



Shane’s Forced Party – By Soline.
Soline tapped her foot impatiently, waiting for the door to open. She was at Shane’s house again, and boy was she pissed. She had found out today it was her fuzzy little boyfriend’s birthday, and not from him. No, she’d found out through another friend who’d only discovered it yesterday!
“Hold on, I’m ‘ACK!’ coming!” A few loud, catastrophic crashes and bangs later, and Shane, balancing on one leg and clutching a stubbed toe, pulled the door open, his usually bright demeanour faltering slightly at her expression. It vanished completely when her long, slender fingers wrapped around his throat and dragged him up into the air, hefting the poor wolf three feet straight up with one hand alone and squeezing juuust a little too tightly.

Soline’s lips spread into an angry grin “So…a little birdy told me it was your birthday….and guess what, it wasn’t you, and it wasn’t long ago enough for me to prepare!” Shane almost immediately started gabbling excuses, and before long the scowl slipped from Soline’s face as she watched the adorable wolf stammer and kick the air, turning a little blue in her grip. A bright smile flooded her face again, and she pulled him close, turning the choke into a bone-cracking (literally, she felt a rib crack) hug while she simultaneously pressed a deep, passionate kiss to his lips, purring delightedly against him. After a good three minutes, by which point Shane was properly purple from lack of oxygen…not to mention the deep red in his cheeks and the small gusts of wind being given off by his wagging tail, the nine foot feline allowed Shane space to pull his head back and gasp. “Happy birthday, pretty boy.”
Once a little colour returned to the brown wolf’s face she let him go with an obvious hint of disappointment, sighing as his dropped from her chest and only barely avoided collapsing onto his ass on the floor and managed to stammer out the first thing he’d said so far,“Uh…h-hi Soline.”
“well, aintcha gonna invite me in sweetie?” She smiled and curled her tail around to firmly push him backwards, stepping in after him and shutting the door behind herself. Getting the idea, Shane smiled broadly and led the way down the brief hallway into the vast expanse of his home’s living room. It was a mess, a form of chaotic order Soline recognised all too well from her teen years, the kind of total mess no one else could find something in but the owner could effortlessly walk in, pick up half a suit of armour, kick aside a broken table and lift the cloth off the box to scoop up a pair of keys, much as Shane did just now. He fumbled and unhooked a single, solid gold key from the jumble, ranging from all styles and from all materials; Soline was fairly sure she saw a key made of compressed dirt on the ring before it was placed down on the arm of the mostly clear sofa.
In an almost ritualistic tradition, Shane handed Soline her key “Here you go sweetheart, same room as always, it’s still got your…um, stuff, in it.” He glanced across the room “Oh, hi June” On the far end of the sofa June was sprawled out, slouching lazily into the cushions and watching the TV. Her belly was rather swollen.
She glanced over, flicking hair from her eyes, and rolled her eyes at the sight of Soline “Ugh, figures. I’ll be making a sandwich.” She stood up, taking the remote with her.

“Ahh, I see why Sol hasn’t been home in a while,” Soline noted, lifting an eyebrow at the small, slender hands sticking out of June’s ass and desperately clinging onto her buttocks hard enough to smoosh into the soft flesh. The soft brown fur clearly matted with sweat and grime even from this distance, coupled with the dent and stains left in the cushions by June, suggested he’d been fighting not to disappear completely into her rectum for at least several hours. As June’s steps threatened to dislodge him, sending him sinking in completely, his tiny claws dug in desperately and he crawled his fingers across her buttocks, trying to get a better hold, but obviously tiring. Rolling her eyes, Soline picked her way across the mess in the living room and (the whole house wasn’t in the same state, but with so many people using the communal rooms on a daily basis, it was impossible to keep tidy), once in a clearer space, the pantheress turned to face Shane. With his head down, still picking his way around what looked suspiciously like his x-box, in pieces, he didn’t see her stop, and walked straight into her. 

With a yelp of surprise he lurched backwards, stepped on a broken shard of black plastic and stumbled sideways. Before the clumsy canine could crash to the floor through a cardboard box of dirty underwear Soline’s hands were around his chest as she hefted him easily up into the air, pulled him into a brief hug, and set him down on a safe patch of ground. His eyes watered “Oww,” came the soft whimper “That was worse than stepping on lego.” Laughing with amusement “I’m glad you find it funny Soline” the panther lead him through a safe path to the widest clear patch of the room and, after making sure there was nothing for him to step on, turned to face him; her tail twitching excitedly.
“Even despite your deliberate desire to be miserable on your birthday,” She paused, feeling a notably disturbance in the air, one of those things like burning ears when people speak about you, nothing solid just…a feeling “Anyway, despite that, I still managed to get you a small gift.”

Shane looked around her, the panther was as nude as ever, and there was nothing in the hands innocently clasped behind her back; eventually his eyes wandered towards her navel, the smooth fur just above her crossed legs “It isn’t, um, inside, er, you again is it sweetheart?” he blushed deeply and glanced away.

“Hehehe guess again sweetie, I was going to do that, but then I thought, I might was well just make sure I can get your surprise underway as well. Plus it means I can show off my new spell!” she winked at him and raised a hand, focusing for a moment. As Shane watched, the aqua blue eyes began to glow just a tiny bit, before with the sound of suddenly displaced air a small box was in her hand. No flash or show, it simply wasn’t, and then it was! She passed the box to him and watched his growing confusion as he opened it and pulled out a small glass vial full of what appeared to be liquid gold.
“Wha-“

“It’s for later hun’, you’ll find out soon enough. Happy birthday gorgeous!”

That deep, ‘disturbance’ in the air came again, stronger than before, and Starry’s voice echoed through their heads (IT’S YOUR BIRTHDAY SHANE?!?!?)
Soline smirked knowingly, it seemed she had been expecting this “So, I guess I’m not the only one you didn’t tell? Well now, this should be interesting” a collective ‘response’ seemed to go up around the house, the sound of so many noises sent the fur tingling up Soline’s spine.

“Look, I didn’t want to make a big deal, it’s just my –,” mid-sentence, everyone appeared in the living room. Chepa, Cherri, Danielle, Starry, Zerma, Melody, Sabrina and everyone who lived in the house, all of his children, friends and adopted relatives; easily three dozen people stood in a crowded semi-circle around Soline and Shane. June had appeared with a sandwich halfway to her mouth but everyone else was standing, it seemed the collective noise earlier had been them putting down whatever they were doing moments before being teleported by the powerful gardevoir, who happened to look quite angry, much as Soline did when he opened the enormous door for her

“Your what Shane. Why doing you tell us what today is…” She hissed. Biting her tongue to avoid laughing at how true her expectations were coming, Soline stepped forwards, gently took the fragile glass vial from Shane’s hands and took a large step backwards, out of the way.

The wolf’s tail drooped, tucked between his legs as he looked down and murmured “Birthday, it’s my birthday today” He looked up sheepishly, just in time to see the looks of surprise and anger dissolve into celebration. June stuffed the entire sandwich into her mouth and, with cheeks bulging, dived forwards; swiftly followed by everyone else. Far too late Shane realised why Soline had stepped back and managed to get out a strangled yelp of surprise before several dozen tonnes of mostly girl slammed into and on top of him, the heavier and more durable girls getting in first, with the children piling in on top of the former, like Cherri, and wriggling into the available spaces to get closer to the snuggle-bombed wolf.

Half an hour later, the pile shifted slightly as Starry, slick with sweat, teleported to stand outside the pile, the sweat steaming off her enormous breasts as she panted, breathing the colder air. She clapped her hands to get people’s attention and called, “Right, everyone off, it’s getting just a little too hot in there now!” Slowly the pile untangled itself into a multitude of sweaty, sticky, grinning faces. Finally, June peeled herself off the floor and allowed Soline to stand up, climbing off the slightly squished wolf. Despite clearly stepping out of the way, Starry thought the Panther should be in on the hug as well and quickly teleported her on top of Shane, so that June slammed into the feline, closely followed by everyone else in the house; fortunately the vial had been safe in its box. Smoothing down a few cowlicks across her fur, and glowering a little at the nearby Miltank, Soline helped Shane up and addressed Starry “Could you teleport Grey here please? I’m sure Jeremy and 9 and everyone else will have their own way to celebrate, but I have a suspicion Grey will enjoy what I’ve got planned.” The busty gardevoir lifted an eyebrow but shrugged, jiggling her mountainous breasts, and snapped her fingers, just for a little show.
Grey appeared in a semi-sitting position, and promptly fell to his ass with a yelp of surprise. Rubbing his rear, the wolf stood up and embraced Shane. “Happy birthday Shane, sorry your present isn’t ready just yet…actually, I was working on it right now” the wolf was covered in ink, like the normal strange blobs you get on your hands when writing for a long time, but all over his body, and in a plethora of colours.

“YOU’RE sorry? We only just found out!” June snapped, the compact bulge in her belly squirming weakly, in agreement or discomfort though wasn’t clear

Others piped up “Yeah, it’s 5pm!”

“We don’t even have a meal for him!”

“Or presents, presents are important!” That was three of the children simultaneously
Shane’s tail tried a few happy wags, “I’m just happy you’re here, you don’t need to get me anything.” But he was starting to feel guilty, these people clearly wanted to celebrate his birthday, and he more or less hadn’t let them.

After checking the golden vial was safe, and handing it back to Shane when she was positive no one was about to dive him again, Soline smiled softly. “Don’t worry, I do in fact have a solution, it’s something I’ve been experimenting on for quite a bit… it should work, and it oughtta let us give him the best birthday ever! And since our wolf is a masochist, we can get a little revenge for not telling us about today, and he’ll love it” she flashed a sly wink at the blushing wolf.

“With only seven hours left till midnight? And less than that till most shops are closed?” June was dubious. “Not to mention we’re miles away from anywhere here.”

Ignoring the fish girl, Soline closed her eyes and concentrated. A few moments later a loud crack of displaced air caught everyone by surprise, and suddenly the feline was wearing her pointed hat and thigh-length black dress, as well as holding a long, slender wooden staff, each end naturally twisting to form semi-circles, with several offshoots doing the same inside. Eyes still closed, she lifted the enormous staff, as tall as herself; a few moments later the blue glow of her eyes started to become visible through her eyelids. Five minutes later and the glow was so bright even through her eyelids it looked like two bright blue lights. Just when the palms of her hands, soles of her feet, nails and hair were taking on a bluish tint the colour vanished completely with a piercing, yet unimpressive *Bloop*
“What happened?” Shane looked around in mild confusion as Soline dropped silently to the floor, she had been floating several inches off the ground.

Soline cast about the room for a moment, and pointed with her staff at a large grandfather clock, as one everyone turned to look. It wasn’t ticking, “I stopped time, now we have as much of it as we like to, mmm, enjoy your birthday”

“Well how does that help?” June snapped, having watched sci-fi movies with similar themes before “Now the rest of the world is frozen, we can’t go shopping, we can’t cook food, we can’t do anything”

“It’s magic June, of course you can still cook. And when you go shopping just leave some money on the counter….or don’t. Now then, I have a suggestion, since we all want to give Shane his gift” Almost every single person present flashed Shane a hungry grin “Why not a game to decide who gets him first?” putting her staff down (small crackles of lightning arced into the floor where it touched down) against a table she picked up an empty bottle and smirked, “Spin the bottle, perhaps? Whoever it lands on gets Shane, no time limit” she glanced at the clock with a smile “To do whatever you like with him, and when you’re done? We spin again”
Ten minutes later everyone was sat in an enormous circle, barring Shane, whose tail was firmly in Soline’s grip, preventing him slipping away. Starry gave the bottle a whack with a telekinetic hand, sending it spinning around and around, finally coming to rest with the neck pointing directly at Soline. With a broad grin she lept to her feet and promptly dragged Shane from the room, calling over her shoulder “Do whatever guys, we’ll be awhile.” She dragged Shane down the winding corridors and into her personal room, locking the door behind them with a loud click and, as she usually did, placing the key atop the ten foot high door. Delighted, she pounced on the wolf, pushing him onto the bed and kneeling atop him, her lips effortlessly pushing into his in a passionate kiss, forcing herself upon him with an eager, hungry need that his wagging tail suggested might have been mutual. When they finally broke, both gasping softly for air, Soline rolled onto her bed properly and pulled him up against her, squashing his stomach against her large breasts and grinning down at him from beneath the wide brim of her witch’s hat. With one arm pinning him to her body, the other hand dangled a small, glass vial, the thick golden syrupy mixture inside swirling and glinting in the light “Time for you to try your present sweetie.”
There wasn’t much of an option. Still, Shane paradoxically trusted the predatory big cat with his life, and accepted the open vial as she popped the cork out and tilted it to his lips, her lips spreading into a wide, toothy grin as he drained the liquid in a few, large gulps.

He choked slightly on the viscous substance, and pulled a face, “Well….that was…umm, solid. What was it?”

“Oh, just a new formula I needed to beta-test, it’s sort of like a computer file-compression program? Chops out the extra bits and squishes down the rest…I think.”

Shane paused to think “So…it’s a…shrinking, potion…uh oh” his sentence tapered off as he felt fabric sliding against his fur, but Soline wasn’t moving, instead he was shrinking! Inching down smoothly and remarkably comfortably past five feet, then shorter than Sol, then even smaller; soon the kids running around outside would have been taller, and eventually he came to a halt at something like a third of a foot, maybe a little less. As Soline’s fingers pinched his scruff and moved him onto the bed, the panther rolling over onto her belly before dropping him to the covers he found a good scale. The potion had shrunk him to about the size of Soline’s index finger. “Soline…why am I now tiny?” he called out, shouting just in case.
“Aha, excellent!” The panther purred with delight, her rumble a little deeper than usual to him, but she made a point to speak softly “It didn’t make you all high pitched and squeaky. Though you are gonna have to shout, love.” She couldn’t wipe the smile from her face if she tried, it had worked perfectly, and the fact he couldn’t keep himself from glancing down, into the vast, deep depths of her cleavage squished on the bed was just so adorable. Leaning forwards she kissed him, her black lips pursing and pressing against his whole body, covering him in caramel scented saliva. When she pulled back he looked a little like he’d taken a bath, and his tiny erection showed off just how much he enjoyed it, even though all she would have needed to do was part her lips and he’d be gone completely, not even a bulge in her throat as she swallowed; and there was a fair chance Starry wouldn’t be able to detect such a tiny person inside the vastness of the panther. “I know you’ve been dreaming of something like Shane, so lets get started?” She leaned back up and sat back against her headboard, “The space between seconds, all the time in the world to enjoy ourselves…” looking down she saw Shane frozen, her saliva steaming off his bright red cheeks, and she realised with a giggle he could see right up her dress. Well that would come later, for now she lifted a foot and moved it carefully towards Shane, effortlessly knocking him down and pressing her toes over him, smothering him beneath the cool sweat on her sole and the light grime on her toes “Clean them…thoroughly” she smirked, feeling his tiny tongue almost immediately get to work, she couldn’t see him at all, and couldn’t tell if he was enjoying himself; despite her reservations that he was, she called down “Oh, and if you’re not enjoying this part? Consider it punishment for not telling me about your birthday, I’m sure everyone else will be thinking the same. I know you’ll enjoy the rest of our night together.
When her little wolf had finished, she clenched her toes, picking him up between big and second toe, and lifted him up, using her feline flexibility to drop him into her outstretched hand. Remarkably, he’d done such a good job even his own fur wasn’t dirty anymore, and she gave him a playful tongue bath, subtly pulling her dress neckline away from her cleavage. With his fur thoroughly soaked once again, she gave him a wink and tipped her hand, feeling him try to find purchase before slipping off completely, falling easily five or six times his height, and vanishing into her cleavage with a soft, wet whumph, leaving only a moist patch on her breasts hinting at where he’d gone.

Several hours later, relatively speaking, the potion finally began to wear off and Shane started to grow again, making Soline groan sharply with mounting pleasure at the time. The pair finally returned to the others in the living room, Soline with a happy, satisfied glow on her cheeks, and Shane with an equally happy, but somewhat exhausted, blush; not to mention smelling almost as strongly as Soline herself of caramel. The room was in a partially prepared state of pandemonium, Starry and a few others were busy tidying the living room to make more room for the rare occurance of everyone in it (they really hadn’t made much headway) from the crashes, bangs, small explosions and occasional howls of sharp pain everyone associated with dropping something painfully heavy on a big toe emanating from the kitchen it sounded like a lot of the house was busy preparing food. According to Starry, several people, Danielle and those with the worst senses of smells in particular, had gone to the shop for presents, food and suchlike, and in the middle of the room the remainder of the people were amusing themselves. When Soline and Shane entered the room, Starry stopped what she was doing and teleported everyone back to the living room. Danielle’s friends were holding several boxes of stuff and looking at the skuntank with unhappy expressions as the kicking feet of someone squelched lewdly up her rump “ahh, four…oh, z’it time to spin ‘gain?” She grinned and plodded over to take her seat in the circle
“Shane, go get a drink, you’ve got a five minute rest” Soline smirked, leaning against the wall to watch the bottle spin, not risking getting a second turn, so soon at least.

As the wolf made to walk into the kitchen, five children squealed in horror, leapt to their feet and charged the surprised wolf, their combined weight bringing him crashing to the ground “Sorry Dad, you can’t go in there just now” Sabrina chided, her and three others sitting firmly on his back, though he probably could have got up regardless, the point they made was clear ‘no moving’

“Yeah, what do you want, I’ll get it” Melody took his drink order and ran off to get it

“Kids, you might miss a chance to play with Shane if you don’t come sit down…” the panther warned “I don’t think he’s going anywhere, you can get off him?” Melody returned with a bottle of root beer and gave it to Shane before running to take her seat with the others, giggling. This time however the bottle pointed to June. When she got up, her pregnant belly gave a muffled cry of protest and jiggled ever so slightly with Sol’s squirms. “June, you gonna let Sol out?” June grinned at her, and opened her mouth wordlessly, revealing two feet squished up against the back of her throat, a short length of tail twitching, sodden with saliva, on her tongue. Her lips came together and she swallowed firmly, the bulge in her middle not getting noticeably bigger
“Nope…gonna make me?” She sauntered past Soline, grabbed Shane by the tail, and dragged him from the room, one hand resting on her middle.

Each time Shane was taken away for some fun, though really the kids were the only ones interested in actual ‘fun’, Shane spent an hour playing dress up with Sabrina for example, the rest of the house got a little more organised, more teams were sent out shopping, Soline did her best to repair the food explosions in the kitchen, when she wasn’t playfully chasing the kids around after telling them stories about how witches ate bad little girls and boys, and the living room was eventually cleared. Twenty-Eight hours later, an exhausted, deeply blushing Shane was guided to his seat at the table for his birthday meal, the oversized dining table physically groaning and bowing under vast quantities of his favourite food, amusingly a lot of which were sweet and sugary; Including a frankly enormous cake, bigger than Soline and Chepa, sat in the centre. Afterwards everyone agreed Shane was to be gifted a whole hour to recuperate, and spent it working the kinks out of his muscles and having the children chase him around with the tail that was supposed to be pinned to the donkey. Afterwards, spin the bottle began again.

No one was sure exactly how long it took, but they made sure everyone got at least one go with the wolf. Soline took quite a few more, since after Danielle and the other…’worse’ residents had their go, no one was willing to go next until he’d had a bath, and come back smelling suspiciously of caramel. When a pleased looking Starry returned with a bright red Shane dripping with what looked rather like milk, the game was done; the gardevoir had point-blank insisted on going last. Scooping her hat on again and picking up her staff, Soline concentrated and let the magic flow for a solid thirty minutes, even her fur began to lighten towards blue near the end, and managed to restart time. The clocks began to tick again. “Uh-oh Shane, only another seven hours left till your birthday is over! Anything you wanna do?”
And so that’s how, three hours later, everyone wound up sitting on the couch or beanbags and mattresses brought down from rooms, absently watching Shane’s favourite movies. Of course they had all argued over who would get Shane during the movie, even Grey, whom Soline had persuaded to really do whatever he wanted to Shane on his go, and it seemed to have worked, Shane came back rather sticky. Unsurprisingly, the giantess of a panther Soline had won, and wound up sat in the centre of the couch with an arm pulling Shane firmly into her side, her tail curled possessively around his middle. They were distracted from the film for a moment as Sabrina chased dived onto one of the other children, and Soline absently mused “How come we don’t have any kids?”
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