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“So, nothing’s wrong with me...?” Khai sucked in a breath. 

The doctor’s calm, collected tone reassured him through the phone. “No, Mr. Shane, you’re going to be fine. It’s a harmless side effect, nothing more. But if you want to change your medication, that’s absolutely an option.” 

“Phew! Thank you. I don’t know if I’ll change it yet, but I’ll think it over. Just glad it isn’t something to worry about.”

“No problem, Mr. Shane. Just send our office a message if you have any questions, okay?”

“Sure thing. Thanks again,” Khai exhaled, pressing is thumb to the red circle at the bottom of his phone screen, cutting off the ambient noise of the doctor’s office across the phoneline. 

While it was a relief to know his body was healthy, something made Khai’s teeth chew on his lip, his brow furrowing into creases above his nose. 

If he stayed on the medication, would this last forever? What if it got worse? He could barely make it through one day without relief as it was.

I guess I should’ve asked them before I hung up, he thought to himself before wandering into his kitchen. His sock-muted footsteps were nearly silent in his empty apartment. His kitchen was illuminated by only one ceiling light, and the darkness of nighttime seemed endless outside his kitchen window. 

He opened the fridge and twinged as his eyes landed on the half-empty carton of milk on the top shelf. Just the sight of it made his chest ache. A soft sound left his lips, and as he glanced down, his eyes met two pointed peaks protruding from his tight black shirt, his nipples hard and ready.

“Not again...” he sighed. Closing the fridge door, he paced the kitchen, dreading the incoming discomfort of the next hour. He had read online—mostly from breastfeeding forums and blogs—on how to milk yourself, but he could never quite get it right. Something felt missing, or like he could never reach full relief, even with one of the machines he had picked up from the store as he desperately avoided eye-contact with the cashier. 

Knock knock knock.

Ice-cold blood rushed through Khai’s body. Who the hell could be here at this hour?

And why, God, why, did it have to be now, when he could feel wetness of breast milk already soaking through his shirt?

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Khai muttered. He tossed his hands through the pile of laundry on his armchair, finally finding a maroon hoodie to throw on, the cloth cloaking the tenderness under his shirt. The compression of added fabric made him wince.

A warm, chiseled face met his own in the doorway as he swung the door open with a huff. Nathan, his nearby neighbor and friend he had met two years ago at a local volleyball tournament, held up a six-pack of orange sodas. Khai’s favorite. 

“Nathan? What are you doing here, dude?” Khai smiled, still catching his breath. He could feel a twinge of sweat drip down his temple. His chest felt like it was in a vice, crying out for help, desperate to be milked, imprisoned by the evilness of the tight hoodie.

“Uh, it’s seven, right? Did you forget?” Nathan’s left eyebrow rose teasingly, his face leaning in. He smelled of sandalwood cologne and something sweet, maybe a coconut shampoo. The scent seemed to make the pain in Khai’s chest hotter, tighter. He pinched his own wrist to try and hide the feeling. There was too much going on to start thinking about the crush that he so avidly denied.

“Oh, shit, Nathe, sorry, I totally forgot. Could you come back—” 

“Nope! You said that last week! I’m coming in, whether you like it or not,” Nathan replied with a grin as he pushed past Khai’s shoulder, knocking him into the door with a force like a tiger. 

Khai had to look down and make sure he wasn’t leaking past his shirt and through his hoodie, too. He turned, leaving the door open, and tried to catch Nathan on the way in, missing him by a hair. He couldn’t hide his condition much longer, especially not tonight, when he hadn’t attempted-and-failed to milk himself in hours.

“Wait, dude, I really—” 

“Come on, Khai. I know something’s been up. I just want you to talk to me, man,” Nathan sighed, a kindness in his brown eyes that was hard to find in datable men, in Khai’s experience, at least. He might be nearly six feet tall, shoulders like a statue, and a total gym rat with a body that shows it, but he wasn’t afraid of getting emotional like other “dudes” were. That was one of the many, many things that made Khai love him. 

If only Nathan liked men, too.

Khai had told Nathan about his sexuality a few months after they met and was answered with a smile as bright as sunshine. Now that he thought about it, Nathan had never clarified if he was straight or not, but the lack of mention of it gave Khai the impression that he was a great ally and friend but nothing more, which made the growing tightness in his pants and shirt so very challenging as his nipples leaked and the scent of sandalwood suffocated his nose.

“I don’t really want to talk about it, Nathe,” Khai sighed, shuffling back to the door and shutting it in defeat. “But you can stay for a bit—only a bit.”

“I don’t care if you don’t want to,” he replied firmly, but with concern. “I miss you. Don’t you trust me?” His brows creased and his eyes looked desperate, sad, even. Khai’s heart wrenched at the sight. 

“I...” Khai looked down at himself through his hoodie. Not soaked through, thankfully, but the pain in his chest was getting too much to bear. If only he could tell if it were from his milk-filled tits or from his yearning heart.

“You like me, don’t you?” 

Khai stopped in his tracks. His eyes were glued to the floor, unmoving like a deer caught in headlights.

“It’s okay,” Nathan continued, his feet taking a step closer, but Khai couldn’t stand hearing any more.

“No, please, spare me. Don’t try to make me feel—”

Soft lips like pillows met his forehead. The contact put an end to his sentence, to his thoughts, to his heartbeat. A thumb pressed to his chin and guided his face upwards until his eyes met Nathan’s, his eyelashes cutting through the small beams of light in his apartment. His mouth was in a smile.

“I like you too.”

“Wait—what? You’re gay?” Khai shook his head, his black curls dancing from side to side.

“Dude, I knew I was bisexual before I even met you!” Nathan grinned. Khai’s mouth turned upwards, too, before opening into a full, bellowing laugh. His face was hot with embarrassment, but excitement hid it well. He threw his arms around Nathan’s strong shoulders into an embrace, only to pull back with a sharp inhale though his teeth. His chest against Nathan’s sent a searing combination of pain and pleasure though his body so intense that it made him dizzy.

“Hey, woah, Khai, what’s up?” Nathan craned his neck downwards, trying to catch Khai’s eyes. “Are you upset? I’m sorry if I—”

“No, no, it isn’t you, not at all,” Khai murmured, trying to suppress the whirling sensations in his body. “I’m so happy, I just—I sprained my, uh—” 

The darkness of wet fabric began forming a small circle on Khai’s hoodie. He gasped, trying to press his hands against the fabric to hide it, but Nathan’s meaty hands grabbed his wrists and held them in the air. 

“Nathan—!”

Khai squeezed his eyes shut. He couldn’t face whatever horrified expression was on Nathan’s face, only seconds after he confessed his mutual feelings. He was probably about to dart for the door and block his number as soon as he got the opportunity.

Only silence followed, though. Khai peeked an eye open, and then the other. His gaze met Nathan’s face, his eyes turned downwards and locked onto the twin stains on Khai’s hoodie. At first, Khai assumed his expression was neutral, or maybe like someone in shock, but at a second glance, he could see the dusting of blush across his cheeks and a pair of barely-parted lips. 

“I... I can explain,” Khai whispered, but without much force behind it. He felt the need to speak but could sense in the air that whatever he said wouldn’t reach Nathan. It was like he was in a trance of some kind.

“Is that... milk?” Nathan spoke through a harsh pant. Khai swallowed.

“Uh... Yeah, it is. Apparently, it’s some weird side effect of one of my meds—”

“Can I help it—help you?” 

Khai only now noticed that his wrists were still in Nathan’s grasp. Something about that question, the growl hiding beneath it, and the restriction of his limbs made his tits ache even more. Nathan’s eyes met his, dark and serious.

“Help... me?” Khai’s breath shook as he exhaled in the small amount of space between them.

“Can I milk you, Khai?” Nathan huffed, leaning closer to Khai’s trembling lips. 

All that Khai could muster though the heat in the air and the pressure stinging in his tits was to nod and let Nathan grab him like he was the only answer to his hunger.

Lips met his, and then teeth, snagging his lip and pulling it, easing a whine from Khai’s throat. Then, his wrists were free, and he wrapped his hands around Nathan’s neck, grabbing the fabric of his shirt across his back to anchor himself. The motion shoved his body tightly against Nathan’s, making his head spin again with intense sensation, his tits screaming to be milked and squishing against Nathan’s broad chest. He moaned, lips close to his ear, and Nathan’s hands splayed across his back, pushing him further against the other man.

“Fuck, Khai, if I had known...” Nathan growled, nipping his teeth across Khai’s pulse and down his neck
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