The muffled sound of squeaking rubber echoed through the school corridors, owing to a certain inflatable fox. The boy, Robbie, had an extra spring in his step after his last class, the studious fox having been able to answer several questions the teacher had asked and had even been praised for it, the echo of the teacher calling him a “good boy” still playing in his head. Except for the small shoulderbag he wore he was completely naked, not that that was really a problem for him to begin with since his only protrusion so to speak of, his air nozzle, was safely tucked inside of him in his groin area. Owing to him being an arctic fox, he was practically see-through, his white rubber skin making it clear that the only thing inside of him was air.
Robbie was completely lost in his thoughts, contemplating what he should do during lunch since he didn’t have any need for food, not even having the ability to eat it in the first place. He was just passing by a wing of the school that was currently closed for renovations when he was forcibly grabbed and hauled inside the currently abandoned construction site, the fox about to call out for help before a hand closed over his mouth, silencing him. He watched on helplessly as two large, older boys carried him towards the abandoned wing’s boy’s bathroom, barely having time to wonder what was happening as he was taken inside and thrown on the floor. He had landed in a half-circle of older boys that were smiling at him menacingly, the two boys that had carried him inside closing the circle after locking the door behind them.
“There he is, the balloon boy genius”

“Thinks he’s so smart, huh? Smarmy little teacher’s pet”

Robbie cowered where he laid on the floor, intimidated by all the boys standing around him and their ominous tone.

“About time someone taught him a lesson”

“Not a moment too soon, I thought I was gonna burst!”

The circle of boys advanced upon him, Robbie trying to shield himself, but he was easily picked up, one of the boys holding his arms so that they were out of the way and two others spreading his legs. 

“Please, let me go!”

The other boys ignored him. One of them reached out to his tucked away nozzle, Robbie blushing as he felt that sensitive part of him being fidgeted with, embarrassed about having his sensitive area groped like this. 

“No, please, don’t, I…”

His words echoed uselessly in the tiled room, the inflatable fox letting out a soft yelp as his nozzle was popped out forcibly, the boys in front of him now working on pulling his plug.
“No, please, stop, I-I don’t have my pump on me!”

He thrashed as hard as he could against his captors but to no avail, the poor inflatable boy barely having enough strength to carry his books, his pathetic squirming only succeeding in making the boys around him laugh. With a loud, sharp ‘pop’ sound reminiscent of pulling the cork out of a thin-necked bottle, Robbie’s plug was pulled out of his nozzle, the helpless fox screwing up his face in shame as it had felt mildly pleasurable. A persistent but almost inaudible whistle-like noise rang through the crowded bathroom as Robbie began leaking air, aided by the boys around him squeezing his rapidly deflating body. The unfortunate fox was blushing heavily now, the act of air-leaking like this highly embarrassing to do in front of others, let alone a group of boys like this, his tail tucked between his legs in shame. He felt as his entire body gradually lost strength, his limbs growing weak until they were entirely flat, his neck giving out so that his head fell back against the chest of the boy standing behind him. It didn’t take long until he was completely emptied, hanging limply in another boy’s arms, sniffling softly, his face dry only for the fact that he was unable to produce tears.
“There, now that we got all that pesky air out of you, it’s time to fill you back up again”

Robbie imagined that they’d be putting his nozzle up to one of the nearby taps, an uncomfortable notion to be sure, moving around while being filled with water being slow and cumbersome to boot, but he’d be able to make it home at least. His metaphorical heart sank however when he heard the clinking of metal, the sound of nearly a dozen belts being tugged at and loosened. Further distress was felt by the fox when he noticed that several of the boys had bumps slightly below their navels, owing to what could only be severely overfilled bladders. The boys snickered ominously as they slowly but surely pulled their cocks out of their underwear, most of them already hard and gazing at the deflated fox’ open nozzle. Panic was beginning to set in for the flattened fox, but he was powerless to stop them in his current state.

“NO, PLEASE, I DON’T…DON’T…”

It was as if the other boys didn’t hear him, or heard him but didn’t care, the first of them already taking his position in front of Robbie, whose nozzle was still held in perfect crotch height by the boy behind him. Someone had apparently had the forethought to bring lube with them, the helpless inflatable whimpering as he felt a slick finger being roughly inserted into his nozzle, his face flush with shame as he felt his body involuntarily clench around the invading digit. The boy in front of him grinned maliciously.
“Yeah? You like that, nerd? Well you’re gonna like this part even better”

Using the remaining lube on his modestly sized cock, the boy lined his member up with Robbie’s nozzle and pushed inside slowly but forcefully. The helpless fox would’ve been thrashing about had his limbs had the strength to do so, instead he was left to weakly flap them about as he whined at the much too large intrusion. The boy didn’t stop until Robbie’s nozzle was firmly planted against his crotch, the room falling silent save for the fox’ occasional whimper until it finally happened. With a great shudder and a pleased moan from the penetrating boy, the small bathroom was soon filled with the sound of liquid spraying against plastic as he began unloading the heavy payload from his bladder. Robbie cringed and squirmed, the sensation of hot liquid seeping into his lower body unbelievably uncomfortable, a stark contrast to the apparent pleasure the pissing boy experienced. 

It had to have been a solid minute of straight pissing, a large part of Robbie’s lower legs already having regained form until the relentless stream of piss finally began waning. The boy tensed his cock to squeeze out the last remaining drops before he finally pulled out, giving a high-five to the boy right behind him who immediately took his place, roughly shoving his cock into the inflatable fox before he started pissing as well. 

On and on it went, one after another the boys took turns emptying their quite full bladders, the last boys visibly squirming before they were allowed to have a go. At some point the reservoir of piss inside of Robbie reached up to where his nozzle was, the boys having to endure a short backsplash of piss against them in the short time it took in between plugging the nozzle with a finger or a cock. Robbie felt as his belly was pumped full of fresh, warm boypiss, feeling deeply uncomfortable as his whole body felt heavy and wobbly. Someone finally switching places with the boy having held him up all this time, the poor fox not having the strength physically or mentally to fight back or run as they did so, enduring it as the last boy filled him up with a last torrent of musky boy pee. Once the last boy was done he plugged the fox up, the boy behind him letting go only for Robbie to slump to the floor, partly from exhaustion and partly from the unfamiliar weight his body now had.

“There, now you have something to remember us by”

“Yeah, you’ll be smelling like us for weeks!”

The gang of boys had themselves a hearty laugh before leaving the fox behind on the floor of the abandoned bathroom, broken and full of piss.
