The problem with Magnesium.


Magnesium is a miltank. For those who do not know, miltank is a pokémon that much resembles a small cow, able to stand on two legs. Its tail ends in a ball and, to add to the strangeness, the males also have big udders that need to be drained. Miltanks produce milk all the time, not just when udderfeeding. Furthermore, not only cubs ingest the milk, adults can drink from the teats themselves in times of necessity, hunger or when an urgent drain is demanded.


However, as pokémon, miltanks can be captured and trained for a variety of purposes, including fighting sports. Most pokémon do not mind fighting, while not necessarily being violent because the fight, even when painful and arduous, brings pleasure to the winner, maybe a evolutionary trick that encourages survival of the stronger ones. Human capture pokémon to make them fight each other, a kind of “cockfight”, not that there is any emotional discomfort for pokémon. Human who capture those creatures lead them, as friends, healing, taking care and feeding. But, of course, young and inexperienced trainers have a couple of problems rising pokémon. It bring us to Magnesium.


Recently captured, Magnesium walks with his first trainer, a ten-year-old boy, on a journey. Magnesium was well-fed, so no need to drink his own milk, an emergency measure in difficult times. However, there were two days that his udder had not been drained. Magnesium, always moving, always fighting, distracted by the routine of a trained pokémon, had developed a very swollen udder. However, draining the udder requires an acceptable level of calm and patience, time, and time was something his trainer did not have. He seemed not to notice that Magnesium's udder was swelling and getting bigger. What was most inconvenient ... was that his trainer was completely ignorant about the mechanics between a miltank and his udder because Magnesium received food of good quality with a decent amount of fat, the excess being excreted in the milk. When fed with fat, even if healthy, Magnesium's metabolism produced much more milk and his udder filled much faster than the one of a wild miltank.


As the two walked on a mountain, about three hundred ninety meters above sea level, Magnesium felt very uncomfortable. His udder was huge, almost touching the ground. His teats were erect and sensitive, tingling. He rubbed the upper paw on the udder and, to his surprise, it was stiff and sensitive. The touch and rubbing produced great sensations that provoked Magnesium to be milked. He could not stand it.


Suddenly, in the middle of the woods that covered the mountain, Magnesium stopped walking and sat down. His trainer noticed Magnesium had stopped and turned to look.

- Something wrong, Magnesium? - asked the trainer.


Generally, pokémon do not speak the language of humans (the name "Magnesium" was given to the captured miltank) and Magnesium is no exception. Magnesium looked at his trainer, understanding what he asked, but unable to respond with the vocal cords he had.

- You want to rest? - asked the trainer.


Magnesium wanted to say no, but how? He pressed his udder hard, a method miltanks use for draining themselves in absence of cubs. The trainer, however, ill-interpreted the gesture, gripping Magnesium's paw and suspending it.

- Do not do it - he said. -, you will get hurt!


Magnesium listened intently, ignoring his udder for now.

- From now on, you are forbidden to strike a blow against yourself - sentenced the trainer.


But that was not an attack! Magnesium needed to drain, but had just been ordered not to do it ... If a pokémon disobeys the trainer, there is a risk of it being returned to the wild and lose all the “good stuff” that come with living among humans. Magnesium would lose easy water, easy food, shelter and even the diapers that his trainer made him wear from time to time. Magnesium resigned obedience, not wanting to lose the easy civilized life.


His trainer smiled.

- Good boy ... Let me see if you are injured ... - said the boy.


He sat near Magnesium and started caressing his udder. Magnesium shook his tail and closed his eyes. He urgently needed to be milked and the caresses of his trainer, so dainty and soft, teased the urge for a greater external pressure to relieve the internal pressure. Milk began leaking. The boy realized.

- What is it? - He asked, grabbing one of Magnesium's sensitive teats.


Magnesium mooed loudly and splashed milk on his trainer's hand. The boy saw that as unacceptable.

- Why did you do that? - he asked.


The poor miltank had no answer. The boy had a bad impression of Magnesium's (genuinely) reflex act.


- Look, you better learn to behave ... - the boy stroked Magnesium's. - This time, I won't mind. You've been acting strange.


Magnesium, embarrassed, stood up and started walking again, following his trainer. If he wanted to milk himself, he would have to do it privately, at a time when his trainer was not there to stop him. It made him feel horrible as he wanted to obey, wanted to be a good pokémon to his trainer, but nature had to be satisfied. Feeling guilt for nurturing such thoughts, Magnesium began to devise a method for milking himself in the absence of his trainer.

