  in  his  work  life.  "I've been  spending  more  time  here  at  Sunset  Soundworks,"  he starts, his eyes reflecting a mysterious cloud. "This is a Neve mixing board right here,” Malachi boasts proudly, pointing to the impressive large console in front of them, “Costs about a million  dollars.  It’s  one  of  the  best  in  the  business,  really top-notch equipment." 

Chenille  looks  at  him,  her  expression  a  mixture  of  surprise and  admiration.  "A  million  dollars?"  she  echoes,  her  voice tinged with disbelief. The world of high-end audio equipment is  still  somewhat  new  to  her,  and  the  figures  involved  are staggering. 
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"Yeah," Malachi nods, his enthusiasm evident. "It’s incredible what this board can do. The sound quality, the nuances it can capture...  it’s  why  I’ve  been  so  tied  up  here.  Working  on  this Neve,  it’s  not  just  about  access  to  great  tech,  it’s  about crafting  a  sound  that’s  truly  exceptional,  something  that really stands out." 

Chenille  finds  herself  impressed  not  only  by  the  financial figures  but  more  so  by  Malachi’s  passion  for  his  work.  It  is one  thing  to  know  that  he  is  dedicated;  it  is  another  to  hear him  speak  so  fervently  about  the  art  and  science  of  sound. 

His words bring a new dimension to her understanding of his career,  highlighting  the  blend  of  technical  skill  and  creative artistry that defines his days and often long nights. 

By  the  time  the  game  ends  and  they  say  their  goodnights, Chenille knows that their relationship has shifted. She walks away from the mixing room feeling a mixture of contentment and anticipation. Malachi is more complex than she had first thought, and their budding friendship is proving to be just as multifaceted.  As  she  leaves  the  studio  that  night,  under  the sprawling  L.A.  sky,  Chenille  feels  that  she  is  truly  beginning to find her place in this new, vibrant world . 
***
The morning light spills softly across Chenille's desk, casting long  shadows  that  seem  to  stretch  her  anticipation  into tangible  threads.  She  finds  herself  glancing  more  frequently than  usual  at  the  studio  entrance,  each  passing  moment deepening her sense of expectancy. Malachi is late.


​ 46

 Woman's Heart

Uncharacteristically  late.  And  with  each  tick  of  the  clock, Chenille’s mind races with possibilities. 

Had  last  night  changed  things  between  them?  The  shared confidences,  the  laughter,  the  undeniable  chemistry—had  it all  been  a  fleeting  moment,  destined  to  dissolve  in  the daylight? Chenille can't shake the worry that perhaps she has misread  the  signals,  that  maybe  the  intimacy  of  their  after-hours  conversation  is  just  a  product  of  the  relaxed,  informal setting. 

Her  workstation,  usually  a  place  of  focused  activity,  today feels like a stage for her restless thoughts. She busies herself with  her  duties—answering  calls,  organizing  files,  making sure  the  coffee  is  fresh  and  the  snack  trays  are  replenished. 

Yet, her actions are mechanical, her mind elsewhere, tangled in thoughts of Malachi. 

As  the  hours  creep  by,  the  studio  buzzing  with  its  usual morning  fervor,  Chenille’s  concern  grows.  Is  he  alright?  The memory  of  the  small  bag  of  cocaine  and  the  easy  way  he  had offered  it  to  her  last  night  lingers  uncomfortably  in  her thoughts.  She  understands  now  that  Malachi  navigates  a world  with  shadows  she  has  only  begun  to  glimpse  since moving  to  Los  Angeles.  His  tardiness  this  morning,  following so  closely  on  the  heels  of  their  personal  revelations,  seems ominous. 

Despite  her  worries,  a  part  of  her  is  undeniably  drawn  to him, even more so now. Malachi, with all his complexities and contradictions,  fascinates  her.  He  is  talented,  charming,  and now  vulnerably  human  in  her  eyes.  His  openness  the previous evening has only deepened the crush she is already
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harboring,  a  crush  that  is  quickly  weaving  itself  into something more profound, more consuming. 

When the front gate buzzes and Malachi appears on the video screen—later  than  she  has  ever  seen  him  arrive—relief washes over Chenille in an overwhelming wave. He looks a bit worn,  his  usual  sharpness  dulled  slightly  around  the  edges, but he is here, and that is what matters. 

Their eyes meet across the room, and for a moment, there is a silent acknowledgment of everything that has transpired the night  before.  Malachi  offers  her  a  small,  apologetic  smile  as he  passes  her  desk  on  his  way  to  the  mixing  room.  Chenille returns the smile, her heart settling back into a more regular rhythm. 

As she watches him disappear into the studio, the tight coil of anxiety  within  her  unravels.  Last  night  is  not  a  mistake—at least, not in her eyes. It is a step closer to understanding the enigmatic  man  who  is  quickly  becoming  an  integral  part  of her life in this new city. 

Now,  more  than  ever,  Chenille  is  determined  to  navigate whatever  complexities  lie  ahead.  She  feels  ready,  buoyed  by the undeniable connection that has sparked between them, a connection she is eager to explore, regardless of the shadows that might accompany it . 
***
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Malachi  had  spent  the  entire  day  sequestered  in  the  mixing room, immersed in the intricacies of sound that only he could decipher and mold. The studio was unusually quiet, the kind of  focused  silence  that  pervades  when  something  important is at stake. Chenille, still recalibrating her emotions from the morning’s  rush  of  relief  at  seeing  Malachi,  busied  herself with  her  duties,  each  task  punctuated  by  discreet  glances towards the mixing room’s door. 

It  was  late  afternoon  when  that  door  finally  swung  open. 

Malachi  popped  his  head  out,  his  expression  a  mix  of irritation  and  urgency  that  immediately  caught  Chenille’s attention.  “Hey,  Chenille,  just  a  heads-up—Blackie  is  on  his way over,” he announced, a trace of feigned enthusiasm in his voice that he probably expected her to share. 

Chenille  paused,  her  initial  reaction  one  of  surprise,  not  so much at the announcement but at her own internal response to  it.  Blackie  Lawless,  the  renowned  rock  star,  was  someone any music enthusiast would be thrilled to meet under normal circumstances.  His  reputation  for  theatrical  performances and  his  pivotal  role  in  the  heavy  metal  scene  made  him  a living legend. 

Yet,  as  she  processed  Malachi’s  words,  Chenille  realized  she felt  none  of  the  excitement  that  such  a  meeting  would ordinarily  warrant.  Instead,  there  was  a  faint  stir  of annoyance,  an  unexpected  emotion  that  made  her  inwardly frown.  Since  last  night’s  revealing  conversation  and  shared moments,  she  and  Malachi  had  cocooned  themselves  in  a world  of  their  own  creation,  a  world  where  their  budding connection was the most significant event. 
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Now, the impending arrival of Blackie felt like an intrusion, a disruption  to  the  delicate,  personal  space  that  had  formed between her and Malachi. She managed a nod, forcing a smile that  didn’t  quite  reach  her  eyes.  “Thanks  for  the  heads  up. 

I’ll make sure everything’s ready for his arrival.” 

Malachi seemed satisfied with her response, perhaps missing the  lack  of  genuine  enthusiasm,  or  attributing  it  to  the  busy day.  He  withdrew  back  into  his  sanctuary  of  sound,  leaving Chenille to prepare for the rock star’s visit. 

As  she  set  out  fresh  coffee  and  adjusted  the  snack  trays, Chenille’s  thoughts  wandered.  She  wondered  about  the dynamics  of  her  evolving  relationship  with  Malachi.  It  was delicate,  something  not  yet  fully  defined  but  deeply significant to her. The thought of sharing Malachi’s attention, even  with
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