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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.”
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