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         My name is Nanna, and once upon a time I knew a fantastic man named Lennart. He was my lover for about a year or so. A jovial, unselfish type who did everything I asked for in bed. He was of average height, strikingly trim, with beautiful, dreamy eyes. He shaved his whole body and was a little feminine.


We weren’t meant to be a couple for all eternity, but we had a good sexual relationship, and one evening, after he’d patiently licked my clit to several exhausting, wonderful orgasms, he asked if I wanted to join him on a visit to a very special lady the following night.


He said he had a well-kept secret, but that he was now ready to reveal it.


That was all he wanted to say, and my curiosity ran away with me. Of course, I could come along, but right then and there I wanted him to fuck the hell out of me. 


Lennart was well-equipped. His thick, smooth hard-on stood erect from his slender body with small, firm balls beneath it.


He loved it when I tied a long string firmly around his balls and tugged on it during intercourse. That took him right to heaven and back, and he would thrust his cock deep inside and moan every time the string pulled it brutally upward.


The following evening, we met outside an entrance on Vesterbrogade, and together we ascended the stairs to visit the special lady. 


I had no idea what was about to happen and was completely unprepared for what I saw when the door opened. In the opening stood a large, smart middle-aged woman, Bonnie, in a risqué, immodest outfit and with backcombed, fair hair and heavy makeup.


Her voice was deep and sensual, and she bid us enter into a large, beautiful flat, which was dimly lit.


“Now, little Lennart, are you ready?” she smiled and looked at me. “Sweet little friend you’ve got there,” she continued. “Have you gotten her ready for this?”


Lennart shook his head and said that I would find out for myself.


After a drink, we entered her bedroom, a proper boudoir with a vanity that had three angled mirrors and a wealth of jars of makeups and wigs on glass heads. On the wall hung refined gowns in silk and sequins, corsets and underwear. On the floor, there were high-heeled shoes.


“Sit down, and observe the process.”


Bonnie pointed to a chair on the side of the vanity for me, and Lennart sat on the chair directly in front of the mirror.


Bonnie stood behind him and started messing with his hair.


“I imagined you as a blonde tonight,” she said. “A very naughty and seductive one. Afterwards, you can show me how good you are as a woman. I’m sure Nanna wants to know as well.”


My hunch about Lennart’s feminine sides were confirmed. He was to be transformed into a woman. He was a transvestite, and he was going to service both Bonnie and I, when his transformation was complete. It turned me on to think about him and the large, voluptuous woman. Would he lick her like he licked me, and what did her sex look like?


I was quite open-minded, so the thought of a threesome didn’t scare me, except for the fact that I’d never been with a woman before. But sometime has to be the first.


Bonnie now asked Lennart to take his clothes off, and she gave him a purple silk kimono. He had a massive erection when he sat in the chair again. His dick pointed straight up.


“I can’t be bothered to watch that.” 


Bonnie gave the dick a proper slap. 


“A woman doesn’t demonstrate her lust like that.”


Lennart surrended to the harsh treatment and his dick withered in fright.


He was now wearing fantastic, dramatic makeup on, which changed his face completely. The soft traits and beautiful eyes were a good foundation, and he now looked like a woman; when the very long, blonde wig was in place, the blonde was a reality.


He revelled in looking at his own reflection. Next, he was put in a corset with padded cups and tight stockings, to match his stiff dick. He couldn’t hide his excitement, but Bonnie knew how to handle it. She tied his cock and balls together firmly with leather strings and made him pull on a pair of small panties. Shoes and a revealing red sequin dress turned him into a proper star.


The three of us women went into the sitting room next, where Bonnie served us salmon and white wine. She was a proper madame, and she was totally crazy about me.


Perhaps I should describe myself: I’m 23 and I’m mixed race. I have small, perky breasts, a beautiful bum and large, frizzy hair.


Afterwards, we absolutely had to dance, and I danced with Lennart. It was strange, because he was gorgeous as a woman, and when he started kissing me I felt totally perverse.


“Let me watch the two of you play,” Bonnie said, and freed Lennart’s dick from the panties and strings. It popped out of the thigh-length dress, stiff and red and found its way between my thighs. As I wasn’t wearing any underwear, Bonnie gave the dick a couple of seasoned tugs and guided it between my thighs. She sighed when she saw my light pink gash and the dark brown sex.


“No,” she said. “Lick her first. I want to watch.”


It was as if both Lennart and I were marionettes in her hands. I leaned back on the soft sofa and let Lennart lick me between my spread legs. His tongue danced seasonedly, and Bonnie sighed and moaned like a locomotive at the sight of this. She spoke to stoke the fire, and I sensed that she was massaging Lennart’s dick and butt. She was on her knees behind him, and he moaned into my swollen sex between licks.


She seemed to be using a dildo on him, because he twisted and turned before the sound of him roar filled the room as he came.


But now I, too, had a fantastic orgasm and forgot everything around me. Moments later, he crawled on top of me and stuck his large, stiff dick inside me. He was built in such a way that he didn’t lose his erection straight after his release: he was good to keep going.


Horny, Bonnie let her hands slide over our bodies, constantly. She rubbed a finger on my clit, and we both came quickly. When I opened my eyes, I was looking straight into Lennart’s female face. The long, light hair was in tufts, and his eye makeup had smudged. The red lipstick was sucked off, and he fell into an exhausted heap on the floor.


Soon after, we heard loud, manly snoring. Lennart was asleep.


Bonnie grabbed me and pulled me into the bedroom and pushed me down onto the bed. She spread my legs and started licking sperm and juices off my sex.


And she was good at it. I dove into one sweet orgasm after the other. She praised my light red sex and the sweet taste. She turned me over, so that my stomach was resting on the edge of the bed, my knees on the floor.


She carried on licking me, including my asshole, and suddenly I felt something hard push against my sex.


A dildo? No, a dick made its way into me, warm and pulsating.


It suddenly occured to me that Bonnie might be a man. I’d been so naive.


But the fucking was so good there was no stopping before we both came.


When I came to my senses again, Lennart stood next to me, freshly shaven and with no trace of makeup. He was talking to Bonnie, who looked overwhelmingly female.


I sorted out my clothes and bid a quick adieu to Bonnie. Bonnie shook my hand firmly and looked me straight in the eye.


“Us women have to stick together,” he said with a smile.
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