

    
        
          Frame By Frame

        

        
        
          KT Embers

        

        
          Published by KT Embers, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      FRAME BY FRAME

    

    
      First edition. April 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 KT Embers.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235027039

    

    
    
      Written by KT Embers.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by KT Embers

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Honeymoon Detour

          
        
          
	          The Honeymoon Detour

          
        
          
	          The St Louis Detour

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Private Viewing

          
        
          
	          The Sweet Spot

          
        
          
	          Timebound Love

          
        
          
	          The Exit Interview

          
        
          
	          Frame By Frame

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By KT Embers

Frame By Frame

Sign up for KT Embers's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Exit Interview

Also By KT Embers

About the Author


The heat in North Hollywood did not just sit in the air; it pressed down on the pavement like a heavy, wet thumb. Lena Marino felt it radiating through the soles of her boots as she walked from her rusting Honda Civic toward the corrugated metal door of Studio 4B. She paused for a moment in the shadow of the building to check her phone. The banking app displayed a number in red that made her stomach tighten. It was the twenty-third of the month, and rent was due in seven days.

She locked the screen and shoved the phone into her bag. This was the job. It had to be the job.

Inside, the studio was a cavern of organized chaos. The air conditioning was either broken or overwhelmed, leaving the atmosphere thick with the smell of sawdust, hot dust, and cheap hairspray. In the center of the dark space sat a brightly lit island of falseness. It was a set dressed to look like a high-end bachelor pad, complete with a faux-marble fireplace, a velvet sofa that looked stiff even from a distance, and a skyline backdrop that was clearly a printed vinyl sheet.

Lena navigated through a maze of C-stands and sandbags. She was cast as the "Desirable Female," a role description that had made her roll her eyes when her agent read it over the phone. But the check cleared, and that was all that mattered.

Near the crafty table, which consisted of a sad platter of bagels and a pot of coffee that smelled like burnt rubber, she saw a man on his knees. He was wearing a faded t-shirt featuring an 8-bit warrior and thick-rimmed glasses that kept sliding down his nose. He was coiling a long XLR cable, his movements sharp and frustrated.

"Excuse me," Lena said, stepping around a coil of wire. "I'm looking for the director. Do you know where he is?"

The man jumped, nearly knocking over a light stand. He scrambled to his feet, dusting off his knees. He was taller than he looked on the ground, with messy dark hair that looked like he had been running his hands through it for hours.

"Oh," he said, his voice cracking slightly. "That, uh. That would be me."

Lena blinked. She had expected an older man with a scarf and a megaphone, or perhaps a twenty-something hipster with an ego problem. This man looked like he should be fixing her computer.

"You're Jacob?" she asked, keeping the skepticism out of her voice as best she could.

"Jacob Kress," he said, extending a hand before realizing it was covered in gray dust. He pulled it back and wiped it on his jeans. "Sorry. I just made the executive decision to pull the audio lines. My sound mixer is a no-show, and I am not waiting any longer. We are shooting this MOS."

"MOS?" Lena asked. "You mean silent?"

"Mit Out Sound," Jacob confirmed, looking relieved to have made a decision. "It is a voiceover spot anyway. We do not need sync sound. It actually frees us up to move faster."

"I'm Lena," she said. "Lena Marino."

Jacob stopped dusting himself off. He looked at her, really looked at her, and for a second, the nervous energy vanished. His eyes, magnified slightly by the lenses of his glasses, went sharp and assessing.

"I know," he said, his voice steadying. "I saw your reel. The short film you did last year, *Blue Monday*? The way you handled the silence in the break-up scene was incredible. That's actually why I fought for you on this."

Lena felt a flush of surprise that had nothing to do with the heat. "You saw that?"

"It was brilliant," Jacob said, the stutter returning as he realized he was staring. "Right. Anyway. Since we are shooting silent, you do not have to worry about dialogue. Just pure performance. Wardrobe is behind that flat. We start in twenty."

He turned back to the camera cart, effectively dismissing her, but Lena walked toward the makeshift dressing room with a slightly lighter step. He wasn't just a tech geek; he had done his homework.
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[image: ]


An hour later, Lena was encased in a silver silk slip dress that cost less than her lunch. Her hair was teased into a voluminous cascade, and her makeup was heavy enough to crack if she smiled too widely. She sat on the velvet sofa, which felt exactly as scratchy and synthetic as she had feared.

"Okay, settle everyone," Jacob called out. He was standing behind the camera, a massive cinema rig that looked comically large compared to his slender frame. When he grasped the handles of the tripod, his posture changed. His shoulders squared. The awkward shuffling ceased. He became an extension of the machine.

"We are framing for a medium shot," Jacob announced, his voice projecting clearly to the back of the room. "Check the gate. Lena, key light is hitting you from the left. Cheat your face toward the flag, please."

She turned her head, finding the light instinctively. "Here?"

"Perfect. Hold that."

Just as the atmosphere settled into a professional rhythm, the metal door of the studio banged open.

"Where is the magic? Where is the sex?"

A short, stout man in a suit that was too shiny for the daytime marched onto the set. A cloud of heavy, musky cologne followed him like a weather system. This was Gary Henderson, the owner of Pheromax and the man signing the checks.

"Gary," Jacob said, pulling his eye away from the viewfinder. "We were just setting the frame."

"I'm not paying for frames, Kress. I'm paying for heat," Gary boomed. He walked right up to the edge of the set, ignoring the line of tape on the floor. He looked Lena up and down with a gaze that made her want to shower immediately. "You're the girl? Good. Make it look like you can't resist the smell. You're hungry for it. Animalistic."

Lena kept her face neutral, a skill she had honed over five years of bad auditions. "Understood."

"Let's go, let's go!" Gary clapped his hands. "Time is money, people."

Jacob took a deep breath, his knuckles white on the camera handles. "Rolling. Action."

Lena moved. She arched her back, running a hand up her arm, trying to convey desire without looking ridiculous.

"Cut!" Gary shouted before Jacob could speak. "No, no, no. Too subtle. It's Pheromax, sweetheart. It drives you crazy. Writhe. I want writhing."

Jacob stepped out from behind the camera. "Gary, if she overacts, it's going to look comedic. We want aspiration, not a cartoon."

"I want what sells spray," Gary snapped. "Do it again. More tongue."

Lena saw Jacob's jaw tighten. He was losing the battle, and if he lost the client, the shoot would devolve into chaos. She caught Jacob's eye. He looked desperate, caught between his artistic integrity and the man paying the bills.

She decided to bridge the gap.

"Jacob," she said softly. He looked at her. "If I play it lower in the body, maybe slower, it might read as more intense without being over the top. Like I'm drunk on the scent."

Jacob processed this instantly. He understood she was translating Gary's crude demand into an actual acting note. "Yes," he said, grateful. "Exactly. Heavy eyelids. Slow movement. Frame rate is at sixty so we can slow-mo it in post. Use that weight."

"Rolling," Jacob said. "Action."

This time, Lena ignored Gary. She focused on the lens. She imagined the black glass was a person she wanted, someone she needed to draw in. She moved like honey, slow and viscous. She traced the line of her collarbone, letting her lips part just a fraction. Since they were shooting without sound, the studio wasn't perfectly quiet, but the visual intensity she projected silenced the room anyway.

"Cut," Jacob whispered. He stayed behind the camera for a long beat, just breathing. "That was... excellent. Moving on."
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The morning ground on. The heat in the studio rose steadily, the industrial fans doing little more than pushing the hot air around. Gary continued to bark orders from the back, demanding more skin, more lips, more "oomph," but Lena and Jacob had found a rhythm. Because there was no audio recording, Gary felt free to talk over the takes, shouting directions like a sports coach, but Lena learned to tune him out. She would look to the lens, Jacob would give a micro-nod, and they would filter the sleaze into something that actually looked like cinema.

They were setting up the hero shot. Lena was lying on the sofa, the bottle of Pheromax on the table in the foreground. The lighting setup was complex, involving several flags and diffusers to create a silhouette effect.

"It's not working," Jacob muttered. "The rim light isn't catching her shoulder."

He locked the tilt on the tripod and walked onto the set.

"Sorry," he murmured, stepping over the fake bear-skin rug. "I need
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