The Obsession, Part 2, by YoYoMonkey.

(All characters are owned by Cartoon Network and Ben Boqulet.) 


Gumball felt a sense of dread as he was lead into Mr. Small's office. Mr. Small was a tall cloud-man, resembling a figure made out a cotton balls. He was wearing a loudly colored jacket with rainbow colored jeans beneath. At the appearance of the young Watterson, Mr. Small seemed equally horrified. 


“Him, again?” Mr. Small protested to Mr. Brown who had lead the cat into his office. “I've tried time and time again to help him... but it never works.”

“At least keep him here until school is over.” Mr. Brown told the counselor gruffly. “He's caused a disturbance in class.”

“Can I say anything-?” Gumball tried to interject. 


“No!” Both Small and Brown retorted.


Mr. Brown left the small office, closing the door behind him. Mr. Small calmly tried to assess Gumball's posture. “So, Gumball... what brings you into my office... again?” He asks, with just a slightly pleading tone. 


“I'm just worried about Penny...” Gumball admitted.


“Oh, what's wrong with her?” Mr. Small seemed a little curious. Maybe he could find a solution this time! At least, that's what he was hoping.


“I heard her cousin was sick and that she was visiting her.” Gumball tried to explain. “She didn't arrive to school today, and well, y'know... just sometimes I worry. The reason I'm so worried is that she never told me herself about all of this. I heard it from Sarah.”


“Oh, yes, I see now.” Mr. Small stroked his white cottony chin. “You worry because she didn't tell you, which makes it seem like it might be more serious. What you need to know, Gumball is that I'm sure Penny has her reasons. Or she could have just forgotten, being swept up with the illness of a family member.”


“You could be right.” Gumball replied.


“I don't think you should worry too much.” Mr. Small went on. “Regardless of if you knew what was going on, you couldn't do anything. I'm sure everything will be alright, she might be here tomorrow, even. But making a scene at school and getting the princepal involved isn't going to solve anything. Here, let me pull out some sayings to help you feel better...”


Sarah was loafing around the school halls, trying to figure out where Gumball was. He wasn't in his class, that was for sure. He wasn't with Darwin either. Sarah hiked her olive green backpack over her ice cream cone shoulder. The text books weighed the pack heavy, making it slap across her backside. 


She heard a small jingle from the left side pocket of her backpack. With a groan, she opened it and fished out her cellular phone. There was a text. It read “I can see you. Are you looking for him?” Sarah could feel her yellow blood run even colder. She wasn't familiar with the number and it didn't have any contact information. She looked around, trying to see who was spying on her. She gulped and hastily send a reply. “Who are you?”


A text came back. “I'm looking for the same person you are: Gumball Watterson.”


There was a ring from her phone. The stranger was calling her! She accepted the call and pushed the phone to her eye, panting a little. A strange voice could be heard from the speakers. “Sarah, I know that who we're looking for is one and the same. Though our reasons for looking for him may be different.. I trust we share the same... obsession.”


The voice was odd, changing in pitch constantly. It must have been some sort of voice modification so she couldn't tell who was talking. She frantically spoke into her cellphone. “Okay... if... you won't tell me who you are... just tell me... why are you calling me?”


“Because I believe we can help each other.” The voice replied back. “We can both get Gumball. I just want a few things in return.”


“Oh yeah... what's that?” Sarah asked.


“These are my demands.” The voice said simply. 


The call ended. Sarah was confused. Was there some sort of disconnection? Then there was a jingle and another text arrived. She looked at the text, shuddered slightly... then a smile crawled up her lips. Yes. This could work. She texted back: “Yes, I have what you want. So how can you help?”


A text reply: “Read carefully, this is what you need to do.”


There came a long list of steps, very detailed. Whoever this was had put a lot of work into this plan. It seemed that Sarah wasn't the only one obsessed with Gumball Watterson. She wasn't sure if that was a good thing, or very, very bad.


She trembled a little, and felt an urge growing at her groin. She could almost taste the cotton of Gumball's briefs in her mouth. Her mouth began to water as she thought of that blue fluffball in her arms. That little cat, with his silky smooth voice, that tightly placed ass, and those... oh! She had to stop thinking, or she was going to leak all over the hall room floor.  


Then, she got curious. A little two curious. She sent the stranger a text: “What can you give me now? Do you have anything of Gumball's?” 


A two word reply: “Some jeans.”


Oh! Sarah felt like she could die! “Can... you leave them somewhere for me?” She texted the stranger.


“Yes. Promise me you'll help me get him, and you can have them.”


“Oh, I promise!” She texted back. “We will BOTH have Gumball Watterson to ourselves!”


“They're yours.” 


She heard a slight thud behind her, and turned back. There they were, flat on the ground. One of Gumball Watterson's blue jeans. She stepped toward them and looked around, hoping to get a glance at the stranger. She couldn't find them. She once again got curious, too curious, and sent a text. “...what can I call you?” She texted.


“Mr. You.”


At least now she had some sort of name, even though it was more than likely fabricated. She couldn't care that much right now. She had some jeans to explore. She gripped the hard denim and rushed into the girl's room. She headed to a stall and closed the door, locking it. No one was in at the time, but... she tried to be quiet.


The jeans were a faded denim blue, with some very obvious grass stains in all sorts of spots. Obviously this must have been worn when Gumball had been doing some sort of sport, or exercises. She licked along the right knee of the jeans, getting some of the grass stain into her mouth. She shuddered. The rough denim and old stain felt delectable on her tongue. 


Of course, she had to go straight to desert. She gripped at the small zipper handle on the groin of the jeans, staring at it intently. She let go and leaned, pressing her tongue against the closed zipper teeth. A small spurt of white erupted from the the bottom of her cone. “Yessss...” She tried to moan out, a little quietly.  She pushed her tongue down against the zipper and felt it part each of the zipper teeth individually. She could hear each slight noise as the zipper trailed downward. She pulled back and stared at the undone jeans. She pressed her tongue into the open fly of the jeans. She could feel the teeth of the zipper against her sensitive pink flesh. She shuddered and came into the toilet, making the bathroom smell like vanilla. “Aaah...ahhh...hhhaa...” She folded the jeans and put them into her backpack. After gaining her composure, she remembered something: Carrie!

Carrie could help her as well. She suspected for a moment that Mr. You was Carrie... but why would Carrie ever try to hide her identity? She would have no reason to. Wiping some of the vanilla ice cream off from the bottom of her cone, she sent a text back. “Thanks for the jeans... they're delicious. But I know someone else who can help us. Do you know a ghost named Carrie?”


Mr. You's response was: “No.”


“Well, she can possess people. It'll make your plan simpler. Here's how it'll work without adding suspicion...”


The school bell rang. Gumball tiredly headed out of Mr. Small's office. He was tired, and not in the best of moods, still worrying about Penny. When he got home, he was going to call her on the home phone. Then he'd feel better. 


The young cat saw Darwin walking through the hallways. He was about to greet his goldfish brother until Mr. Brown bumped into the young blue boy. “Gumball!” Mr. Brown said, looking downward. “I've gotten a call from your mother. She said she's come here to pick you up. Personally.” Mr. Brown seemed a little stern with his voice. This wasn't good. “I told her about your little incident today and she's not very happy. I'm sure she has some discipline devised for you.”


Gumball sighed. Great, this was going just great. When his mom was angry, there was nothing more scarier. Not even Tina Rex's father! “Alright, I'll be right there.” He told the princepal.


Mr. Brown left the young Watterson by himself. Gumball looked for his brother but he was no where to be found. He figured that Darwin was probably already with his mom. 


Gumball left the school to feel that the cold February air was assaulting him. He shivered and tucked his hands into his pants pockets. He looked around the parking lot, but couldn't see his family van or car anywhere. Had Nicole left without him? He couldn't see Darwin either. This was pretty strange. 


“Hey, Gumball!” Came a voice from behind him. 


Gumball turned around to see Sarah, carrying an overstuffed olive green backpack over her shoulders. She was going to talk his ears off again, wasn't she? Well, maybe she had news about Penny. He could ask her about that.


“Hey, Sarah.” Gumball said, trying not to be too worried at the moment. “Have you seen my mom or Darwin? Mr. Brown said that my mom was going to pick me up.”


“Oh, yeah, she was here.” Sarah said. “I saw her park right there.” She pointed to an empty parking spot. “But I think she got a page from work and had to take off with only Darwin inside.”


“Oh, great, just my luck...” Gumball muttered.


“Well, the good news is... Penny's going to be back tonight.” Sarah said, giving the young boy a wink.


“She is?” Gumball's heart began to race. She was okay! Hopefully everything went right with her cousin. Maybe he should give her some space, in case things didn't go okay. “That's great to hear. I was worried about her.”


“The buses are all gone.” Sarah notice, looking at the now empty parking lot. “I can help you walk home, if you'd like.”


“I don't think that's needed-!”


“No, I insist!” Sarah says, getting a little close. “You never know what's out there!”


“Fine, fine.” Gumball rolled his eyes. 


“Great!”


Gumball tried to relaxed as he walked home. Being so early in the year, it was already starting to get dark outside. He could feel his feet getting cold as the sidewalk seemed eerily chilly. Maybe he should invest some money into wearing shoes. 


“So how was your day?” Sarah asked, looking over his shoulder. 


“It sucked.” Gumball said, looking back a little. Sarah was awfully tall. “I had to be with Mr. Small all day.”


“Mr. Small isn't that bad.” Sarah said, trying to cheer him up. 


They stopped at the stop sign to let cars go by. Gumball looked at the cheap electronic watch that he was wearing on his blue furry wrist. It was barely three fifty. There seemed to be a lot of cars out, he'd have to watch himself. 


“Gumball, do you ever get scared at night?” Sarah asked, in a low tone.


“Not... really.” Gumball lied. He was terrified at night, but it wasn't really night right now. It just seemed like it. After these cars passed, it wouldn't be long before he was safe and sound at Watterson Manor, where he could relax and call Penny, then play Legend of Zelmore until dinner, and then get some sleep. “Why, are you scared at night?”


“Sometimes.” Sarah said, shrugging her shoulders. “You never can tell what goes around at night. Could be all sorts of bad guys, ghosts, and monsters.”


“Don't be silly, we'll be fine.” Gumball had had enough of Sarah's nonsense. She just seemed to want to chatter on and on. 


Then Gumball felt a chilly presence come over him. His feet began to feel as cold as icicles. He hoped off of the sidewalk and into some grass near a gas station parking lot. “Gumball, watch out!” Came Sarah's voice. 


Gumball turned to see a mist approaching him. He ducked and it flew over him. He  felt the hair on his head grow cold as the mist barely touched him. He couldn't see Sarah anywhere! He stood up, then was on the ground again, freezing. The sensation covering his entire body, like it was frozen in a chunk of ice. Now he knew what it was like living as a television dinner. His mind began to race as his body wasn't obeying himself. He couldn't run, he couldn't do much of anything. He felt something intrude in his mind... a familiar sensation.


“No, no!” Gumball yelled out. But he didn't yell out, nothing came. It was only in his mind that he was screaming. He wasn't alone in his mind. Someone else was there too. “Quit struggling, you're making this harder than it is!” It was Carrie's voice!


“Carrie... stop!” Gumball shouted to her. “Stop this, right now!”


“Or what?” Carrie said, slowly taking control of Gumball's legs. She let out a sigh. “Ohh... your legs feel good, Gumball...”


“Stop, those are mine!” The boy protested. 


He felt his legs moving against his will, and soon his arms, and the rest of his body followed. He couldn't struggle, there was nothing he could do. He felt his personal energy being sapped away and replaced with Carrie's.


Sarah came into view, smiling at him. “It worked!”


“Yeah. His mother was harder to possess than him.” Carrie said, using Gumball's voice. 


“How does he feel?” Sarah asked, relishing in curiosity. 


“He feels soooo good!” Carrie said, using Gumball's body to purr. “Oh my god... his body.. his clothes... wrapped around me...”


Sarah grinned, getting closed to Gumball. “Carrie... do you mind if I... touch him, just a little?”


“Go ahead...” Carrie said, murring a little. “I'll try to keep a hold of him. He may try to escape... don't take too long.”


“I'll try not too.” Sarah said quietly, getting on her knees.


Gumball could see everything, even though he couldn't do anything. He watched as Sarah was on her knees, right in front of him. What was she planning? 


Sarah was staring at the groin of his brown denim trousers. She licked her lips and gripped at the small metal zipper that held everything closed. Gumball's body tensed as she gripped his zipper. Was that Carrie's reaction, or Gumball trying to escape? Regardless, she didn't care. She was in her own world right now. She pulled the zipper down, and was rewarded with a slight view of the bright white briefs he was wearing. She opened the zipper more with her fingers. She peers into the opening, looking at the white briefs, staring at the slight outline of the boy's penis. “...Jesus.” She mutters.


“Hurry up!” Carrie shouted.


Sarah pulled down the boy's trousers. There he was, pantsless in front of two girls! Carrie could feel all the embarrassment that Gumball could feel. It felt great! She licked along the front of his briefs. She could feel the flaccid member of his penis pulsing slightly under the tasty white cotton. She slide her tongue into the fly of his briefs, feeling the inner layer of his underwear. The taste was simply divine.


Gumball's thoughts were racing. Why was Sarah putting her tongue in there? That was so weird! It was super strange... did she have some sort of interest in his underwear? Why that part? He was panting. He was starting to become... aroused. 


Carrie felt the sensation of blood pouring into the boy's young penis. She let out a moan, through Gumball's body. This was distracting her! Gumball could feel himself getting a little bit of control as Carrie was enjoying Sarah tonguing his briefs. He moved his right foot a little. It reacted, moving how it should. Yes! He tried to jump backwards. He leaped of the grass and landed on his ass on some pavement.  He let out a shriek as his butt hurt a bit from the impact. He saw Sarah was staring right at him. The impact must have affected Carrie's possession, as he felt his body was under his control again. He kicked the trousers that were around his ankles off, and got up on his two feet, running from the pair!


Carrie rubbed her ghostly head as she gathered herself. When Gumball had landed on the ground, he didn't notice that he'd also hit the back of his head. Carrie was the one who felt that impact for him, and was now out of his body. Carrie stared at Sarah, grumbling. “Great! Thanks to your weird obsession with Gumball's underwear... we've lost him!”


“We'll find him! He can't of gone far!” Sarah said, on her feet again. The pair rushed behind the gas station, where they had seen Gumball running to.  They could see Gumball climbing over a hedge bush. Carrie rushed in front of Sarah, trying to get to Gumball so that she could possess him again. Gumball jumped off of the hedge. Carrie wasn't that far behind and merely phased through the bushes. She turned to try to find Gumball, but couldn't find him. Sarah was looking through the bushes, but he wasn't there either. “Damn...” Sarah muttered.


Sarah pulled her cellphone from her backpack and send a text to Mr. You. “We lost him. We had him, but he escaped. What do we do?”


A reply: “Where are you?”


“At the TDM Gas Station.” Sarah sent the reply. 


“I'll be there. Wait for me.”


Sarah gulped. She wasn't sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing.


Gumball kept running, his junk bouncing, being kept in place by the tightness of his underwear. He panted, getting tired fairly quickly, but the adrenaline coursing through his veins was helping him run. He'd be at home soon. He could tell his mother and father what happened and he'd be safe. He knew that Sarah was obsessed about him, but he wasn't sure how much she was. Now he knew what lengths she was willing to go. He was glad Darwin was with his mother. Wait... Sarah had told him about that. Was that a lie, or was that the truth? Now he was worried about Darwin.


He just had to keep running. That's all he could do. It was cold out, he could feel the cold dark air going through his sweater. He was embarrassed as nearby cars could probably see that he was clearly not wearing any pants. Though, this tended to happen a lot, so he was a bit less embarrassed this time. He was sweating by the time he could see his house. It wouldn't be long before he was inside, nice and warm. He saw a car pull up beside him, and then in front of him, putting the front wheels into the sidewalk. That was very illegal! The side doors opened and Sarah was inside, grabbing the young boy and putting him inside. The car then took off, going back on the road. 


Gumball struggled, trying to get out of Sarah's grasp, but he couldn't. It wouldn't matter anyway. Even if he could escape from her grasp, how was he going to escape a moving vehicle? … who was driving?


Gumball relaxed, his body admitting defeat. “Okay, okay... you got me.” He says, sighing heavily. “What do you want with me?”


“Well, I want you... all of you.” Sarah said, putting at hand on his ass. Gumball could feel a cold hand grope his ass, squeezing his right ass-cheek firmly. Sarah kneaded at the covered butt, feeling his spongy, pert flesh. “... The driver... Mr. You. He has some... unfinished business with you.” Gumball tried to turn around to see the driver. He couldn't see much, just the dark outline of a small figure. Then Sarah gripped his head and made him face her. “No, he doesn't want to be seen, not yet. I have to have you before he does.” She laughs, feeling at his butt again. 


Gumball blushed, moaning a little. He was starting feel aroused again, but, he knew he wasn't supposed to be. But all this attention on his body, it made him feel... something different. She grinned and pulled his shirt off, looking at his torso. Gumball wasn't a chubby boy. He had a somewhat skinny tummy, and a very cute tight chest. She felt his left nipple, which made him purr out. The cold ice cream fingers made his nipple erect. She could feel the pink flesh erupting from the blue fur of his chest. “You have the most wonderful body.” She tells him, staring at admiring his flesh. “I don't know how you got it... I'm envious.”


Gumball felt his body shiver at the coldness of her flesh against his. “Nng... where's Darwin... is he okay?” 


“Your brother is fine, safe at him. He was on the bus.” She tells him, grinning. “Your mother never came to the school. Carrie possessed her and called the school, saying that she was coming, but she never did. It was a set up to get you to miss the bus.” 


Gumball glared at her. “You had my mom possessed!?”


“Yeah... she's fine, she doesn't even remember. I'd never hurt anyone. Haha...haah....HAHAHA!” Sarah broke out in laughter, hugging his body and pushing the smaller body against her cone. Gumball could feel some vanilla ice cream was on his toes now.  “You're... leaking.” He says, a little worried now. Was he ever going to see home now?


“It means I feel good.” Sarah says, pushing Gumball down now. “Okay... lay down. Don't resist anything. You'll be fine, I'm not going to hurt you.”


Sarah looked at the young boy, laying flat against the floor of the van. She spread his legs and looked at the outline of his young testicles in his briefs. She grips at his nuts, groping them gently. Gumball exhaled loudly, feeling his orbs being touched. Strangely, her ice cream did not stain his flesh nor his underwear. 


She hooked a finger into the fly of his underwear, making him let out a cute little squeal. Gumball looked at her face nervously, panting. “...why... do you like... touching me there?” The boy asks. The girl bites her lip, staring. “I don't know... there's something about these underwear. Your body is magnificent... and these underwear magnify it, making it so much better. There's something about your underwear that compliment it. The texture of the cotton... the bright white... this fly... everything is just so adorable.” She hooks another finger into the fly of his briefs and parts the layers.  


The boy's young erection was fished out of the opening of his briefs. Gumball's penis was blue, and had an adorable pinkish glans. He had very obvious foreskin, which was very surprising. His young erection was bobbing, veins obvious. She stared at the cock in awe, watching it pulse. “... it's so beautiful.” She tells Gumball. She bit her lip. She was very envious. She wished she could have a cock... especially one like Gumball's. 


“Stop... looking at my... privates...” Gumball protested weakly. 


“Never.” Sarah gripped at his foreskin. Some of it was covering his glans. She peeled it back and was rewarded with the intense smell of young boy cock. She looked at the pink mushroom head of his member, looking at his urethral meatus. “You boys are so lucky...” She mutters. 


“Huh?”


“Nothing...” She grips the cock with her thumb and pointer finger, holding it loosely. “... do you ever name it, or talk to it?”


“No... that's weird.” Gumball says, moaning. Sarah could feel the blood coursing through the veins of his penis, running under her fingers. The throbbing it was doing made it look alive, separate. “Well, I'm going to name it... and I'm going to talk to it.”


“It... won't talk back...” Gumball says, moaning a bit. 


Sarah poked at his cockhole with a free finger. Gumball moaned out loudly. She leaned, staring at it as if it were an eyeball. She looked at the small cavern and pushed her tongue, rolling it over his meatus. Gumball let out a loud yelp, as if he'd been hurt! Sarah pulled back, staring at the quivering boy. Gumball's hips were thrusting a little. She saw a small spurt of precum erupt from his urethra. That might be the first cum that he'd ever released in his young life.


“Ohh... lookit that.” She says, looking at the string of precum dripping from his cock. “Someone's really aroused.” She pushed her face right in front of his face. “I bet this is your first time... how does it feel?”


“Feels... pretty... good.” Gumball admitted.


“Feels good, huh?” Sarah got closer to his face. “Does it feel good... that your first time is going to be with me? And not Penny? Hmm... hmm... what will Penny think of you? Has she ever even seen your penis?”


Gumball frowned. “No, she hasn't... she's... seen my underwear... but not... that...” He sniffled a little. Was he ever going to see Penny again? 


“Yes... those undies...” Sarah pushed her nose against his covered testicles, sniffing at his underwear deeply. “Haaaa...haaaaa...”


Gumball looked up at her, scared. She was crazy. He had to figure out a way out of here, a way to get home. But... it was tempting to stay. He did like all the attention his body was getting. Though he was equally as afraid.


The van stopped. Sarah's faced accidentally plowed into Gumball's chest. She sniffed at his chest, licking at the middle. Gumball purrs a little, but tries to speak. “Why... why did we stop?”  


“I...don't know.” Sarah admits, sitting up. She looked at the silhouetted form of the driver. 


“We're here.” He says.
