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“Helena, you look divine, as always. Are you wearing knickers?”

It was typical Serge- a compliment followed by an inappropriate remark. But her producer knew her well. “No, I am not wearing any knickers.” she said. She twisted her body back and forth, so that the hem and beaded tassels of her flapper dress lifted as they twirled out. They went high enough to show the tops of her black pull up stockings, but not to show whether she was being honest about her underwear.

“You really are delicious my dear. If I were that way inclined, I would take you to my room right now and eat you up.” Serge said, with a wicked grin. Helena didn’t say it, but, even though he was nearly thirty years older than her, she would gladly let him. Tonight, especially, he cut a suave figure, in a perfectly cut dinner jacket, bright white shirt and bow tie. He had silver hair, framing a face that looked a decade or more younger than he really was. Yes, if he were straight, and made that offer, Helena might not even wait until they reached the bedroom.

Helena looked down at the driveway, as more limousines pulled up and let out extravagantly dressed guests. She gestured at one of the newly arrived groups, all dressed formally, but for one hunk in tight gold shorts. “I’ll find you a pretty young man, and you can pretend he’s me. With a cock.”

“Oh no you don’t. Tonight, I’m the one finding you men. Amongst our guests are five young studs who are here for your pleasure and nothing else.” Serge came over to stand beside her. He held up a white full face mask, decorated with filigrees of gold and blue, with thin lips in metallic blue, enhanced by glitter. It was framed by pink and blue feathers, a terrible colour combination for her dark skin and the glossy black beads of her tiered dress. “Look for the men wearing these masks. They will be doing the same for you. They are here for your pleasure, so whatever you want to do with them goes.”

Helena stared at the mask as Serge put it into her hands. Was he joking? No, she could tell from his expression that he was completely serious.

They had worked closely on their most recent film, the one being celebrated tonight, and shared many secrets. Serge knew all about her long time fantasy of illicit, anonymous sex with multiple men, amongst others. She had never expected him to make it come true for her.

She must have seemed uncertain, staring at the mask and not knowing what to say. Serge reached for it, fingers closing over one of the feathers. “If you do not want to....”

Helena looked up sharply, staring at him defiantly. “I want to do it.” she said. “I want to do it so much. It’s just such a surprise. Next time, don’t spring something like this on me without warning.” She lifted the mask, pulling the elasticated bands over her head and moving it around until it sat comfortably. “Now, shall we go and greet our guests?”

Serge’s home was a Georgian mansion on the banks of the Thames. From the late thirties through to the fifties, it had been the base for a small film studio. As a film producer, Serge couldn’t resist buying it for this connection. One of his hobbies was going through old movies and finding the rooms that scenes had been filmed in.

Helena had directed Serge’s latest release, an action comedy with an almost entirely female cast. It had sold around the world, garnered many positive reviews, and was set to open well and go on to a good profit. The party was for cast, crew, backers and sundry others who had helped along the way. And, she had just learnt that there were some extra, special guests.

The Gang was an exclusive club, that catered to its members’ sexual fantasies and desires. It put them in touch with each other so they could organise gang bangs and orgies. Serge had taken what he remembered about Helena’s fantasies and worked out a plan for the evening. He knew the identities of the men who would be pleasuring her- and knew she might be able to guess one or two of them- but she didn’t have to if she didn’t want.

As they descended the stairs to the reception, they were walking into a scene stranger than any of the films shot in the house. The party was a combination of fancy dress and masked ball, so people were dressed as strange characters made more fantastical by having their faces obscured.

Some of the men, like Serge, insisted on wearing the full evening wear outfit. They all claimed to be a particular spy, doing their bit for Queen and country. Others, however, were properly into the spirit of the event. There were three in gold hot pants that Helena could see as they came down the stairs, as well as lords of the jungle, superheroes and cowboys. There were women in ball gowns, but others wore bikinis, hippie dresses, cat burglar leotards and superhero outfits.

Helena slowed as she walked down the stairs, studying the crowd. Most of them were wearing half face masks, and she couldn’t, yet, see anyone with one that matched hers. She could recognise some of the attendees simply by body language or build, even with the masks on.

Standing taller than almost everyone else in the room, built like an Amazon and dressed appropriately, was Renee. She had played the baddie in the film, but was one of the sweetest people in real life. Almost as tall, but slimmer, was Xena, who had done choreography, working with the fight coordinator to give their punch ups a different look. The hunk on her arm, dressed as a cowboy, must be her boyfriend, Henry. Helena hadn’t met him yet, but Xena had mentioned him a few times.

The man beside Xena turned around, surveying the room. Someone in a huge feather headdress passed in front of him, so Helena didn’t see his mask until she found him staring straight at her. He was wearing one just like hers. She stopped and leant on the balustrade, staring at him. One of the men she could make love with, if she wanted.

If she wanted? Of course she wanted it. She was just surprised that one of the men was someone she almost knew. How did his girlfriend feel about it, she wondered.

Realising that Xena had turned to look at her as well, Helena shifted her gaze to check. The lithe blonde was wearing a half face mask, so Helena could see the knowing grin as they looked at each other. Xena had done this, or similar, before, it said, and she was perfectly okay with her man having sex with another woman. Helena had been biting her lip, uncertain, but now had a grin as wide as Xena’s. No-one could see it, of course. She wondered if Henry had the same smile.

Serge was at Helena’s elbow. He whispered in her ear, “Are you ready to have fun?”

“Oh yes, absolutely. Take my hand, and walk me down the stairs. I have men to meet.”

Helena held out her right hand, and Serge took it daintily then led her down the stairs. At the foot of the staircase, Helena looked around. Down here, the restriction of her vision from the mask was much more obvious. People milled around her, appearing as if from nowhere and disappearing just as quickly. Her peripheral vision was completely blocked. She resisted the temptation to pull the mask up and look around.

There were a lot of big hats and feathery headdresses in the room, Helena noticed as she strained to get her bearings. Renee made a good landmark, when the crowd cleared enough to spot her. She squeezed Serge’s hand in both of hers, gave a little bow and then headed for the statuesque woman.

However, Renee started moving away as Helena headed for her, going toward the large drawing room that opened onto the lawn and had a view down to the river. Helena looked around for another point of reference. Xena and the mysterious Henry were nowhere to be seen. She had been planning to reach Renee and then angle off to where she had last seen them. That plan was out of the window now. Maybe she should go with the flow, into the drawing room or library.

Helena jumped when she turned to see a mask just like hers right beside her. The man wearing it wasn’t Henry. He was scantily clad, wearing tight red trunks, with a lifesaver’s buoy and rope over his shoulder. Helena found herself concentrating on the front of those trunks, filled out impressively. She could almost see the veins on the fat, long cock pressing against the restraining material.

The lifeguard held out a hand, and Helena took it. Looking around, she realised she wasn’t the only one checking out his package, which made her grin.

Now that she had found one of her partners for the night, they needed somewhere to go to have their fun. He nodded to the far end of the hallway, where the crowd was thinner, and there were doorways through to kitchen and what had been the servants’ quarters. Helena thought about it for a fraction of a second, then nodded.

They did a little dance as they worked their way around the other guests. Finding themselves against the wall, they edged sideways until they found a door that looked like a panel in the wall. Helena found the handle, reaching blindly because she was distracted by the bulge in the lifeguard’s trunks again, and opened the door. They slipped inside.

“Oh.” Helena looked around. This wasn’t what she had expected. It was dark, and confined. There were shelves along both walls, and, not so far from the door, another wall with jackets and coats hanging from hooks. She had found the way into a cupboard. A large cupboard, admittedly, but not the room or hallway she had been expecting.

As she was about to find the door handle again and make an exit, she
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