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There was a loud piercing ring in the air. Young Gumball Watterson sat upright, rubbing his eyes. The ring kept going. The boy smacked his lips, wiping yellow crust from the Sandman in his eyes. He opens them, looking at the dark interior of his bedroom. 


“Turn off the alarm!” His brother, Darwin Watterson said, erupting from his own  bed, a plain fishbowl. 


Darwin Watterson was the adopted brother of Gumball. Unlike Gumball, he was an orange goldfish, not a blue cat. Gumball flexed his arm outward and pressed on the beeping alarm with a balled up fist. “Ugh, it's too early...” He mutters. 


“It's the same time we get up every morning.” Darwin said, grinning now that the infernal beeping had stopped. 


“It's always too early.” Gumball says, getting out of bed, in a t-shirt and a pair of white plain underwear. 


“Whatever... I call bathroom first!” Darwin said, rushing outside of the bedroom. 


The blue cat yawned, letting him go. He was too tired for a race this morning. His stomach growled. That would be his primary concern for the moment.  Not bothering to get properly dressed, he was at home after all, the young boy walked out of the dark bedroom and into the hallway. Going down the stairs, he headed to the living room. 


It was a sort of average living space. There was a television set that often ran cartoons in the morning. There was a radio that had a built in cassette and CD player. Hooked up to the television set was a new game console that  Gumball and Darwin had gotten for Christmas. 


There was a scent wafting in from the kitchen. Lazily, the blue boy dragged himself into the kitchen, curious as to what was being prepared for him this early morning. Whatever it was, it was mouth watering.


Already in the kitchen was Gumball's father, Richard Watterson. Richard was a large, clinically obese pink rabbit. Despite this, he was very happy and comfortable with his body. Richard was singing a song, something he had probably learned as a young rabbit. It was a loud song about scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. 


Gumball's younger sister, Anais was next to her father. She was singing with him, apparently also knowing the lyrics to the song.  She always got along with her father very well. Maybe it had to do with the fact that they were both rabbits. Anais, although fairly shorter and younger than either of her brothers still attended Elmore Jr. High with them. 


Cooking the breakfast was Gumball's mother. Her name was Nicole Watterson. She was a mature female blue cat, the tallest member of the Watterson family. She was wearing a white t-shirt and a black skirt. Seated on top of the t-shirt was a white apron. “Almost done.” She says, grinning at the hungry family. 


“Thank goodness!” Richard says, breaking from his song. “I was worried that it would never be done!” He laughs a bit.


Nicole sighed at the comment. “Well, you can cook for the family for lunch, sweetie.”


Richard gasps and quiets down, which caused his wife to smirk at his reaction. Gumball giggled a little as well, sitting himself across from his sister. “Hey, Anais... you're up early, as usual.” He says, still trying to wake himself up.


“And you're up late as usual.” Anais says, and then wrinkles her face a little. “And you're not even dressed!” She gestures to herself. She was already dressed for the day. She was wearing an orange dress and little white shoes. 


“Yeah, I'll get dressed in a moment.” Gumball says, slumping a little in his chair, yawning. 


Nicole served up breakfast, the same mentioned in her husband's song: Eggs, bacon, and toast. She smiles as Darwin walked in. The goldfish sat down, smiling at his family. “Hi, Mrs. Mom! Thank you so much for breakfast this morning!”


“You're welcome, sweetie.” Nicole says, sitting herself down after she set up her own plate. 


Richard wolfed down his meal, and then helped himself to seconds before anyone even had a chance to take a single bite. Gumball picked at his food, and spread some butter on his toast. “Thanks, mom.” He says, still not fully awake. 


“...Umm, Gumball.” His mother says, flushing at his bare legs. “You ARE a bit under-dressed, honey.” 


“Agh, fine, fine...” The boy says, pushing his seat back. 


Nicole blushed as Gumball headed out of the kitchen. He was growing up rather fast. 


Gumball headed to the bathroom. He pulled off his old dirty clothes and started running the hot water for the shower. The bathroom was fairly large, having a sink, a toilet, a tub that was used for the shower. It also had a little cupboard above the sink for storing toiletries and medication. 


The hot water ran through the young boy's fur. Steam rose as it hit his skin. “Ahh...” Gumball says, feeling the rinsing sensation across his body. He got out some shampoo and soap and started washing himself. Starting from head to bottom. 


He lathered and rinsed his hair. He made sure to swirl and clean at his chest and belly. He also made sure to clean his rear and undercarriage with utmost care. Although many people didn't see those parts of his body, just being clean made him feel better. 


Gumball wouldn't know this, but he was growing very well. A few others HAD in fact noticed this, mostly Sarah, a girl he knew at school. Penny had also taken slight notice at his new developments, mostly the filling out of his little blue bottom. 


Sarah was a girl who attended Elmore Jr. High. She was very tall, but that wasn't the most unusual thing about her. That of course was that fact that she was a walking, talky ice-cream cone! Her interests were mostly in the arts: drawing and writing. 


Penny Fitzgerald was Gumball's girlfriend. She was a young shapeshifter, whose emotions controlled what form she took. She once kept this form a secret from everyone, dressing as a peanut. Gumball of course loved her for who she was, and even after she showed her true form, he still loved her.


Young and inexperienced, their relationship was one of innocence. They often dated at the new restaurant: Dinner, it was inside the Elmore Mall. Penny did enjoy the mall, as well as the Wattersons did at many occasions. Though, Gumball couldn't afford very much. While he stepped out of the shower to dry himself, he thought for a moment. Should he buy Penny a present sometime soon? He didn't have a whole lot of money, but he did have a little bit of Christmas money left. After all, it was Febraury. 


He took a towel from the towel rack and dried his wet fur with it. Would Penny like a new cheerleader uniform? Well, she might like that, but how could he afford something like that? He DID however had that uniform he was lent when he himself tried out for the cheer squad. Though, he doubted it would fit her very well. He also needed to return it. It wasn't technically his, though the school seemed to forget that he still had it. 


He sighs, walking out of the bathroom, a towel draped across his waist. Maybe he should steer away from buying clothes. Sometimes girls took that as offense that they weren't dressing well enough. That was the last thing he wanted to do! 


Gumball went into his room. It was bright now as the sun was out. The boy tossed the towel on the floor and opened his drawer. He pulled out a plain tan sweater, a pair of brown trousers, and a pair of plain white briefs. He wasn't one for being particularly dressy, except if he wanted to impress someone like Penny, or if it was a holiday. He put on the tight undies, and put on his trousers, slipping the sweater over his head and slipping his arms through the sleeves. There. Now they won't complain about him being under-dressed anymore. 


Hopping down the stairs the cat passed through the living room and back into the kitchen. Darwin, Anais, and Richard were already done with their meals. Nicole was still eating, trying to enjoy her meal a little slower than the others. 


Gumball sat at his place and looked at his mom. “Hey, mom... why do you guys care so much about me being dressed in the morning? You didn't care before.” He asks, if a little meekly. 


“Oh, Gummypuss.” His mother said softly, putting her fork on her almost empty plate. “It's just that you're getting to that age where you're starting to, uhh, well, grow a little.” She says, trying to avoid overtly explaining it. “I'll uhh... you'll know soon.” 


Gumball just shrugged, not really getting it. He knew that he was getting older, why should that matter? It WAS his house, after all. He should be allowed to wear whatever he wanted! … or whatever he didn't want to wear. 


He finished up his food, thanking his mother for the delicious meal. He looked around and saw that they were the only two left in the room. He looked into the doorway of the living room and found his father and brother watching television, laughing. Anais wasn't anywhere to be seen, maybe she was in her room getting ready for school. 


“Granny Jojo and Grandpa Louie are going to visit after school.” Nicole tells her son. “I just hope your father doesn't make a big deal about Louie again.”


Her son just shrugged as a response. There was no telling what his father would do. Although he apparently made up with his new father-in-law, he still might have some negative feelings. Darwin rushes into the kitchen, panting. “Hey, Gumball!” He says. “The bus is here, we gotta go now!”


“Coming!” His brother says, leaning to get a kiss from his mother. Nicole plants a loving kiss on her son's forehead and watches him as he heads out to school. 


The door slammed behind the pair. It was a bit windy this morning! “C'mon, c'mon!” Rocky, the school bus driver said. “We haven't got all day!”


“Sorry!” Darwin says, the first to enter the bus. “We didn't hear you arrive...” 


Gumball wanted to add “That makes double for me.” But decided against it. 


“It's okay.” Rocky says, closing the bus door. “These things happen.”


Darwin thanked him and found himself a seat. Gumball sat next to his goldfish brother, sighing and slumping in his seat. He was still a little tired, despite the breakfast. “At least tomorrow's Saturday.” He tells Darwin.


“Yeah, we can finally finish that Legend of Zelmore game we got for Christmas!” Darwin says, rather excited.


“You two are stilling playing Legend of Zelmore?” A voice from behind them chuckles. 


Gumball and Darwin look over the back of their seat to find the form of a young rainbow child behind them. This was Tobias Wilson. Tobias could be described as a almost cloud-like creature, with arms and legs of course. His skin was rainbow colored, and it was hard to find him not wearing his signature sweatband. Why he wore it was anyone's guess. He wasn't much of an athlete. 


“You guys should get the new Doomed Marines game!” He says, chuckling some more. “It's a lot more fun than a baby game like Legend of Zelmore!”


Darwin looked at his brother, who just stared back. They were thinking about it. They had heard of the new game coming out, just before Christmas time. The problem was it was only for adults! You had to be a grown-up to purchase it! Of course their mother would never buy such a violent game! They might be able to convince their dad to buy it for them, but it'd be a tough act for them to hide it. Especially with the console being hooked up to the television in the living room. 


“We're going to get that game soon!” Gumball pipes up. “We just... need to look at the other stuff that came out recently.”


“Like what?” Tobias says, leaning forward a little. “Doomed Marines is the best holiday release that came out. Nothing can touch it!”


Gumball looked to Darwin pleadingly. Darwin blinks and tries to come up with something out. “What Gumball is trying to say is that we already ordered the game.” He says, grinning. “We just haven't got it in, yet! It'll be here any day now.”


“I hope you like it.” Tobias says, going back to his own business.


“Dude!” Gumball whispers to his sibling. “Why did you have to say we already ordered it... if he finds out we lied... we'd have to come up with an even bigger lie to cover it up!” 


“Sorry!” Darwin said, frowning a little. “I just... didn't know what to say, I panicked! Hopefully he won't ask about it anymore.”


“Yeah, hopefully.” Gumball mutters.


The bus rolled to the driveway of Elmore Jr. High. It was a large and very nice looking school. The bus let out a hiss as the door opened. “Alright, everyone out.” Said Rocky, the orange puppet driver. He was also the janitor of the school after all the students were delivered. 


Anais was out first, followed by Tobias, then Gumball and Darwin. Other students left the bus shortly afterwards. Gumball rushed into the large entry doors of the junior high school. It was very spacious inside. Students were talking, spreading gossip, stories, trivia, lies, and school related concerns. 


“Where's Penny?” Gumball asked Darwin as he searched through the various crowds.


“I don't know, maybe she's late.” Darwin said a little sheepishly.


“She's never late. Her father would drive her to school if she missed the bus.”


“I'm sure she's fine.” The goldfish said. 


“Hey guys!” Came a voice from behind him. Gumball and Darwin turned around to see the yellow, always melt-y form of Sarah. “What's up?” She asks the pair.


“Oh, I'm just looking around for Penny.” Gumball said, a little nervously. Sarah was always up to something, and he hoped she wasn't going to try to rope him in her madness again.


“Didn't you hear?” Sarah gasps, looking at Gumball. “Her mother got a phone call from a family member... cousin, I think. She's sick so the family is visiting for support. Didn't she tell you that?”

“Well, uh... no.” Gumball admits, looking down. Maybe she was just a little busy. People tended to get swept up when family members got into any sort of trouble.


“I'm sure everything will be fine.” Sarah says, a bit too optimistically.


“I hope so.” Gumball says, a bit more of a cynic than the ice-cream girl. 


He didn't catch it, but Sarah was looking over his clothes with much interest. She seemed to wrap herself mentally in the stitching of his sweater, the ever slight folds and creases of his trousers. Darwin was oblivious to her observation as well, as he was worried about Penny and her family.


“I'll have to call her after school.” Gumball says, a bit seriously. “Give her my support.”


“I'm sure she'll be fine.” Sarah says, leaning a little closer. This made Gumball take a step back. “You can hang out with me for the day!” She says, getting a little of her yellow ice-cream on the ground. It must be hard being food, especially one that leaked all over the place.


A little hesitant, the young Watterson pauses a little. “Yeah! … I'll uhh, get back to you on that!” He said, hearing the school bell ring. He and Darwin were gone like lightning.


Sarah sighed. Stupid cute guys. She thought to herself. Why do they have to always run... and always go after the wrong girl.


She put her hands on her hips, thinking some more. How was she going to get those two to like her? They always seemed to have other plans when she wanted to hang out with them. It was almost like they were trying to avoid her! Of course, they wouldn't be doing that. Never.


The resident ghost student, Carrie was floating by. She was your typical slightly see-through pale specter. Carrie of all the girls had the most closest interaction with Gumball at one point. Even closer than Penny. Because Carried had overtaken his body on more than one occasion. Being a spirit, she had the ability to enter the bodies of the living and control them with some success. 


To feel what it was like in Gumball's body must have been the best sensation in the world. Sarah followed the ghost curiously. “Hey, Carrie!” She says, her face all too eager.


The ghost turned around and tossed her 'hair' back. “Yeah?” She replied deadpan.


“I have a question to ask you.” Sarah says, hoping she wasn't treading the line too much. She wasn't very good at figuring out where the line actually was. So she usually ended up crossing it multiple times without even realizing it. She'd have to slowly approach this. “Do you mind if I do?”


“You already did.” Carrie says, matter-of-factly.


“Well... yeah, but ANOTHER question.” Sarah stressed. 


“Fiiiine.” The ghost says, sighing. “What is it?”


“Umm...” The ice-cream girl stammered a little. “What was it like... being in Gumball's body?”


“Fine, I guess.” Carrie says, not getting where this was heading. “I mean, who really cares? It's been a little while since I was in there.”


Of course she wouldn't admit that she did feel about the sensations of taking over a young boy's body where something she tended to think about from time to time. She sometimes wanted to try it again, whether it would be Gumball or some other boy. But people weren't happy with her behavior last time, so she watched herself with those urges.


“No, what I mean... what was it like... being... a boy?” Sarah asks quietly. 


Carrie's pale face flushed a bright shade of pink. “Oh... you mean that.” She says. “Well, it felt a little... cramped.” She admits, not wanting to add too many details. “I mean, I only ate with that body. I didn't do a whole lot more. Just the sensation of having flesh was new. But... there were a few other... things.” She says, trying to be a little vague. “I felt a little heavier in a few spots, and not just because I had flesh and blood. Also a little more constrained.”


“Constrained like... down there?” Sarah felt warmth crawl all over her body. This was too far! But she needed to know! She needed to!


“... Yeah.” Carrie admitted, very quietly. “Very much so... I actually wish I had taken a bit of a look. But I was too busy eating it to notice too much at the time. After I got in trouble I couldn't stop think-.” She stopped, “never mind.”


That was all the info Sarah was going to get. It was more than enough, of course. Sarah felt all hot in her cold ice-cream body. Carrie muttered something before she headed to class. “If you could ever find away to help me possess him without us getting in trouble... we could.... like get a closer look.” And she was off.


An offer!


Sarah almost wet herself from the idea of seeing the young boy... No! She shouldn't have thoughts like that. Still though, she did and she couldn't help it. Was Carrie's offer genuine, or was she just bluffing? Sarah would think it over. She didn't have a solution for that problem anyway. Carrie was on watch because of her past behaviors with possession. There had to be a way around it.


She felt an intense sensation in her belly. A fire was growing inside of her chest. That blue cat was just too much! She rushed into the girls' bathroom. It was a plain bathroom, but surprisingly very clean. Rocky did a very good job at taking care of the school, all things considered. 


She opened a bathroom stall and sat her awkward cone body on a toilet. She closed her eyes, thinking of what it must be like to be Gumball. She had once gotten a little close herself. Gumball at one point never locked his bedroom window, making it a very easy room to get into. When the young blue cat and his brother were asleep, she had opened his drawer and gotten into his clothes. There were only shirts and  pants in there that day. His underwear must have been in the laundry room. It was a shame.


Gumball's brown trousers were a little stiff, denim-like. She remembered how thick they were compared to the melting flesh of her ice-cream fingers. His sweater, despite not having been worn recently, seemed very warm. She remembered how she had put on the sweater and the pants. It felt awkward and tight around her larger body, but... it had felt right. 


“Ah...!” 


A little rush of white ice-cream ran from the bottom of her cone. She flushes a little, and rubbed the bottom of her cone, making her bite her lip. Of course, if she had worn his underwear, that would have been the best. But he didn't have any in that day. She had to imagine it. She had seen him in his underwear once. He wore those dorky tighty-whities things. And she loved it so very, very much. Even though she was looking for a little bit of a distance, she could see that the white cotton was very form fitting to his young growing genitals. 


There had been a slight outline of his penis, and below the outline of his testicles. She had wish she had gotten a closer look, but she hadn't been given the opportunity. His briefs also had that slightly tall white waistband that wrapped a bit below his belly button. Oh, it must have been so stretchy, and so tight! A little more white ice-cream leaked from the bottom of her cone, getting all over her fingers. She rubbed at the very tip of the cone, making her fingers wet with it. 


And of course, the underwear had no legs at all, really. They ended so high in his thighs you couldn't really call them 'legs'. They weren't like boxers or shorts. She wished she had seen him turn around, just to see how tightly they fit around that pert blue ass of his. 


“Agh~” She bit her lip again, her cone was almost running like a faucet now. And she hadn't even gotten to the best part. She thought about the front of his underwear, that slight 'y' design with the kink in it. She knew what that was for, she wasn't stupid. That was for his penis, his cock. That was supposed to open and he could just whip it out, right then and there.


Oh, how strange that fly must have felt. If she could just reach over and just touch it-!

“Ahh~!” 


She let out a large squirt of white ice-cream into the toilet. The whole bathroom smelled like vanilla now. She quivers a bit, slumping a little on the toilet. She took her fingers and licked the white off of them. She stood up, and wiped the ice-cream from the bottom of her cone. She smiled, feeling very naughty, but also very safe. She was an ice-cream cone. People wouldn't know that she came white ice-cream. She would never be caught, and no one was in here anyhow. 


She flushed the toilet, watching the dessert flush away. She had to get close to that young boy, she had to!


Gumball was sitting at his desk, looking at Miss Simian who was lecturing about something boring. Miss Simian was very old, ancient baboon. The hair on her head was balding, but she plenty of it all over her body, including her face. She was scraggly, always a little bent over, and had long, hairy, skinny arms. She was wearing a pink dressed that draped on her old body. “Now class.” She says, her voice very high. “I want you to turn your textbooks to page 372 where we'll be looking at the history of Elmore and what...” She trailed off.


“Dude. This. Is. So. Boring.” Gumball said, looking at Darwin who was seated next to him. 


“I know, it seems Miss Simian's really phoning it in now.” The goldfish says, watching her ramble. She just seemed to be paying attention to words coming out of her mouth and not much else. 


“I wish I had that cellphone again.” Gumball mutters. “So I can send a text to Penny...”


“I know you're worried sick.” Darwin said. “But there's nothing we can do. I'm worried too, but maybe Sarah was right. Everything might just be okay. You never know, like... what is her cousin even sick with? We don't know.”


“You're right.” Gumball said, rolling his eyes a little. “I just wish we didn't have to sit here and watch Miss Simian rattle on about... I don't even know what she's saying anymore.”


The baboon teacher leaned and glared at the pair. “Is there something you wish to share with the class?” She asks, her yellow eyes fixated on them.


The Watterson's gulped. They had been caught! “No, no, Miss Siminian!” Gumball said, waving his hands in front of him a little. “We're just... a little concerned about... umm...” He looked around for something to find an excuse for. 


After a quick search on his desk, he saw that his pencil was very short, almost barely a nub. “Just worried that I might run out of lead for my pencil, Miss Simian.” He says, trying to recover. “Can't write a flow of imagination with such a short pencil!”


The baboon rolled her eyes and tossed the cat a pen. “There. Now all of your answers will be permanent.” She says, still glaring at the boy, sending the message that she was onto him. 


Gumball took the pen and smiled nervously. “Thanks, Miss Simian. You're the best!”


The teacher just groaned and went back to her lecture, starting right where she left off with absolute precision. Gumball lowered himself on his seat a little, looking at the pen. Darn it, now he was going to get a bad grade for sure! He'd never been one to write test answers with a pen. He took the pen and tested the ink on the corner of a piece of paper. 


It was red ink! He did a quick take and looked at the pen. It was a plain black pen, usually it'd have black, purple, or blue ink. No, this had red ink! She had accidentally given him her test correction pen!


Miss Simian turned around to draw an illustration on the whiteboard. With this short amount of time, Gumball hatched a devious plan. With his sharp teeth he bit on the back of the pen, and broke it off. He pulled out the ink canister, the was leaking a bit now and dribbled some of the thick red ink on his fingers. Once he had his fingers covered with the crimson mess, he made a slight slamming noise. “AGH!” 


Miss Simian turned back to see Gumball wincing in pain and red dripping from his hand. “It hurts!” The boy shouted, shaking his apparently bleeding hand. He made sure not to get any on the paper or the desk, then he'd be foiled soon! Once they went to clean it, they could tell it was in and not blood right away!


Of course, from this distance, Miss Simian could not. She gasped and pulled an intercom from her desk. “Hello? … yes, a student has injured himself. Yes, it's Gumball again. No, not a pencil in his nose this time. I think he cut his hand. Yes. Yes. I'll send him right away.” 


She stood up, looking at the boy, trying to not look suspicious, even though she was. “Go to the school nurse. She'll fix you up. Be more careful.” 


Darwin had watched Gumball's entire act and knew this was all a trick. He looked like he was sad, and tears flew from his eyes. “Don't die out there!” He says, crying.


Gumball, out of his seat, looked back with teary eyes. “I won't! … I'll be back! Oh, I hope I can maaake iiit!” He said in a dramatic tone as he left the room of astonished student who just stared at him in shock. His little 'wound' looked pretty nasty.


He walked in the bright hallway of Elmore Junior High, clutching his 'bleeding' hand's wrist with his free hand. He made sure to look like he was in immense pain. Ha ha, that Miss Simian! She totally fell for it! All he ha to do was go to the nurse, show her the gruesome 'wound' and then go home. Wait... how was he going to fool the nurse? He didn't think this through! 


He couldn't simply just leave school. He had done that too many times. He could get explelled! And while that would be a good thing to him, his parents wouldn't appreciate it. As he walked into the nurse's office, he tried to figure out a plan to fool her into thinking that he was injured. 



“Oh my gosh!” The bandage nurse said, staring at his hand as he held it out. “That looks really bad! What did you cut yourself on?” 
 
“Umm... paper cut?” Gumball said, a little sheepishly.


“What kind of paper are they using nowadays?” The bandage shook her head in disgust. “Alright, let me take a closer look at it.” The bandage lady attempted to grip gently at Gumball's 'wound' but he pulled his hand back. “AGH! IT HURTS!”


A little red dot had found itself on the finger of the bandage nurse. She looked at it, very closely. “...wait, this isn't blood!” She says. “This is ink!”


“...so, uhh... False alarm?” Came a little voice from the blue cat.


“I'm going to get the principal.” The nurse replied, angrily.


Gumball sighed. He should have known it wasn't going to be that easy. Maybe for Miss Simian. But... 


The bandage ranted into the phone and it wasn't long before Principal Brown was in the nurse's office, looking very serious. Principal Brown was a tall, for lack of a better term: hair creature. He was large, and covered with a thick coat of brown hair. He wore a pair of large black glasses. He tended to be fairly strict at time. 


“Just what do you have to say for yourself, Watterson?” He asks, hands on his hips in a show of anger. 


“That... I made a mistake?” The boy says, earnestly. “I really thought that red stuff was blood. It was like a... pla-cee-bo effect.”


“You mean the placebo effect.” Principal Brown says, looking over the boy. “Are you sure you weren't trying to get out of school again? You've missed school at least ten times on January!”


“Well, I-uhh...”


“Oh, what am I saying.” Principal Brown pinched at his own face. “Kids never listen to me. You'd think they would, but they never do. I think it's time you talked to Mr. Small again, maybe you'll listen to him!”

