Gumball awoke to the sound of humming machinery.
“What the…where am I?”

Taking a look around, Gumball saw that he was in a room of some sort, with walls made of steel. Overhead, a single fluorescent light was the sole source of illumination, if you could call it that. Directly ahead of him was a large glass window, beyond which he could see another room lined with computer servers.
“Okay…creepy…” Gumball tried to scratch his head, only to find that he can’t move his arms. Straining his head back, Gumball saw that he was shackled to the wall.

“Great…”

“Ah, good. You’re awake.” A voice coming out of nowhere made the cat jump.

“Ah! What the hell?”

“I’m sure as you’ve noticed by now, you’re not in your house anymore.”

“Yeah, what the hell do you want?” Gumball had managed to pinpoint the source of the voice – a speaker mounted on the ceiling he hadn’t spotted before. PA system.

“It’s quite simple, my dear blue friend. You ever wonder where goat milk came from?”
“Uh, from goats, obviously?” Even though there was no image, Gumball could tell whoever that voice belonged to was rolling his eyes, and he smirked. At least he still got his wit.

“Ugh. You know what, let’s just skip the banter.” The red light suddenly turned bright white, causing Gumball to squint a bit. When his eyes adjusted, Gumball let out a small gasp at the scene in front of him. “Holy shit…”
Chichi was in front of him, cuffed and tied up face down onto a table. He was also facing away from him, so unfortunately Gumball got greeted to a nice view of his butt – he tried to push that image out of his memory quickly – and beneath the goat was an empty glass jar. Next to him, there was a trolley filled with all manner of sex toys, a seemingly random assortment of other objects and…

“Wait, is that a popsicle on that trolley?” 

“That’s the biggest question bothering you?” The shackles holding Gumball to the wall suddenly released, and finding himself losing his balance Gumball fell down onto the floor with an oof.

“Anyway, the gist is, fill that jar with milk and you get to leave.” The speaker crackled, and Gumball took that to mean whoever that mysterious person was disconnected. Brushing himself off, Gumball took another look at the sight in front of him.
“Fuuuuck…” On one hand, Gumball had to admit the situation he was in was kind of fucked up, but on the other hand, it was kind of hot seeing the goat tied up and helpless like this. Walking over to the trolley he picked up the popsicle and inspected it.
“How the heck is this not melting?”

“Mmmph!” Gumball turned his head to look at Chichi. Now that he was to his side, he could see that the goat was also blindfolded and gagged with duct tape. He was also wearing a pair of sound mufflers, so Gumball was pretty sure the guy couldn’t hear him.

“Okay, enough of this. I might not like the guy, but I’m not playing this weirdo’s stupid game.” Walking over to Chichi, Gumball went and removed the mufflers and the blindfold. The goat blinked a few times to get used to the sudden light before spotting who was in front of him and his eyes narrowed.

“Mmmph, mmph!”

“I can’t hear you. Just a mo.” Gumball went and ripped the duct tape gag off as well.

“Yow! That hurts like hell! What the fuck is wrong with you, you crazy insane…let me go this instant!”
“Chichi, calm down. I didn’t do this.”

“Yeah, sure you didn’t. Who else would have?”
“I don’t know. Some guy wanted me to, and I quote, ‘fill a jar with your goat’s milk’. Wow, that does not sound pleasant no matter how you say it.”

“Okay you retard, first you should know that milk comes from females, and second, you really expect me to believe that shit?”

“I am telling the truth, jerk.  And I’m pretty sure they weren’t talking about the typical kind of milk.” Gumball reached over and pulled the trolley over into Chichi’s view. The goat took a second to process before glaring at the cat again.

“Don’t drag me into one of your sissy fag fantasies, cat. I…mmmph!” Whatever Chichi was about to say Gumbal didn’t know because he had quickly grabbed the closest item – a canine dildo – and shoved it into the goat’s mouth.

“Alright, I thought I was going to be nice and we could find a way to escape together, but I forgot how much I don’t like you, you stupid homophobic slur using prick.”
Chichi was trying to spit the object in his mouth out, but unfortunately for him the fake canine knot worked just as well as a real one in keeping itself locked in place and all he ended up doing was suckle on it. Despite himself, Gumball felt his pants tighten. The cat looked over at the trolley, still filled with all manner of kinky things that Gumball had only seen in videos.
It was really tempting to try them out.
“Ah, fuck it. Maybe just one. Serves you right for using the f-word, anyway.” Taking a bullet vibrator Gumball went behind Chichi and shoved the tiny device up his butt, earning a grunt from the goat. Using a finger Gumball slowly pushed it further up inside him before flicking it on at the lowest setting, causing a few more grunts to come out of him. Purring to himself in approval, Gumball slowly increased the intensity, noting how Chichi’s hands clenched into fists as he tried to compose himself.

“Mmmmph!” With a muffled cry the hircine ejaculated, depositing a small amount of ‘milk’ into the jar. Gumball turned the vibe back down to the lowest setting before walking around and removing the dildo out of Chichi’s mouth.
“30 seconds? Seriously? No wonder you don’t have a girlfriend.” Gumball couldn’t help give a smug smile.

“Fuck you. Where’s your boyfriend Darwin then, you….argh!” Gumball had immediately bumped the vibe back up to maximum intensity before the goat could finish his sentence. Again with a cry, Chichi came, adding a bit more to the jar.

“Actually, I think I’m the one fucking you.” Gumball smirked.

“If you think you’re gonna put your tiny dick inside me you’re gonna be sorely mistaken, you fa…mmmph!” Gumball had shoved the canine dildo back into Chichi’s mouth unceremoniously.
“Alright, that’s enough language coming out of you.” Still, what Chichi said gave Gumball an idea. He hadn’t intended on pounding the little shit himself, but now…
Gumball took a second bullet vibrator and also shoved it up Chichi’s ass, Chichi giving yet another grunt. This, too, he turned up to the highest setting. Chichi’s breathing became heavier and his hands clenched even more tightly. Removing his own pants and underwear, the cat stood behind the goat, a small smile coming to his face.

A small beep came from above him, and Gumball looked up to see a screen had descended from the ceiling.

You’re supposed to use lube.

Gumball grinned. “Do I have to?”
The screen went blank for a few seconds before being replaced by a new line of text.

You need a psychiatrist or something.

“Aren’t you the one who kidnapped me and placed me in here? You want this to happen as much as I do.”
Touché.
The screen turned off and Gumball went back to lining up his cock up against Chichi. With a strong grunt Gumball thrusted and entered, Chichi giving a muffled scream.
“Fuck…maybe I should’ve loosened you up first.” Without lube Gumball was finding it rather hard to move, though the two vibes were plenty enough to give Gumball the stimulation he wanted. Closing his eyes Gumball enjoyed the tingly sensations.
“I wonder what else is available?” Gumball scanned the trolley, eventually settling on a jar of itching powder. “Ooh, this looks interesting.” Putting on a surgical glove that was next to the powder, Gumball stick a finger into the jar before applying generous amounts to Chichi’s feet. “Let’s see you squirm.”
Chichi started flexing his toes in an attempt to scratch the itch, but he was still bound up too tight to do anything other than that. In the meantime, Chichi had loosened enough for Gumball to start slowly sliding in and out of him. The sounds the goat was making was incomprehensible, a mix of pain, pleasure and discomfort muffled by the silicone still in his mouth.
“Argh, fuck…this feels so good…you’re so tight…” Sliding turned into proper thrusting as Gumball went faster, making the goat grunt-scream as he was pounded from behind. Each time Gumball thrust in, Chichi couldn’t help but involuntarily clench, making Gumball purr at the feeling of tightness wrapped around him. The two vibrators still inside Chichi did their job, adding on to the mimosa of sensations that Gumball was experiencing as he bumped into them, sending a nice shiver down his cockhead. Gumball grabbed onto the sides of the table for support and with a small wheeze, Gumball came inside the cream-coloured goat, panting as he came down from his post-orgasm high.
“Jesus…holy cow…” Still woozy from what he’d just done, Gumball took a few moments to compose himself before sliding out of Chichi with a wet squelch. Pulling his pants back up, Gumball ducked down to see the jar. Chichi had managed to come once or twice himself while Gumball was inside him, and the jar was now half full.
Chichi was still squirming and flexing his toes like his life depended on it. Gumball went back round to take the dildo out of Chichi’s mouth again.

“Okay, okay…I’m sorry I called you a fag. Please, just scratch my feet for me, it itches so bad!”

“Oh, I’ll definitely scratch them for you…” Going back to the trolley Gumball grabbed an electric toothbrush, turning it on and giving a small nod of approval at the soft hum. Bringing the tool over to Chichi he slowly ran the brush over Chichi’s feet, making the goat laugh involuntarily.
“Not like that, you little shit!”

“Well too bad, that’s all you’re getting.” Gumball continued running the toothbrush over the goat’s hind quarters, Chichi descending into helpless laughing. Up, down, over, Gumball made sure to get right between the toes as his own dick sprang to life once more, arousal at the fact that he was tickling Chichi mercilessly and all the poor goat could do was laugh, unable to stop the assault upon him. After all, sadism didn’t have to only be physical pain.

Grinning again as another idea got into his head, Gumball grabbed a second toothbrush and also turned it on, using it on Chichi’s other foot, making sure that his movements were erratic so Chichi couldn’t predict where the next wave would come.
Chichi’s breathing became ragged and Gumball stopped. No good having him pass out. Gumball turned the toothbrushes off and went back to the trolley, eager to find another object to test.

“Gumball, I am going to beat your stupid ass so hard once I get out of here.”
“Chichi, Chichi, Chichi. You really have to stop giving me ideas.” Grabbing a paddle Gumball gave it a few test swings before landing his next blow on Chichi’s behind. “Fore!”
“Ow! That really stings, you dickhead! Also, ‘fore’ is a golf term!”

“Would you shut up?” Gumball gave Chichi another butt smack with the paddle. “Also, lose some weight, it’s like I’m hitting a bowl of gelatin.” Smack. Smack. Smack. After a good 20 or so paddles, Chichi’s butt was bright red, but at least he’d shut up. Gumball thought it matched the natural cream colour of the goat rather well. Putting down the paddle Gumball picked up the popsicle and was about to give it a lick when he heard a beep from above again.
I wouldn’t if I were you. That ice lolly’s hot sauce flavoured.

Gumball grinned. “Well, I know exactly where this should go.” And so Gumball put the popsicle up Chichi’s butt, joining the vibrators.

“Yow! That’s really cold!”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure it’ll be warmer in a minute.” Indeed, a minute or so later Chichi was gasping again as the popsicle melted, coating his inside with hot sauce and creating a burning sensation that brought tears to the goat’s eyes.

“Ow, ow, ow! Gumball, remove it please!”
“Alright, don’t be such a crybaby.” Gumball took the popsicle out of Chichi. “But my mom’s always taught me not to waste food, so you’d better finish it.” To emphasize what he meant, Gumball waved the popsicle in front of Chichi’s face.
“Fuck you, I am not putting that in my mouth after where it’s been!” Chichi kept his mouth closed.

“Alright, if you insist on being difficult…” Gumball pinched Chichi’s nose, cutting off his air supply, watching as the goat struggled to get his nose free. Chichi clenched his hands into fists again as he slowly lost oxygen, but Gumball held firm even as the goat started turning blue and then purple. Finally, Chichi couldn’t hold it anymore and opened his mouth to take a breath, where Gumball took the opportunity to put the popsicle in. Using one hand to keep Chichi’s mouth closed, Gumball grabbed a ball gag from the trolley and put it on the goat.
“Mmmmmmph!” Gumball gave Chichi a condescending pat.

“Shall we try the nipple clamps next?”
Chichi shook his head.

“Do you know in Bulgaria shaking your head means yes? You really should’ve specified.”
Chichi glared daggers at Gumball, who pretended not to notice. Sitting down so he could get under the table, Gumball noted that the middle of the table had a large cutout, allowing him free access to Chichi’s front. Gumball clipped the two clamps onto Chichi, giving one and then the other a few tugs. “Hey look, now it’s like I’m really milking you! Speaking of…” Gumball checked the jar and gave a small whistle. Almost full. By his estimate, one or two more batches would fill it.
Gumball gave the tiny goat penis in front of him a few strokes, which immediately caused it to shoot again. “You know, for a guy who supposedly hates this you sure seem to be cumming a lot.”

“Mmmmph!”

“Yeah yeah, whatever slut.” Gumball continued stroking Chichi before he got another idea. Grabbing the electric toothbrush again, he turned it back on and held the brush against the head.
The effect was instantaneous, and Chichi gave a few more screams of half-pain, half-pleasure. Having orgasmed five or six times in 15 minutes he was sensitive, and the toothbrush whirring on his most sensitive spot was having a major effect on him. Having previously been used on his feet which were coated with itching powder, the toothbrush was now spreading itching powder onto his glans as well. With another muffled cry Chichi came, this time coating the toothbrush with some of his seed.

“Ew…” Gumball rapped the brush against the side of the jar, trying to dislodge the sticky substance. Meanwhile, Chichi was now starting to feel the effects of the powder on his dick, and he began to shake uncontrollably, desperate to scratch that unbearable itch.
Beep. The screen from above had descended again. Gumball climbed out from under the table to read it.
Congratulations, you managed to fill the jar. That was quite a show you put on there. I’m quite pleased. What an exciting turn of events that was! Sorry if this seems like a long piece of rambling text that isn’t going anywhere, but it’s a distraction you see.
“Huh?” Gumball had only a second to process what that last sentence meant before he was tackled by a mass of fur. It took him a second to realise it was Chichi, another to notice that the shackles tying him to the table were loose, and a third to pick up Chichi had jabbed a syringe into his neck.

“Tell me cat, shall we find out where cat milk comes from next?” It was suddenly getting hard to stay awake, and Gumball realised that whatever was in the syringe likely contained tranquilizer. The last thing he saw before he blacked out was Chichi, holding up a 12-inch elephant dildo with an evil smile of revenge on his face.
