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Renée lifted the sword, feeling its weight and balance. After a couple of practise swings, she put it down, and picked up the one next to it. They appeared to be identical, at first glance, but one was forged from steel, the other was a replica in foam and fibreglass.

This one was the original. The steel blade was thinner, and the balance was more to the blade side of the hilt than the replica’s had been. The two blades weighed almost the same, because the replica had lead in the handle to make it heavier. The replica wasn’t as shiny as the original, but the way it would be used meant this wasn’t going to be an issue.

After a few slow, careful figure-of-eight swipes in front of herself, Renée carefully slid the sword back into its sheath. A proper edge hadn’t been put onto the blade, for safety’s sake, but she still handled it with respect.

She had been posing for close ups with the sword, but was now going to do some more action oriented ones. For that, she wanted to be waving around the replica sword, in case she hit herself or a bystander with it. She picked up the foam sword again, and quickly made a much more confident version of the figure-of-eight swipes.

The swings lengthened in reach, swooping back either side of her body. She brought it round in front of her and twirled it with her wrist. The sword was almost too heavy for such moves. She could use it one handed, but the hilt was long enough for a two handed grip when she wanted to make a powerful swing.

Raising the sword high, Renée adjusted her grip, then made a powerful slash downwards and from right to left. The sword fighting lessons were paying off. She wouldn’t have had this much confidence with the weapon- even this fake version- just a few weeks before. The whole cast was getting training, but most of them would also have doubles for trickier scenes. Renée was far too tall and striking, and the production company had yet to find a physical match who had the requisite skills. She might have to do all her own fighting, if not her stunts.

“Ah, there you are. The guys have arrived for the group shots. They’re in costume and waiting for us.” Helena was the director, and co-writer of the film. But the budget was tight, so, in this pre-production stage, she was her own runner, organising the photo shoots and ushering the cast around them.

Renée put the dummy sword down, and checked the belt holding the scabbard of the real one. Hand resting on the hilt, as if ready to draw and engage in battle at any moment, she walked after Helena. After a couple of strides, she had to slow down, as her long legs carried her faster than the other woman.

The last film that Helena and Renée had worked on had only just been released, but they were diving straight into this next one already. In the last film, Renée had been one of the bad guys. In this one, she was the avatar for the main character inside an online role playing game. He was a scrawny teenager, escaping into the persona of a strong warrior woman. As the story went on, reality and simulation would merge in strange ways, and she would teach him how to stand up for himself. It was Renée’s biggest role to date. Most directors just wanted her to stand in the background, looking statuesque or threatening.

“Those aren’t the guys who play my band.” Renée said as they entered the clearing where the five men in costume- and the photographer and her assistant- waited.

“They’re.... Stand-ins. The photos are of you, we just wanted them in the background. Scenery, almost. They’re also here for....”

Renée slowed, not quite halting. She looked down at Helena, questioning. There was something about the director’s tone. She had a secret to reveal.

“I got them from The Gang. After you told me how you wanted to give it a go, and fantasised about having fun in costume.”

Renée did stop now, staring down at Helena, mouth open, not sure what to say.

The Gang had seemed like an urban myth when Renée had first heard of it. An exclusive group, dedicated to fulfilling the sexual fantasies of its members- particularly the ones involving multiple partners- you had to be invited to join. It was a slowly expanding circle of friends who had sex. It had sounded awesome, but Renée hadn’t believed it truly existed.

Then it turned out that Helena’s producer, Serge, knew members. Xena, who had been the dance coach on the last film, and was helping to choreograph the fights on this one, had met her boyfriend when she was invited to put on a show for The Gang’s founders. Serge had arranged a special treat for Helena at the wrap party in his mansion, and now she was offering Renée the same opportunity.

“If you don’t want to, we can just get the photos and call it a day.” Helena offered, taking Renée’s surprised silence as reticence.

“What? No. No, that would be silly. They’re here now. They should, um, perform.”

“I knew you were up for it. We’ve got something special arranged for you in the forest. We’ll tell you all about it when we’ve got the shots in the bag. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Renée studied her band some more as they walked toward them. They were dressed as a collection of familiar fantasy types, the typical gamers adventuring party.

One of them was, just, slightly taller than her. He wasn’t all muscle, but was quite buff. So he had been given the role of barbarian, and was dressed appropriately in loincloth and short animal skin cape. His long, dark hair was a wig, Renée decided. As he adjusted it on his head, she was proven correct.

Almost as tall, but with his body hidden by long robes and face almost obscured by the brim of his big, floppy hat, was the wizard. The hair escaping from under the hat, and the wispy beard, were fake as well. Getting into character, the spell caster slouched and rested his weight on his staff as Renée and Helena approached.

Next were the ranger and the thief. The ranger was a young black man, who seemed perfectly comfortable in leather trousers, and had the swagger from daily practice. He was a performer, Renée decided, though not an actor that she recognised. The thief was a boyish blonde, hair cut too neatly for a life of crime. He and the ranger had been chatting familiarly. Did they do this sort of thing regularly, or did they know each other outside The Gang?

The last of Renée’s motley crew was a knight. He wasn’t in the full heavy metal he would wear on horse back, but did have a shiny metal breast plate and codpiece, and a fancy helmet under his arm. His salt and pepper hair was cut short and neat, but contained a greater length of natural grey than the wizard’s beard and wig.

“Gentlemen, may I introduce to you, Renée. She shall be leading your merry band this afternoon and evening. And all night, if she wants to.” Helena announced. “Renée, your fellow adventurers are- Henry.” The barbarian. Renée recognised him now. He was Xena’s boyfriend. She was surprised, but not quite shocked, to be doing this with someone she had met before. Forcing the O her mouth had become closed, she smiled at him.

Helena continued, “Derek.” The wizard. “TC.” The ranger. “David.” The thief. “And Arthur.” The knight. They had each given her a little bow when they were introduced, and now shuffled around into a line, as if presenting themselves for inspection. She wondered if they would drop their trousers- or loincloth, or open their cloak- if she asked. The photographer was there, though, so it would be best to leave that inspection until after the shoot.

Trying to be professional again, Renée gave her fellow adventurers a smile, then turned to the photographer. “So, where do you want us?”

The photographer looked to Helena, who was failing at the professionalism, and ogling the boys, particularly the barely clad barbarian. Realising her input was wanted, she looked around with guilty expression. “Oh, er, the pictures? Yes, well, we dressed that corner of the clearing with a few props.” She indicated some convincing fake rocks arranged in a small circle so it appeared that half of them had been knocked down. Renée had been too busy looking at the men to have even noticed them.

There was a wooden wagon wheel propped up against the trees beyond the broken circle, some of the spokes missing, and others rotting, a cluster of old barrels, and a couple of broken shields. “We thought this area would get the best light all through the day, so we could take pictures any time.” Helena said. “A few solo shots, then with the guys in the background. But keep the focus on Renée throughout, okay?”

“Of course. Renée?” The photographer waved toward the middle of the circle.

Renée found a patch of ground in the circle where she could plant her feet firmly. She drew the sword, and held it two handed, blade over her right shoulder, ready for a sweeping strike. Shifting her stance a little, she looked straight at the camera, and gave it her best confidently defiant expression.

The photographer talked Renée through several more poses, with sword raised and sheathed. All the time, she wanted to sneak glances outside the stone circle, to study the men she would soon be having sex with. She could feel her whole body warming at the thought of five hard cocks, all for her. The centre of the heat was between her legs, and she knew just how wet she was getting, simply from thinking about it.

Was her excitement obvious, she wondered. Would people be able to see it in the photographs, if they
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