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Liz strutted out onto the beach in her sling bikini. Her mother had told her that an 18-year-old shouldn’t 
wear such things, but Liz had successfully argued that she was an adult and could wear whatever she 
pleased. She looked good, and the attention all the guys gave her told the serval that she’d made the 
right choice. 

But one of those guys stood out among the others. Though plenty attractive himself, he wasn’t there to 
show off. He was there on a mission, and the second he laid eyes on Liz, he knew he’d found his target. 

“Hey there,” a voice said, and Liz felt a tap on her arm. 

She looked up to see a saber-wolf, a little over 6 feet tall and maybe a couple of years older than she was 
looking down on her hungrily. She gasped and took a step back. 

“I’m Shrapnel, but I have no time for pleasantries, Miss,” the saber-wolf said. “I’ve got to get this done 
right away.” 

“G-get what done?” Liz asked. 

“You,” Shrapnel replied. “You need bigger breasts.” 

Liz’s jaw dropped indignantly, but before she could say anything, her breasts began to expand, as fast as 
someone blowing up a balloon. She gasped and cried out in shock, attracting the attention of a few 
bystanders, who immediately fumbled for their phones and began recording the scene. 

“Whoa, her mods are totally whacked!” someone said. 

Now her breasts were each as big as a watermelon, and her tiny bikini strings strained to keep them 
contained, hardly even covering the areolas as they continued to blow up larger and larger. The straining 
strings pulled the tiny scrap of fabric that covered her crotch up into her ass-crack and folded it up 
between her labia. It should have hurt a lot, like getting cut in half with a rope, but a sudden wave of 
arousal washed over her, making her dizzy.  

“Make it stop!” she cried. 

“That’s big enough,” Shrapnel said, and Liz’s breasts immediately stopped expanding. Now incredibly top-
heavy, she fell forward and landed on her breasts, digging them into the sand. 

“Couldn’t have planned it better if I tried,” Shrapnel said lasciviously as he stepped around behind the 
inflated serval. His mouth practically watered as he surveyed his handiwork, watching as the bikini strings 
plunged into her ass-crack and disappeared into her pussy. He plunged his fingers in after them. 

Liz yelped and kicked out behind her instinctively, nailing Shrapnel in the groin. He flinched, and for a 
split-second, Liz thought she was out of the woods. But it was not to be. Shrapnel sighed in pleasure, his 
eyes rolling back in his head momentarily as he licked his lips. 

“That’s not very nice,” he said, grabbing her around the waist, seizing her bikini strings in both hands, and 
tearing them in two. 

The tension on the elastic strings snapped them up between her legs, their momentum carried them in an 
arc over her back, and the whole thing fell to the ground under her, stretched and mangled. 

“Bad girls get punished,” Shrapnel growled, digging his fingers into her young pussy, grabbing her clit, 
and squeezing it roughly. 

“Ow–augh…” Liz cried, at first in pain, then in confusion as another wave of pleasure washed over her, 
and then in haze as she trailed off in a sigh of ecstasy. 

“That’s what I thought,” Shrapnel said, grinning to himself. 

With a deft flick of his wrist, he pulled off all his clothes, and a musky, strong odor pierced Liz’s nostrils. 
The realization hit her in an instant: the saber-wolf was going to rape her, right here, in front of all of these 
people. 

“Help!” she cried out feebly. “Please, put down your phones and get him off of me!” 

“I think you’re gonna do plenty to ‘get him off’!” someone jeered. 
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“Yeah,” Shrapnel said in her ear. “If you didn’t want to get raped, you shouldn’t have worn such slutty 
clothing. Didn’t your mother teach you better than that?” 

Liz’s pupils dilated as her argument with her mother came back to haunt her. Tears came to her eyes. 

But she didn’t have long to reflect on her transgressions. Her punishment was at hand. 

Shrapnel inhaled deeply, enjoying the scent of his own musk. His sheath, sweaty from strolling on the 
beach, opened up to let out his red prick, already dripping with excitement. He wasted no time and 
plunged straight into her, severing her hymen and driving himself balls-deep into her. He could already 
feel his knot swelling. 

Good. 

He jammed inside of her, and his knot immediately swelled to full size. The two of them were locked 
together. 

Or so Liz thought. 

With a grunt, Shrapnel yanked out of her, stretching her virginal pussy far beyond what should have been 
possible. She started to cry out, but pain turned to pleasure once again, and all that came out was a 
moan of delight. The onlookers took this as evidence of her obvious sluttiness and commented amongst 
themselves. 

No sooner was he out than he thrust in again.  

“Let’s go bigger!” he said. 

As the tip of his prick drove itself into her, his whole penis began to grow. In no time, it was as long as a 
baseball bat and twice as big around, and his knot was as big as a basketball. 

“No, there’s no way!” Liz cried as she looked over her shoulder, but that didn’t stop him. 

He shoved his cock deep into her and continued thrusting forcefully, shoving her oversized breasts 
deeper into the ground with each thrust until his knot was once again buried inside of her. Both of them 
panted and sweated with exertion. 

“Heh, this is so much fun, I think I’ll have a double helping,” Shrapnel said, grinning wickedly. 

Looking over her shoulder, Liz gasped in disbelief as another sheath appeared right above his dick and 
out popped another red penis. Despite being completely new, this sheath was also covered in sweat and 
exuded musk even stronger than the first one. 

“Mmm, all that dick needs some balls to feed it,” Shrapnel murmured, giving his new member a teasing 
stroke and making it grow even more. 

New balls sprouted out between his new sheath and his old one, big, furry, and matted with sweat.  

Liz’s eyes bulged, and she shook her head violently. “No—no! That won’t fit! You can’t—” 

But her protest was cut short as Shrapnel yanked his knot out of her, lined up his twin dicks, and thrust 
forward again. He made it as far as his knots, but despite his best efforts, he couldn’t get them both to 
plunge into her. Though frustrating, the squeezing of his two dicks on his new balls made him shiver with 
delight. 

He stopped suddenly as an idea came to him, and a sly grin came over his face. “Let’s have another 
pussy,” he said. 

Liz’s breath caught as she suddenly felt her skin stretching, opening up, and becoming far more sensitive. 

“Perfect!” Shrapnel exulted. 

Without prelude, he lined his dicks up and shoved them both in, one into each pussy. Liz moaned in 
pleasure as her body stretched to accommodate him. After a few hard thrusts, he locked both of his knots 
into her, and she moaned exhaustedly. 

“Bigger!” Shrapnel commanded. 
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“Augh!” Liz cried. 

Shrapnel’s twin pricks began growing inside of her, their knots keeping them firmly lodged in place, and 
her whole body had to stretch to fit him. Lumps appeared in her belly and chest where his dicks 
protruded, and then her belly and chest grew to accommodate him. She gasped as her body got 
physically bigger, until she was at least eight feet tall but disproportionately large in the midsection and 
still hunched over due to her oversized breasts. 

“Why are you doing this?!” she cried. 

Shrapnel grinned. “To prepare you for what comes later,” he replied simply as he yanked his knots out. 

“Wh–what comes later?!” she asked breathlessly. 

The sight of such a large, strangely proportioned fur had created quite a spectacle on the beach, and now 
people were flocking to the scene, phones in hand, laughing and jeering as Liz got bigger and bigger. 

“To answer your question,” Shrapnel said, “This.” 

He fucked her hard a few times and got one of his knots lodged inside. Then, as he continued to fuck her 
other pussy, deliberately shoving his knot in and yanking it out, he let his balls contract and shuddered as 
he flooded her first womb with cum. 

“Oh, fuck, more balls!” he cried in ecstasy. 

New testes sprouted around his others like heavy bunches of grapes and immediately began quivering as 
they each delivered their load into Liz’s swollen pussy, filling her like a water balloon. 

“Ohh, ohh!” Liz whimpered as she felt her womb stretching once more, expanding and shoving her other 
organs out of the way, straining her skin, and prompting her to grow once more. 

Shrapnel shriveled up his nose thoughtfully. “Yup, I think that one’s about done,” he said. 

He pulled out, and a gush of thick, milky-white cum flooded out of Liz’s pussy, painting the sergal’s inner 
thighs white and splashing onto Shrapnel. 

“Three, two, one…” Shrapnel counted down. 

“Augh!” Liz yelped as her breasts abruptly started swelling again, doubling and tripling in size and driving 
her chest higher and higher up. 

“Stop it, please!” she pleaded. 

“Oh, that’s not me,” Shrapnel replied with an evil grin. “That’s you getting ready.” 

“Ready for what?!” 

“For the puppies I just pumped into you.” 

As if on cue, Liz’s womb suddenly began pooching out here and there, as if giant kernels of popcorn were 
popping inside of her and blowing her body up even larger. Her once-slender frame was now as big 
around as it was tall, and she began to feel tiny, unborn puppies kicking inside of her. 

“I–I’m gonna be a mother?!” she murmured. 

“Yup!” 

With that, Shrapnel shoved his other dick into her remaining pussy once more, jammed it inside, and 
again began pumping her full of his cum, all ten of his testes shivering and shuddering as they churned 
out his ultra-virile seed. 

Liz endured the onslaught helplessly, still feeling puppies springing to life inside of her even as Shrapnel 
pumped still more of them into her second womb. 

“Oh, my gosh, what a slut!” the gawkers cried. “Look at her! She’s like a whole puppy mill all by herself!” 

Shrapnel pulled out as tears of shame and humiliation streamed down Liz’s face. 
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“Aww, don’t cry,” Shrapnel said. “You’ll look bad for the cameras.” 

He pointed, and Liz gasped to see television crews setting up and pointing right at her. She tried to cover 
her eyes, but her arms were too small to get around her massive breasts and belly. All she could do was 
squeeze her eyes closed and try to drown them all out. 

“You know, those puppies are gonna need more teats,” Shrapnel said thoughtfully. “More!” 

Liz groaned, knowing what was coming next. Another set of tits appeared just below her existing ones 
and immediately began swelling to match the others in size, lifting her up off the ground. Still more tits 
appeared on either side of those, and row after row appeared on her gut all the way down to her navel. 

Shrapnel pulled out and unleashed a waterfall of cum that spilled down the bloated sergal’s crotch and 
pregnant belly. 

“That oughtta do it,” he said, but then he paused and looked around. “What do you think, guys?” he 
asked, raising his voice over the din of the spectators. “Think she’s had enough, or do you think I should 
fill her up one more time?” 

A cheer erupted, followed by chanting of “Fill her up! Fill her up!” 

“Sorry, Miss,” the saber-wolf grinned unapologetically. “Another pussy, and another dick to go with it!” he 
ordered. 

The new appendages appeared, along with a heavy sack filled with a dozen new family jewels. 

“All for one, and one for all!” he cried, shoving all three of his ten-foot cocks into her pussy at once and 
hurrying to get them all in before the knots expanded. He grimaced as the knots all inflated at once, each 
five feet in diameter. At the same time, her second batch of puppies started popping inside of her. Her 
belly swelled, lifting Shrapnel off the ground by his dicks. 

“Ohh, fuck, that feels good!” he cried. “Here you go, guys! Filling her up!” 

All of his balls shuddered and squeezed. Cum shot out of her pussy in streams between his dicks and 
rained down on the closest spectators. Even as she swelled to the size of a semi, her womb couldn’t 
contain all of Shrapnel’s cum. Locked in place, even he was feeling a bit helpless as his body shivered 
and shook with each incredible spurt. 

After what seemed like ages, Shrapnel’s knots began to deflate, and he fell to the ground, landing on his 
feet just in time for a massive flood of cum to wash down in front of him, covering the beach and turning 
the ocean white. Moments later, Liz’s enormous body shook, and hundreds of new puppies popped into 
existence inside her. Her body quivered, shook, and blew up to the size of a house. 

Amid the throngs of spectators, Shrapnel causally left the way he came. A nearby phone showed the top-
trending headline: “10-Ton Puppy Mill on the Beach” with images of the cum-waterfall looping 
underneath. Shrapnel smiled in satisfaction. 


