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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.

Those lips were warm, flushing with excitement and puffing up as the blood flowed to them. Xena ran a finger along each of them, then split them. Again, she had to remind herself that there were people waiting to do that for her, just as soon as she had put on her costume and finished preparing herself.

The costume was in a paper bag beside the make-up table. Xena opened it and found the light material she was to wear. The two pieces were both cut from white silk, woven so finely that she could almost see through it. Hiding her body from view was hardly the point of the exercise, these clothes were purely for titillation.

One of the pieces of fabric was a short sarong. She wrapped it around her waist and tied it so that the split ran up her right thigh. She did another twirl, and the material didn't rise as high as she had expected, leaving her puffy pussy lips hidden. Except when the light was behind her, of course.

The other piece was a sort of poncho, with a head slot cut into it and ties down around her waist. From the sides it was going to be easy to see her little breasts with their outsize nipples pointing out and rubbing the material. It was so short that her midriff was exposed, the long oval of her belly button like a miniature of the slit below.

The last pieces of Xena's outfit were her own dancing shoes. She had owned this pair for over a year now, and they fit perfectly, protecting and supporting her feet for the more extravagant moves she might make.

Xena bent into a few plies to start limbering up. She stretched and bent and loosened her muscles, finishing up with skips and a pirouette across the room, then a bow to herself in the mirror. Her outfit was far too loose and light to restrict her movements, she decided, and clung to her form or billowed out in enticing ways. This was going to be more than the usual dance session, she reminded herself, and stretched some more.

With another bow to the mirror, to try to distract herself from the flutter of nervousness in her belly and excitement between her legs, she left the room and headed downstairs.

Xena was to do her dance in the big house's old ballroom. She paused just outside the open double doors and checked it out before making her entrance. The dance-floor was a glossy, dark wood, but not too slippery for the sort of moves she would be doing on it. A new addition was a cubic frame. It supported a vertical pole in the middle, but the uprights and cross bars could be used in her routine as well. Standing at each corner, in front of the uprights, was a naked man, each one showing, impressively, their excitement at their part in the coming show. By the pole in the middle was Henry, every bit as hot with no clothes on as Xena had hoped. She realised that she had just, in a mere moment, doubled the number of erections she had ever seen, and blushed. Pretty soon, she was going to have doubled the number of cocks she'd ever handled. The warmth between her legs matched that of her cheeks. 

The cube wasn't the only extra piece of furniture. Xena hadn't noticed the low bench that sat between it and the windows, she had been too readily distracted by all the naked male flesh. Lushly padded, it was neither wide enough nor long enough to sleep on, but would be more than suitable for what was planned. Lastly, in front of the big windows, was her audience.

It was said that the man and woman sat on the grand couch were the founders of the website that had brought everyone together for this little adventure, and were incredibly famous. They were one of the few completely anonymous users of The Gang- the invitation only social media platform where couples and singles could meet to arrange gang bangs, orgies and other sexual fantasies. Even now, they wore half face masks and hoods that hid their faces from the bridge of the nose up, even keeping their hair colours secret. They were dressed for a formal ball, with the man resting his hands on a silver topped cane before him and the woman's long dress glittering with sequins. Of course Xena wondered who they were, but she would never break the site rules and try to find out.

Everyone turned to look at Xena as she crossed the threshold. The room was quiet, and she hadn't heard any sounds as she approached. They must have known she was on the way, and taken first positions in readiness for her arrival. She stopped, and stared back, the flutters of nervousness and excitement becoming wild beats as she paused.

The woman on the seat smiled at Xena, then held up a small black box and pressed a button. Music started playing from speakers in all four corners and a number of other spots around the room. It was light ambient electronica with a slow rhythm that would build as it went on. Xena had heard the track several times in the last couple of weeks, as she had worked out ideas for her routine and fantasised about what would happen.

She had practised all the moves she expected to use, and had ideas about how she would string them together, but, now it was begun, she knew that mostly she would be improvising. She didn't know if any of the men around the cube had any dancing experience. They had lots of sex experience, much more than she did as a newcomer to The Gang, so they could be relied upon for the parts of the show that required that. Their instructions were to follow her lead, her instructions were to make each of them come
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