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Making Over the Hairy Beast


Synopsis: Making Over the Hairy Beast,
is the wry story of a woman who likes a young werewolf, but only
when he has transformed. She decides to freshen him up one night
after he’s changed into a smelly & overgrown beast & after
getting into the shower with him so it’s easier to lather him up,
things take on a sexy turn. Afterwards, she decides on a career
change.

 


 


“It’s not safe for you Tony!
You could other people, or even yourself… I haven’t been on your
side this far so I could just let you go out on a full moon again,”
Fiona said, looking down at Anthony, sitting in the vintage-style
barber chair.

“Come on Fiona, I’m itching
for a run,” said Tony, a puzzled and sad look on his
face.

“Nope, you are staying here
tonight,” answered Fiona as she went and locked the salon
door.

“You know it is a lot more
dangerous for me in here with all these death tools and weapons
around,” continued Tony, as he grinned at her.

Fiona was keeping Anthony in her aunt’s
salon: Betty’s Beauty Palace, while her aunt was in Jamaica with
her new boyfriend and Tony was right, this place was a hotbed of
danger – chemicals that burn and sting, nylon barber capes that
could suffocate, open electrical sockets, not to mention the
scissors, blades and variety of razors lying all over the
place.

Anthony was right about something else
as well, the fact that he needed a run – the full moon was not only
the reason for his transformation, but it was also a source of
power for him, giving him energy and vitality and the ability to
turn back to the person he is supposed to be in the
morning.

Being locked up in a salon, with
weapons and glass doors was not the best idea, but Fiona had locked
him up in a variety of places over the past few months and she had
learned to tame him, slowly and painstakingly, but surely enough,
she had brought him to a stage where she could let him walk around
the place unchained and he would not pose any harm to
her.

She had also been secluded with the
wolf form of him for so long, that she had developed a close
connection with werewolf Tony, a lot more so than regular
Tony.

“You’ll be okay Anthony.
You’ve made it three months without hurting anyone.” She turned the
barber chair to face the mirror as she stood behind him, put her
hands through his hair, and ruffled it as they both looked at one
another through the mirror.

Fiona did not work at her aunt’s salon,
although it rarely crossed her mind, even though she did some
haircutting work on her little brother and some dogs, plus, she was
still young. At twenty-three years old, having the ability to tame
and train a fully-fledged angry werewolf was impressive, but she
had been walking dogs since she was sixteen and had developed a
habit with showing them who’s boss and bringing them to a position
of prevailing submission.

She had also worked at a dog grooming
business for a few months, so she had a little bit of skill with
scissors and washing canines, which gave her an idea as she kept
rubbing her hands through Tony’s hair.

“I think I’ll give you a
makeover tonight!” Fiona said, smiling, looking at him in the
mirror.

“Oh, come on Fiona, please
don’t… I’m already feeling pretty down,” replied Anthony, looking
at Fiona with shame and disgust at the idea.

“Oh, come on, you know how
boring it gets spending an entirety of a night with a werewolf who
can’t speak or do anything fun?” Fiona said, pouting her lips and
ironically giving him the puppy-dog eyes look.

Tony rolled his eyes in a way to
signify a begrudging agreement – his submission in his real body
was probably one of the main reasons he was so easy to tame as a
wolf and Fiona smiled and jumped up and down, excited about being
able to have a dummy for practicing her skills. Her breasts bounced
a bit, up and down as she jumped. Fiona was a beautiful woman;
perky C-cups and smooth long legs.

Blue eyes and long brown hair, long
lashes accentuating the blueness of her eyes, a small nose and
dimples so prevalent they could hold shots of tequila.

Anthony was a fairly handsome guy as
well, not great looking, but there was no real attraction between
them – if anything, Tony loved her because she was so caring and
helped him in his darkest hours and as for her, she had spent more
time with werewolf Tony than with regular Tony, so if there was any
attraction, it would be for the beast inside him.

“I think it is happening,”
Tony started to shrug in the seat, twitching to his right side and
moving around, feeling his body tightening up and flinching as he
felt the insides of his skin start to itch and hurt.

His turning was very painful, and it
wasn’t quick and this was the reason Fiona was so hell-bent on
helping him, since she knew how painful it was, as he would often
scream and groan loudly feeling his skin start to spread his pores
open and push out long and thick strands of hair, his face starting
to change and push his chin and pull his lips to create a slightly
protruding half-muzzle and half-human face, with long sharp teeth
growing in front of his own teeth. His eyebrows were growing and
his eyes starting to retract behind the growing fur, his nails
growing slightly into claws, and his entire body maximizing and
thickening, becoming stronger and more bulging.

Fiona stood there, cringed eyebrows and
a concerned look, biting her lip, holding a pair of scissors in her
hands, for protection, on the off chance he forgot who she was and
jumped her, yet she continued to watch him – this wasn’t the first
time she had seen him turning, so it had become quite mundane,
except this time she was thinking about beautifying him and she
smiled a bit seeing how much she had to work with as the hair grew
faster and thicker.

“Oh God!” Tony yelled and
then Fiona returned to her look of concern, remembering that this
was, in reality, a very painful process.

It all started a little under six
months before, when Fiona was outside her university library late
at night, reading under the lamp post posted right outside the
library. She always hid a pack of cigarettes and her book in the
janitor’s closet right next to the library, so she could come late
at night and take solace in her favorite area.

She liked to go out there and smoke
while she read, since it was quiet and the university had a
beautiful campus. She heard a roar and some people screaming and
instead of running off like most people would, she stood up,
dropped her textbook and ran towards the screams and commotion. She
heard some more roars and yelps and saw a wolf attacking a couple –
the man was standing tall, defending his girl from the wolf, but
was still having a hard time keeping him away.

He’d already bitten the man’s arm and
he was bleeding through his shirt.

Fiona jumped forward and realized she
still had a lit cigarette in her hand and she doused it on the
beast’s back and he shrieked in horror, hopping up and looking back
at her.

“Stop it! Now!” Fiona yelled
out at the wolf, making herself seem tall and scary, trying to
produce as much alpha dominating power as her body was able to
make, but it was difficult, because as the creature turned around,
it was obvious that it was not just a normal wolf.

Fiona’s eyes almost popped out of her
head as she stared down at the creature but stood her ground and
after about a minute of a strong staring contest, he relented and
started to run, but Fiona ran after him.

“Wait, come back here!”
Fiona was starting to gain some real guts here, as the animal ran
back towards to library where she was sitting and then ran right
into the janitor’s closet which Fiona had left open.

Quickly, Fiona ran and slammed the door
behind the animal and kept him in there, still trying to fathom
what kind of beast it was. She shook her head in disbelief and
locked the door, and decided to keep an eye out on it until
morning, which was only two hours from then, so she can call animal
control or the government or something, or at least prevent the
janitor from opening the door to see the monstrosity.

“Fiona, could you wake up
and move a bit, I need to get my cart,” the janitor said as he
reached out and put his hand on the door handle and twisted it just
as Fiona was starting to wake up.

“Oh… Mr. Langston,
sure…sorry, I must have fallen asleep.” She got up and started
looking for her text book, since it was not uncommon for her to
fall asleep next to the library and for Mr. Langston to come and
wake her up before her first class, but then she remembered why she
had slept there that night, but it was too late.

“No Mr. Langston wait!”
Fiona yelled aloud almost tripping over herself to stop as the
janitor opened the door and a groan came out from
inside.

“What the hell… what...
where am I?” a voice from inside the closet came. Fiona just stood
there in disbelief at what had happened, looking down at this poor
college freshman student lying there in the closet, with torn
clothes, blood on his hands and clutching his head in
pain.

It took some inventive lying to get out
of that one, but Fiona had felt bad, so she had told the janitor
that he was drunk and he had thrown up blood, so she should take
him to the hospital quick, which was a lie, since she took him to
her apartment right outside the university, had him wash up and
then they sat and talked about what had happened.

Tony was always grateful for that
night, because even though he had known what he was capable of, he
just didn’t care and he just let these things happen because he
believed they were out of his control.

“Okay boy, just sit right
there… I’ll bring you a live rabbit if you just sit there and let
Ms. Fiona trim your long frizzy hair,” said Fiona in a soft voice
so as not to creep the now transformed Tony out, as they both
looked in the mirror at one another – Anthony had grown accustomed
to this treatment from Fiona and just let her do what she had in
mind.

She started to cut, snipping away at
the hairs on his head, which had grown up to a foot long, and hung
low over his eyes. She was gaining a technique as she did this,
smiling, and watching the wolf man sit in the seat and stir,
growling under his breath and showing signs of his repressed anger
and its need to manifest, yet he kept it under control because he
knew that Fiona would not tolerate such behavior, especially not
with scissors in her hands.

After about twenty minutes of snipping,
she thought about using the shaver, but because of the loud sound
it made, she was afraid it would frighten him so she didn’t use it,
instead brought the razor and started to shave him softly, removing
his beard, wondering if it would make a long term difference when
she removed the hair all over his face, basically turning him
partly into a human again, except for the slightly wolf-like muzzle
and the long sharp teeth, but she did not let it change her
demeanor.

She had him stand up on his legs, which
he often did, even though as a wolf he preferred to run on all
fours, although she took the scissors back and started to cut the
hair from his legs and looked up to see his shorts and boxers
ripped with hair poking out of the tears, so she reached and pulled
it down, which was instinctual because she was treating him like an
animal, however what she didn’t expect was to be almost smacked in
the face with a werewolf penis.

Her eyes widened as she could not
believe what she was looking at – it wasn’t that it was huge or
weird looking and in reality, it looked like a man’s penis and it
hung there, protruding from a large tuft of long prickly hairs,
which she thought she should cut.

She didn’t shave the wolf, but instead
trimmed all his hair – it was more of an attempt to enhance her
skills instead of actually shaving a werewolf. After she was done
cutting pretty much most of the hair on his body, she went to the
cage where she sometimes kept wild squirrels and rabbits and took a
small hare by its neck and motioned for Tony to come and get it.
She went to the back, where there was a small tub with a shower for
when her aunt Betty had to sleep in the shop for whatever reason
and she put the animal in the tub.

Tony ran in and immediately devoured
it. She often fed him outside, behind a tree and late at night, but
the reason she did it in the tub was because she felt that she
should shower and shampoo him since he smelled a little
ripe.

She looked away for a little while
because she didn’t like to watch when he ate. She waited a little
bit as she gathered some shampoos and conditioners, a brush and a
number of other beauty products and headed into the shower where
the werewolf Tony was licking up the final pieces from between his
fingers. She looked down at him, grimacing, and talked to him, even
though he didn’t speak, she believed that he could understand
her.

“Now, don’t freak out, okay
Tony? I’m going to turn on the water,” she said and she reached out
and flipped the handle, letting streams of water flow from the
showerhead, covering the wolf who was in the tub and washing away
all residue of
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