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Shrapnel fidgeted nervously in his seat, wishing the bus would go faster. As the city flashed by outside, he pulled the ad up on his phone again.
Are you male?
In good health?
Want to improve your sex life and make money doing it?
Call today!
I should have listened to those red flags, he thought to himself, his heart beating harder in his chest.

At last the bus got to the stop, and the saber/wolf cross leapt nimbly onto the sidewalk. He was glad for his hoodie as the damp breeze threatened to send a chill down his spine. Turning, he ascended a flight of wide, gray stairs into a rather municipal-looking building. 

Looking at the directory, he found the room and called the elevator. Mercifully, it was a lot faster than the bus had been. He got in and pressed the button for the 10th floor.
The elevator was fast, but not fast enough. When the door finally opened, Shrapnel practically sprinted down the hall looking for room 26. Finally he found it and opened the door to what looked like a regular doctor's office.
"Oh, hello," the receptionist said pleasantly. "You must be here about the ad." She glanced down at a clipboard. "Shrapnel, is it?" she asked.

"Uh, yeah," he replied.
"All right, if you'll just step back this way," she said, opening a door and ushering him through, "the doctor will see you now."

"I don't have to wait in the lobby?" Shrapnel asked, raising his eyebrows. "Huh. Wish my doctor was that punctual!"

The receptionist and led him into the back part of the office, past a few small exam rooms, and into a larger one. 

The receptionist smiled. "And here's the doctor," she said, stepping out as a youngish wolf wearing a lab coat, stethoscope, and glasses walked in.

"Hey, Shrapnel!" The doctor greeted him like they were old friends, shaking his paw. "I'm Doctor Grossesglied, but you can just call me 'Dr. G'. So, I'm sure you have questions," he said, gesturing for Shrapnel to sit on the exam table, taking a seat on a rolling stool, and glancing at a clipboard before returning his attention to the young mixed-breed.

"Yeah, um, I saw this ad," Shrapnel said, rubbing the back of his neck. "It said to call, and they told me to come here. They didn't really say anything more than that."

The doctor shook his head with an exasperated smile. "We keep telling our call center to give details, but…" He trailed off apologetically. "We're doing a research study on a brand new experimental drug that we think will make your sex life a whole lot better." He began counting on his fingers. "One, it's gonna make you put out more pheromones. Whether you're gay, straight, or in between, furs will be flocking to you. Two," he continued, "it's gonna increase your libido. If you're having any issues getting in the mood, getting it up, or getting off, this is definitely gonna help you with that. Three," he said with a grin, "It's gonna give you a little boost in the size and volume output departments. It's not a huge increase, but just a bit. All those hormonal changes kinda do that."

Shrapnel leaned forward excitedly. "Wow, it can do all that? Where do I sign up?" he asked excitedly, the little voice of reason silenced by lusty aspirations.

The wolf chuckled and handed him a clipboard. "Right here," he said, pointing and handing Shrapnel a pen. "I am legally obligated to tell you, though, that you're our first volunteer." 

Shrapnel hesitated. 

"Lab trials went great," the doctor said hurriedly, "but there's a chance things will go a little differently in furs than they did in our tests."

Shrapnel frowned. "How much does it pay?" he asked finally.

"$250 for the injection and then $250 for each of the ten follow-ups," Dr. G said, grinning.

Shrapnel exhaled through puffed cheeks. "Wow, that's a lot of money," he said, looking at the paper. "And all I gotta do is show up?"

The doctor nodded. "That's right," he said. "We'll ask you how you're feeling, how well the injection worked, and so on. It's pretty easy from your standpoint."

Shrapnel pursed his lips and nodded thoughtfully. "All right," he said, signing the form, "I'll do it."

"Great!" Dr. G said, taking the clipboard and setting it aside. "In that case, let's get your physical done. Go ahead and strip for me."

"Wha—? Strip?" Shrapnel asked, frowning.

"Yes," the doctor replied, surprised at Shrapnel's hesitation. "We need to do a full physical beforehand so we know where you started."

"Oh, well, um, okay…" The saber/wolf mix swallowed and pulled his hoodie over his head, ruffling his yellow hair and exposing his gray back and lithe, white belly. His pants came next, pulled carefully around his gray-and-blond tail. When he was finished, he nodded at the doctor.

"Okay, let's see what we've got," Dr. G said, gesturing for Shrapnel to stand in front of a measuring tape attached to the wall. 

"Six-foot-four, all right," the doctor murmured. "These are some very interesting patterns," he said, noting the white bands encircling Shrapnel's wrists and ears, the thicker ones partially encircling the backs of his thighs, and the yellow bands around his biceps.

"Just how I was born," Shrapnel said.

"Uh, huh," the doctor said, more to himself. "Yellow band from head to tail, downward-pointing crescent moon, and…" he trailed off as he continued to write.

"Okay, got your description down. Now let's see what you've got to work with. Would you make yourself erect, please?"

Shrapnel's jaw dropped.

"No need to be shy," the wolf said. "Again, just taking a baseline."
Shrapnel blushed fiercely and began to stroke his sheath, looking away to avoid the doctor's gaze. But he could still feel the doctor watching him, and too self-conscious to continue, he sighed and looked back at the doctor helplessly.
"Would you like some assistance?" the doctor offered. Shrapnel did a double-take, but the doctor's expression was professional and earnest.

"Um, well—yeah," Shrapnel began, nodding slightly and reddening.

"All right," Dr. G said and stepped forward, his body touching but offset from Shrapnel's and his paw resting firmly on Shrapnel's sheath. "Try to relax," he said and began to gently squeeze and rub the mixed-breed.

The sensation of having another fur touching him like that sent thrills up and down Shrapnel's spine, and within seconds, his ruby-red cock emerged from his sheath, and his knot quickly hardened.

"Ah, great," the doctor said, stepping back abruptly and quickly measuring the length and girth of Shrapnel's member, as well as the circumference and height of his knot. All of this he scribbled down furiously on the clipboard.

"Okay!" he said. "Any illnesses, surgeries, or family medical history to report?" he asked, gesturing for Shrapnel to sit again.

Shrapnel shook his head.

"Good. And how are you feeling right now?" the doctor asked.

"Fine," Shrapnel replied. "A little cold and kinda turned on," he added, blushing.

The wolf chuckled. "All perfectly normal," he said, looking over his clipboard.

"All right!" he said, looking up. "We've done everything we need to do in preparation, so now it's time for the injection." He looked seriously at Shrapnel. "I have to ask one more time: are you sure you want to continue?"

Shrapnel glanced at the doctor, looked at his lap and his retreating member, and looked back at the wolf before nodding slowly. "Yeah," he said. "I want to continue."

"Okay, great!" Dr. G replied, checking a box on the form and going to a cabinet.

"I have to admit, this part might sting a little bit," he said, turning around with a syringe.

Shrapnel shrugged. "I've had lots of shots before, Doc," he said.

"In your scrotum?" the wolf asked.

The mixed-breed's eyes went wide. "Whoa, wait, in my nuts?!"
The doctor nodded apologetically. "I'm afraid so," he said. "We found that the serum was most effective when delivered directly to the gonads."

Shrapnel swallowed nervously, feeling queasy.

"It'll be quick, and I'll talk you through it," Dr. G said kindly. "I can't say you won't feel a thing, but it'll be one stick and over." He stepped up to Shrapnel, carefully positioning the needle out of Shrapnel's line of sight.

Shrapnel took several deep breaths and blew them out forcefully, then held his breath and nodded, looking intently at the door over the doctor's shoulder.

"That's right," the wolf said kindly, rubbing Shrapnel's shin. "Huh, that's a neat marking," he said. "The yellow on your foot almost looks like you're wearing shoes."

"Just the way I was b—" Shrapnel began before a searing pain in his balls silenced him. He gritted his teeth and squeezed his eyes shut.

"And done," Dr. G said, stepping back with the syringe and carefully putting it in a sharps container. "How do you feel?" he asked intently.

"Mmph," Shrapnel groaned. His balls felt fat and heavy and kind of burned, like a bad encounter he'd had with some Icy-Hot some years ago. But soon the burning sensation went away, and he was left with just the heaviness.

Shrapnel opened his eyes and looked down at his lap. Sure enough, his balls looked bigger already.

"I thought you said it was a slight increase!" he said, thrilled with the change.

"Interesting," the doctor said, scribbling notes.

The weight on his balls made Shrapnel kind of horny, and his paw instinctively grazed his sheath.

"Are you feeling hornier now?" Dr. G asked.

"Yeah," Shrapnel said, his voice husky. His cock peeked from his sheath and began to grow.

And grow!

Shrapnel's jaw dropped. "Doc, it's…it's so big!" he said, grinning. His cock had reached his belly button before, but now it was growing up to his chest and hadn't slowed down, yet.

"Oh, damn…" The saber/wolf mix gasped, stroking his much longer length. The more he stroked, the more it grew, until his cock was long enough he could suck it without bending over.
I've always wondered… he thought, reaching his tongue out to taste himself.

The feel of his tongue sent an electric jolt through his cock, and with a mighty twitch that nearly knocked him off the exam table, it shot up a foot in length.

"Uh…Dr. G?" Shrapnel asked nervously. "Shouldn't it have stopped by now?"

The doctor looked up from his notes, and his eyes went wide as his jaw dropped. "Oh, shit!" He jumped to his feet.

"That's not inspiring confidence, Doc!" Shrapnel cried. "Do something!"
The doctor ran out of the room and came back carrying a big bucket. He flung the contents at Shrapnel's cock, now about to touch the ceiling, eliciting a startled yelp.

"Ice-water, Doc? Really?!"

The doctor stopped and stared. "That was my solution," he said resolutely, "and it didn't work. You're on your own, kid!" he said, running out.

"But you can't just—"

Shrapnel groaned as his cock pressed hard against the ceiling tile, shoving it out of the way and poking into the space between floors. Shrapnel himself had not grown, and his enormous cock now pressed him down painfully against the exam table. 

With a crunch, the table collapsed from under him, and he thudded hard against the floor. But he couldn't focus on that. The feeling of the dropped ceiling squeezing around his thickening cock was getting him hornier, and he wrapped his arms around the base of his cock like a tree and rubbed himself.

"Ohh, fuck!" he cried as he felt his enormous balls squeeze, dragging him to them. 

He waited breathlessly for a split-second.

With a scream, he felt his balls contract harder, and then his cock suddenly shot a massive load of cum with such force that it blasted through the roof. His head went cloudy, and he sighed in relief.

The floor gave way out from under him, and he crashed through to the floor below. His cock, meanwhile, continued to swell until his knot was the size of a room. Before he could react to what was happening, he felt the walls of this new room squeeze around his knot, stoking his lust once more. He went through the floor again and found himself suspended by his knot, too big to go through the hole. His own weight against his knot pulled it tightly against the floor like a dog knotted to a bitch in heat, and he felt his head swim with desire.
Seconds later, his cock erupted again, sending a volcano of saber/wolf cum drooling down the side of the building. The force freed his trapped cock, and he fell the rest of the floors to the ground floor.

"The exit!" he yelled, "If I can just—"

But his cock was far too large and far too trapped by floor after floor of building, locking him tightly in place.

And it wasn't done growing, either. Already his knot was almost as wide as the building, and he felt desks, chairs, and entire walls being shoved out of the way to make room.
Then there was nowhere else to go expand. His cock squeezed itself tightly against the walls of the building. He could hear the entire building groaning and shuddering.

This is how I'm going to die, he thought, but soon his mind was elsewhere. The pressure all around his cock was getting to be too much. The exterior walls were far stronger than the interior ones and squeezed his knot far harder. His balls ached to be released yet again.

His cock continued to grow, and the walls continued to squeeze.

With a sudden howl, Shrapnel's balls emptied themselves, shooting a geyser of cum thousands of feet in the air to come crashing down on the other side of the city, flattening the cars where it landed.

There was a tremendous crack, and suddenly Shrapnel was surrounded by…well…shrapnel. His cock had finally won the battle against the building, and it exploded like a firecracker, throwing bits of building materials and office furniture everywhere.
Now with nothing left to hold his cock up, Shrapnel screamed as his immensely heavy cock tipped forward, crashed through three buildings, and landed heavily on the ground. He found himself suspended a hundred feet in the air, his body dangling from his enormous balls.

And yet his cock still wouldn't stop growing. With nothing to impede it now, it slithered its way over the ground, cars and other furs rubbing against it and stimulating it to grow even more.

And to shoot.

Shrapnel's stomach turned as he fell two hundred feet when his balls contracted, and then his whole body, cock and all, lurched backwards in recoil as a blast from his cock leveled a hospital ten miles away.

"I'm so sorry!" Shrapnel cried.

Before long, Shrapnel's cock was too long to even see the tip, yet he could feel every inch of his cock as it rubbed itself over roads, over dirt, through forests, against trees, and even through mountain passes. His balls would contract, and he fell ever further with each orgasm. Soon he felt light-headed as his balls grew so large that he could see the curvature of the Earth.

With another orgasm so hard that it wiped out half of North America, he could feel his cock cross the Pacific. The cold water slowed his growth for only a moment before he felt Japan under his tip.

And still his cock grew, until he suddenly felt something behind him, turned his head and gasped to find his own cock about to ram himself in the ass!

Flexing his muscles for all he was worth, he felt his cock lift off the ground and flopped it down to the side so that it would continue its way around to his left. In so doing, he took out the entire Amazon, crushed beneath his cock. If any piranhas survived, he couldn't feel them.
But the feeling of flexing like that felt too good to pass by, and Shrapnel flexed again, lifting his cock a little further. With one more good flex, he straightened his cock, and it whipped around the Earth to hit the moon like a baseball bat, sending it flying to crash into the asteroid belt. The momentum of his cock flipped him end-over-end, and just as his cock was pointed straight out from the Earth, it fired hard, driving his body into the ground and shoving the Earth out of orbit.

"Oh, no! Nonono!" Shrapnel gasped, but it was too late. The Earth began to speed away, chilling into a frozen ball of ice and leaving Shrapnel there in space.

Yet his monstrous cock could not be sated! Another blast from it sent him shooting through the solar system. Past the asteroid belt, he finally managed to get himself turned around—just in time to dislodge Saturn and plunge his cock through its rings. His knot swelled just in time, locking the rings in place at the base of his cock. Shrapnel whimpered with the new pressure around his knot and balls, knowing yet another orgasm was coming.

How many times had he cum? He had long lost count. But this one was harder than all the others combined. The crushing pressure of Saturn's rings held tightly by his knot squeezed his cock and made his balls ache in desperation. He screamed and fired off again, rocketing himself towards the sun. 

He could feel the heat quickly rising on his back as his cock stretched halfway across the solar system. With a mighty grunt, he flipped himself around to aim cock-first at the sun, scattering the asteroid belt as he did. With a whimper and a grunt, he fired a little blast and put the sun out. His momentum carried him forward, and he found himself embedded in the quickly cooling star. With a few flexing motions, he fucked the sun, and his cock grew larger still. He faintly felt Pluto bounce off the tip of his prick and hurtle away.
Trapped inside the sun, Shrapnel's enormous member once again began to squeeze up against its prison.

"No more, no…no more," Shrapnel begged, yet the star's heat and pressure squeezed him harder even than Saturn had, and with a cry, he shattered what was left of the sun and propelled himself out of the solar system.
At last he had a little peace. His cock continued to grow, but out here between solar systems in the Milky Way, it touched few things big enough to feel. He drifted off into exhausted slumber.

Shrapnel awoke with a start. He'd just had the weirdest dream.

He felt cold. Why was he cold? He rolled over to grab the blankets…

And sent the Milky way hurtling through space.

"Noo!" Shrapnel cried. "No, no, no!" His cock had grown to the size of a galaxy while he slept, and now he was lost, drifting in space. His cock, having not felt anything for several hours, leapt at the feel of an entire galaxy against it and shot him off hard enough to reach Andromeda.

Resigned to his fate, Shrapnel shook his head and dutifully began to fuck the enormous galaxy. As solar systems full of stars and planets drew themselves against his cock, he gasped at the heat and shuddered in ecstasy.

His cock fired, and Shrapnel was propelled to parts of the universe no one had ever seen before.

As he hurtled through space, his cock still growing, Shrapnel considered all that had happened. His life as he knew it was over. Now there was only this: his cock growing and growing, seemingly without end. He had no bills to pay, no need for money. It was an unusual life, to say the least, but it was a simple one.

For the first time since Dr. G ran out on him, Shrapnel smiled. Flipping himself around so that he could see where he was going, he felt his cock smash through a couple of galaxies. Shrapnel shuddered in ecstasy as he felt his balls quiver. His cock throbbed and fired another load, bigger than ten galaxies, and again sent him shooting backwards.
With nothing to lose, Shrapnel grinned and begun spinning himself in a circle, his cock flying through the universe like a stick sent flying and spinning through the air. Galaxy after galaxy thudded against his cock, and he shot off load after load, grinning ear-to-ear as his knot swelled all the more.

He came to an abrupt stop and felt intense pressure everywhere around his cock. His entire cock, as enormous as it was, seemed to be stuck inside a giant chastity device.

What in the world?
Then it dawned on him. Oh, fuck, yes! Shrapnel gasped and gritted his teeth in pleasure as his cock expanded just a little more. Squeezed impossibly hard against the edge of the universe, it shot off.

"Oh, hey, neighbor!" Shrapnel turned abruptly and saw himself waving.
Whuh?
"Looks like you've ripped a hole in the space-time continuum, too!" his alter-self said. "Want to frot?"

"Hell, yeah!"
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