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For such a big man, Henry had an incredibly light and skilful touch, Xena thought. His big fingers were surprisingly nimble as they worked her hair up into a tight plait. Her hair went down past her shoulders, strong, straight and golden. It could be quite an attention getter- after people had noted her long legs and height- but, as she was going to be dancing, she'd need it tied up and under control for the rest of the day.

They weren't in a proper dressing room, but it still had all the right accoutrements. Xena was using the big mirror over the make-up table to slyly watch Henry as he worked on her hair. His expression was of pure concentration, he was determined to do a good job. His bare arms were well muscled, and his shoulders, in his tight T-shirt, wide. He had a handsome, square jawed face with eyes an interesting shade of green. When they had stood side by side earlier, checking out the room, she had noticed that he was an inch or two taller than her. She towered above quite a lot of men, which sometimes made them insecure. Would all the other men tonight be Henry's height, she wondered. Probably not, they had been chosen for entirely different physical attributes.

Henry's eyes flicked up and down her body, the only evidence that he had noticed the shiver of anticipation that had just run through her. He guessed what it had been about, and had a little smile. The last fold of the strands of Xena's hair had been done now. Henry held the end of the plait tight and tugged it gently, running his free hand along the length of it to check for stray hairs. Satisfied that he had done a neat job, he picked up a band from the table and looped it around and around until it grasped the plait tighter than his fingers could. He draped it over Xena's shoulder so that she could check his handiwork.

"Very well done." Xena said.

"I have three sisters and several nieces. I've had a fair amount of practice." Henry said. "Let me put a bow on it."

Henry hid the hair tie with a pretty white bow made from wide ribbon, carefully balancing it. "There, perfect. Do you need any more help with changing?"

It was a cheeky question, and he had a silly little grin. "The instructions say that you don't get to see me with my clothes off until we're doing the show. You go off and ready yourself, shoo." Xena gently slapped Henry's butt as she ushered him out of the door, squeezing the tight, firm muscle as she did. Nice, she thought, I'll hold tight onto that later.

Alone in the room, Xena started changing into her outfit. She had arrived dressed for the gym, with loose sweat pants and hooded top. So that there were no strap lines pressed into her skin, she had nothing on under this single layer. That had made the drive to the big house exciting all by itself.

Xena unzipped the top and discarded it, studying herself in the mirror. She had been dancing all her life, and had the body for it. Long and lithe, she knew she looked good in anything that emphasised or exposed her shapely legs or toned torso. Her breasts were tiny, but she loved them like that. They fitted in with the flow and sweep of the rest of her body's lines, and they were incredibly sensitive. When she was excited, and she was excited now, her nipples could stick out as far again as the little swell of her breasts.

Cupping her breasts, Xena squeezed the nipples and sent a delicious thrill through her body. Less of that, she told herself, you'll have others to do it for you soon enough. She kicked off her trainers and pushed the sweat pants to the floor and stepped out of them. Naked, she did a little twirl and checked herself out in the mirror again. Just as she had hoped, there were no strap marks on her body, just long flowing lines of toned muscle under pale skin. She hadn't got out in the sun much in the last few months, so there were no tan lines, either. She had shaved her pubic hair, leaving only the thinnest of strips of hair, an exclamation mark above the pink lips of her sex.
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