
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Making Ally Collection: The Complete
Feminization of Al Trilogy

by Amanda Mann

 


Copyright 2016 2017
Amanda Mann

 


Published by Deadlier Than the
Male Publications

 


All characters in these stories are 18 and
over.

 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Table of Contents

Excerpt

Making Ally: The Feminization of Al, Book
1

 


Making Ally: The Feminization of Al, Book
2

 


Making Ally: The Feminization of Al, Book
3

 


Bonus Material: Duet Sweetly – Feminized
by a Futa

Other Books by Amanda
Mann

About Amanda Mann

Connect with Amanda
Mann



Excerpt

 


I was surprised when she pulled out of
me and reached into the nightstand. She pulled out a strange
object. "It looks like a dildo with a joystick attached," I said.
She laughed.

 


"I guess, in a way, it is a joystick,"
she replied. She stuck the dildo deep inside her dripping void,
thrusting it in and out. It was incredibly erotic to watch, even if
I wasn't involved. I was a little jealous. Then she took it out and
stuffed the part I thought was a joystick into her. I was
fascinated. The dildo stuck out in front of her like... Like
a...

 


Like a cock!
"Baby...?" I asked, confused.

 


Tricia smiled, rubbing my leg higher
and higher. "You know you want this," she cooed. "You know I'm
right." I guess my panic was the last bit of my so-called
masculinity fighting back, it's last stand, if you will. It was a
case of too little, too late, though, I'm afraid. I had gone too
far down this new and exciting road to turn back, now. Slowly, I
rolled back onto my tummy and offered her what I know knew, in my
heart of hearts, was my pussy. "That's a good girl," she
said.

 


I felt her on my back, parting my
cheeks and exposing my near-virgin hole. I felt the cream-slicked
silicone head press against my hungry cunny. She pushed, it
resisted...
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I was never comfortable with the image
society pushed of a man. The toughness, the aggression. The "might
is right" mentality. I was never any of those things but I was
definitely a man. And Tricia, my girlfriend was cool with gentle
way. Like so many other women, she had had her fill with
cat-callers and abusive types. I was a nice change from all that,
she had said. I remember, not so long ago, maybe a year back, when
she started urging me to rebel against the whole patriarch
construct. It was on a day that I was about to call my barber and
make an appointment to get my monthly haircut.

 


"Why do you do that?" she asked. "Why
do you cut your hair so often?" It was a fair question with a very
simple answer: My father had always told me to. He said that long
hair was for hippies and faggots. I told her a shorter version of
the answer, of course, leaving out the bad words. "Well, I think
you would look great with longer hair. Maybe you should wait a few
weeks and see how it looks. You might just surprise yourself." I
didn't have to think about it too hard, after all, she loved me and
I loved her. She's so smart. I agreed and, of course, she loved it,
frequently running her fingers through it. I thought it looked
shaggy and unkempt. "It just needs to grow out a little more, then
I can start shaping it for you." I have to admit, I liked her
playing with my hair, like that. We never really had that much sex
because of her past troubles and because she was very busy so the
extra attention was nice.

 


"I don't think I like it," I said,
looking at myself in the mirror after the first time she gave me a
trim. There was something not quite right about it. I had wanted to
go to my barber. Not a stylist, I didn't go to a salon, I went to a
real old-school barber shop, Playboy magazines, testosterone, and
broad discussions on a variety of topics including the news,
sports, politics, and babes. But she insisted that she could do it
even better than they could so I let her and this was where it got
us.

 


"Hmm, you may be right," she replied.
She took some time and looked me over. "You know what it is, it's
your mustache." I was shocked. Granted, they hadn't been in fashion
for forever but I wasn't conventional like that, anyway. And sure,
it wasn't much of a 'stache. Ten years earlier, I had tired of
being mistaken for a woman, I grew it to make myself look more
manly.

 


"I thought you liked it," I said,
defensively. I had shaved it once, after about two years. By then,
I was so used to it that I thought I looked very weird without
it.

 


"Honestly, no," she said, making a
face. "I just didn't want to hurt your feelings." Well, that was a
bit of a blow. I guess it must have shown. She put her hand on my
shoulder. "I love you, baby," she said. "And I just wanted you to
be happy." That made me smile. "It's just that now, with your
longer, more modern hairstyle, maybe it's time to let it go." I
thought about it for a moment, then nodded. Still, I stood in front
of the mirror, looking it over for a long while, trying to get the
courage to shave it off. It had been a part of me for so long, you
know. In the end, it only took as long as it did to actually cut
and shave it because I just wasn't used to navigating my upper lip
with a razor, anymore.

 


Tricia came up behind me when I was
done shaving, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her warm
body against mine. "Looking good, baby," she said.

 


"I think it looks weird," I said. I
also thought it looked less manly but I didn't say that part. I was
enjoying the closeness we were sharing.

 


"Of course, it does," she replied. I
was glad she didn't tell me I was mistaken like other, past
girlfriends might have. "It's just that you've had it for so long,
it's going to take some time to get used to the new look. That's
all old-school thinking, anyway. Caveman stuff. Real men aren't all
hairy anymore. Have you looked at a magazine, lately? Facial hair
and body hair are gross."

 


"Maybe," I said, "but I hope you don't
expect me to shave anything else. My face is one thing." I went on
to tell her I had no plans to shave my pits, the bit on my chest,
or my pubes. Not even my arms or legs, even though they were really
just glorified peach fuzz, anyway.

 


"Look, baby," she replied,
nuzzling my neck. Again, the intimacy felt so good. A guy could get
used to this sort of thing. "I don't want you to do anything you
don't want to do." I nodded. She gave me a squeeze that had things
stirring down there. "Come," she said, letting go and walking away.
I gave myself one last look in the mirror. I looked crazy
smooth. I guess it's not so bad,
though, I thought.

 


She snuggled up with me on the sofa,
showing me a very sexy magazine. Page after page of good-looking
men and women, in a variety of erotic poses. No hardcore sex, this
was art. Though I have to say, I was jealous of the erections many
of the men were sporting. And I wished my buns were as tight and
muscular as theirs. Tricia was certainly getting excited. "See?"
she said. "And not a stitch of body hair anywhere." I still wasn't
sure. "I can run us a nice bath and we'll do it together," she
said.

 


How could I refuse?

 


An hour or so later, we got out of the
bath, together. I ogled her curves as I helped dry her, then she
helped dry me. My body tingled all over after, we had even shaved
my arms and legs. "See? Smooth. Now, don't you feel
good?"

 


I don't know how to describe it except
to say, I felt sleek. "It does feel refreshing," I had to admit. I
really liked the way she was rubbing my now hairless body. Mr.
Happy, already aching from our bath, was waking up. I pointed it
out to her. "Would you like to...?" I would never, ever pressure
her, not in a million years.

 


She hesitated. "You know,
I really want to," she said. I knew there was a "but" coming. "But
my body is still sore." There it
is... "My trainer really gave it to me
last night."

 


I was used to it by now. I chuckled,
shaking my head. "You and your gym," I said, smiling. But I think
she could read that I was disappointed. I was about to offer to go
down on her, to help her relax and loosen her tight muscles. She
always liked it when I did that and about half the time it would
even lead to sex.

 


"I'll tell you what," she said. "I
have a naughty idea." She wouldn't tell me what it was. "Get into
bed and close your eyes. I want it to be a surprise." I did what
she told me to do. I heard her come in a moment later and felt her
slip under the covers with me. Then I felt something cool and soft
on Mr. Happy. "You can open your eyes now." I pulled the covers
away. She was stroking me with her panties! "My dirty ones," she
cooed, decadently. "The ones I just took off." She leaned over and
licked my firm head. "How does it feel?" she asked.

 


There was no way I could lie. I was
hard as a rock and moaning like a son of a gun. "Good," I gasped.
"Real good." She licked me a couple more times, but that was it.
Inside of a minute and a half, I was huffing and puffing. She
completely covered my hardness with her panties and a moment later
I was blowing my load into them. I writhed and moaned and she kept
jerking me until I couldn't take it anymore and pushed her hand
away. She knelt on the bed and showed me how badly I soiled them.
There was so much cum!

 


"You know what would be really hot?"
she asked. I had to wonder. I was done in for the moment but still
horny. One session every few weeks was hardly enough but in my
heart of hearts, I could never pressure her. Of course, if there
was a way to keep this going until she gave in... She had a sly
grin. Whatever it was, I thought, it was going to be naughty. She
bit her lower lip and looked me square in the eyes. "I think it
would be sexy as hell if you licked them clean."

 


That... wasn't what I was expecting.
"What?" I insisted, clearly surprised.

 


She got real close to me. So close
that I could smell her freshly clean skin. It was intoxicating. So
were her naked breasts, so close to me. I wished I was the type to
just take, sometimes. I wanted so bad to just reach out and play
with them, put them into my mouth and suck her hard nipples. Throw
her down and fuck her, filling her sweet, juicy cunt with my seed.
The same stuff that was globbed on the panties she was holding.
"Just think about it," she replied. "I know how much you like
eating my pussy and drinking my juices. This is just like that,
only naughtier." I hemmed and hawed. I had, like every other guy,
eaten my own. More than once. Even recently, though it was just a
couple of licks to clean my fingers. But to admit to that and do
this, right in front of her? Boy, that was asking a whole lot. "If
you do," she said, "we can do something else, really naughty
together. I promise."

 


I have to say, that sold me. She
watched as I slowly brought the messy panties to my lips.
Hesitantly, I stuck my tongue out... I couldn't do it. Twice more,
I tried. Finally, I dipped my tongue into it. I feigned that my
salty slime was disgusting but then I gave in and lapped it all up.
"Get them all nice and clean," she said, encouragingly. "I want to
see them all clean." I don't know why but that made it even more
exciting. When I was done, I showed them to her. "That's good,
baby," she cooed. Then she reached over and cleaned my lips, cheek,
and chin, scooping up some errant cream with her thumb and feeding
it to me. She stuffed the digit into my mouth and I sucked it. She
gently fucked my mouth while I got hard again. It was hotter than
I'd like to admit. Finally, she pulled her hand away. I was stiff
as a board.
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