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I was excited to try the new protein shake & pre-workout called Bigger Nut. Bigger Nut got rave reviews in lifting circles. The guys couldn’t stop talking about how it lets you work out longer and harder than ever. On the internet, a second narrative was taking form. I heard crazy stories about side effects that may occur when women take it, but I didn’t believe them. I can’t believe a protein drink will make your boobs grow to a ridiculous size and squirt milk on people. People will say anything on the internet. 

I walked into Buff Bob’s Gym, the local workout spot for the hardcore crowd. I smiled and waved to the locals. At the time, three guys, Muscle Mike, Preworkout Paul, No-Clothes Corey, and the gym owner Bob, were inside. I waved to him on my way into the women’s locker room. I placed my work clothing in the locker, hanging it up. First, I looked around the locker room to ensure no one was making a TikTok. Two weeks ago, I was ass naked in the background of some woman's live stream. I stripped off my top and bra and let my girls hang. I was a larger woman, and I had a solid D cup. Because I was so tall, it didn’t look like my breasts were big, but they were. To hold those big fun bags back while I worked out, I had a sturdy sports bra that showed off my sexy midsection. Next, I took off my work pants and hugged them next to my top. Tight workout pants and sneakers completed my outfit. Sensual and powerful, that’s the way I do it. 

I went back to the gym. I prepared the Bigger Nut protein shake mixture before leaving home that morning, and I couldn’t wait to try it. I had a competition in two months and had to be ready. It was a general fitness competition; I wasn’t a heavy weightlifter, more of a hot internet workout girl. I needed to do well to get more street cred. 

Here we go; I opened my throat and took down Bigger Nut. It was creamy and thick. After I drank the first mouthful, I chuckled. The name was a perfect description. The creamy liquid had the same consistency as cum. Guys across the country and world were drinking a shake that was basically cum, or what the kids in hip-hop say, nuts. I made it in a chilled container, but it was still warm. Powerful nutrients must keep it warm or something like that. A hint of pineapple reminded me of a rich guy I recently dated recently named Nick. That asshole used to cum in my mouth all the time without warning me, but he was rich, so I allowed it. I broke up with that asshole two months ago; he doesn’t like to call people back after dumping loads in their mouths. I wish Nick were here now so I can choke his ass. Anyway, I could feel the pre-workout portion of the Bigger Nut kicking in; it was time to lift.

The gym was standard, with white walls, black lifting mats on the ground, and plenty of weights. Bob smiled and walked over to me. He was kind, in his early 30s, had dark hair, and was incredibly toned. He never passed the threshold of extremely toned into a muscle head. 

“Hey, Linda. What are you lifting today?” 

“Back and Biceps. I am excited. I just took that new pre-workout and protein shake, Bigger Nut,” I said as I took another sip — warm liquid running down my throat into my stomach. 

“Whoa. I heard remarkable things about the supplement. Linda, tell me how that works, okay? If you need any spots, just let me know. Don’t push too hard and hurt yourself until you know it is kicking in. It is your first time using it; remember what happened to pre-workout Paul when he tried Slappy Weights. It was a shitshow,” Bob laughed. I laughed with him. Paul almost shit himself twice that day. I didn’t want that happening to me, so I nodded in agreement.  

“Linda, we need you to be ready in two months. Represent this gym well. I will be wandering around helping,” Bob said. I nodded and agreed. By now, my body tingled from the pre-workout. Bigger Nut was working, and it was working fast. Three exercises later, I felt great. The tingling continued to increase during the workout. Panicking slightly, afraid that it might give me a heart attack, I stopped drinking it altogether and pounded water. 

Three reps into my first set with the kettlebells got weird. The tingle that once vibrated around my entire body started to localize. Warmth bombarded my breast and vagina. I was horny, and not like a sane horny, but an extreme version that I never felt before. My mouth watered for hard cock like I was alone drinking on valentines day. I looked around the gym at the three men, and I wanted to attack all the muscular men pumping iron. Grunts and screams enhanced my urge. My vagina was soaking wet. I wanted to slam my fingers into my thirsty, pumping iron pussy and then receive a hard cock. What the hell is happening to me? 

Okay, maybe I should have read the adverse reactions on the internet and taken them more seriously. But how was I supposed to know? Something was happening to me, and I needed a plan of action. Besides the overwhelming urge to have sex, I was excellent. When I looked down to pick up the kettlebell, I noticed my breasts were a little bigger. Huh, that is weird. The material of the sports bra started to chaff the skin underneath — nothing a quick adjustment couldn’t solve. After the change, I still felt uncomfortable. I always wanted my boobs to be a little bigger, but this was not the right timing at all. 

“Are you okay,” asked Bob. I didn’t even notice his approach. Aroused by his presence, my mouth watered for his hidden cock, my pussy pumped juice ready to receive long strokes, and my breast ached for suckling. I wanted Bob, his toned body on me, thrusting me, gripping me, and pulling me. I wanted it so badly I struggled to speak. Okay, something is not right. I felt wrong, like some cheap slut or a coed on spring break. My thoughts aren’t mine, but I couldn’t deny the overwhelming feelings taking over my body. 

“This Bigger Nut is hitting hard” was all I could manage. 

“You look flustered. Also, I don’t know how to say this, but you are busting out of your top. It looks like it is about to rip. I don’t have many rules, but that is a small top. I wonder why I didn’t notice it before, but Linda, you have to get a bigger top,” Bob said. He was correct; they were growing out of control. My top was going to burst open. I can’t believe this is happening to me. 

“It’s the Bigger Nut; it is doing something to me. They just started growing,” I said, pointing to my breast. He raised an eyebrow. Quick, come to the office with me, and I will call some of the other gym owners to see if they know how to stop it. I heard something about this last night but passed it off as ridiculous. I went with Bob into the small office at the gym's rear. We hurried into the office; I feared my top would burst any second. Once inside, he closed the door and told me to stand at the opposite end of the office.
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Crossed arms covered my ever-expanding breasts. Urges seemed to grow with the size of my chest. Every second, I was bombarded with images of Bob ravaging me. Blushing, I could help feel like a whore. I never wanted anyone like this before. For two years, I lifted here without a flutter. I don’t mess with married men, and Bob had a lovely wife who lifted at the gym, too. He sat down and started typing away at the keyboard to look up solutions on the internet. 

I felt the moisture on my crossed arms in front of my breast. I moved them away, inspecting them. A white liquid covered them, dripping to the floor and weakening the material. Is that milk? Tearing free my boobs broke the sports bra. Bob turned when he heard the noise, and his eyes widened. Two massive boobs hung exposed for anyone to see. He also noticed the milk leaking from each nipple. Blue eyes darted back and forth between my face and my massive breasts. 

“Holy shit, they are huge,” he said, pointing. He wasn’t lying; my fun bags were huge and still growing. I touched them to cover my nipples from his sight. Moist palms from the milk as I tried to plug the damns. Breast milk dripped - what the hell was going on? I looked up at Bob in a panic. 

“My tits are leaking,” I said. I squeezed the nipple, and milk shot out and hit Bob. The
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