Study The Etiquette
With the backyard all to himself, Marion the gray squirrel clad in nothing but a fur-pattern matching bikini, seized the opportunity to try out this new type of soap bubbles. Tai’s Magic(k)al Bubble Spheres the label read. 
Blow big bubbles with this brand new, wholly original, magic(k)al soap bubble can! Simply dip the rod in the soap, pull it out, then blow and watch the magic(k) happen!
Warning! Do not fill with any other substance than air! The bubble's structural integrity and properties will be compromised if exposed to other substances. We are not liable for improper usage of our product.
“Huh, that’s strange…”, thought Marion and shrugged. It’s probably just legal mumbo-jumbo anyway. After purchasing it, he waited for the opportunity to use it. Luckily for him, he didn’t need wait long for the next day, his mother left for her book club. She would be gone four hours, at least!
The temperature was near perfect and not a single cloud to be seen. He closed the door behind him and stepped down from the patio, soap can in hand. The yard’s sprinkler hit him with one of its streams, cooling him down. Refreshing!
Wasting no more time, he twisted the handle and moved it around inside the can. Placing it in front of his mouth, he blew hard into the rod and formed a big bubble, almost as big as his head! Perhaps if he blew more carefully, he could create one even bigger. 
Several failed attempts later, our squirrel managed to blow a bubble twice as large as himself. Strangely, none of the bubbles he had previously blown seemed to have popped, either. 
“I guess that’s what makes them magic(k)al. Cool!”
Ignoring the large bubble for now, Marion put down the can and turned to one of the mid-sized bubbles he had blown. He tried poking it to see just how hardy they truly were, and surely enough it remained intact. He picked up one of the bubbles and tried squeezing it between his paws, causing it to ovalize – but not burst. He tried hugging it even, with force, and it still did not pop. 
It functioned like it was a ball made of elastic plastic, except it consisted of nothing but soap! – and magic(k), ostensibly. Although there surely seemed to be some validity to that claim. 
He began testing various ways to make it crack. Stomping on it, sitting on it, kicking it, biting it—nothing. It appeared to truly be indestructible. 
With that cleared up, it was time for some proper fun. He went on over to the big bubble he had ignored until this point and climbed on top of it. It was a surprisingly easy climb, given how flexible the bubble was. When he stepped on it, it wasn’t slippery like he thought. He could climb it with little effort spent. 
Once atop it, he laid down onto his stomach and hugged it, feeling its elasticity beneath his bod. Occasionally, he bounced up and down on it to keep testing its durability. 
Marion kept on playing with the soap spheres for minutes more, having the time of his life toying with these incredible playthings. He was almost about to start heading back inside for a short break, but on his way toward the patio, he saw that one of the bubbles had a different texture to it, and the way the sun’s rays reflected off its surface was not like any of the others.
Fascinated by this new sight, he halted his plans for a snack break and pranced to it. This bubble was maybe three times his size. Marion could’ve sworn he had not blown a bubble this big. 
He chucked it down to this bubble perhaps possessing more magic(k) than the others, for some reason, that allowed it to have grown. As was now tradition, the curious rodent wondered what this bubble’s durability would be like. Perhaps he would be able to pop this one, seeing as it appeared to behave differently. 
He nudged it gently at first to check its elasticity, which felt to be slightly less than any of the others. He could only describe the feeling as the sphere’s wall shell being “heavier” to manipulate. 
He wasn’t entirely sure himself why he felt this irresistible need to continuously try and burst these bubbles. Thinking perhaps the different feeling of this one meant this bubble could be cracked, he leaned backwards, took a deep breath, and through his upper body toward the sphere with his paws stretched out—to see how less flexible this bubble truly was compared to the others. 
He expected to push against what would feel like a gym mattress, however, rather than being stopped by the sphere’s membrane, he felt himself falling forward and phasing through it, until his entire body ended up trapped on the inside!
<<Oh no!>>
He floated around upside-down for a short second before fully comprehending what had happened. He felt it beneath him: The garden sprinkler! A bubble must have somehow attached itself onto it and slowly filled with water without him noticing. 
“Blroorblorblrbl-rblrbl!”
He blurted out a small flurry of bubbles and corrected his posture, proceeding to look around for someone to help, but he knew he was home alone for at least another half hour. He tried breaking back out from the bubble again, but the membrane only moved with his paws. 
“Mmnblrb..?”
<<Why isn’t it letting me back through!”
No matter how much he stretched it out, it didn’t rip. 
<<How’s this even possible!?>>
“Blrbl! Mmn-blrbl! Blorblrbl!”
Push after push after push, and each time he let out a small burst of bubbles through his nostrils. At one point, some of the water got up his nose and it stung him like mad, causing an even bigger burst to try and soothe the feeling.
“BLOORBLRB-BRLRBL!”
He immediately pinched his nose shut with his right paw to prevent more water from entering and more precious air from leaving his nose. He puffed out his cheeks largely as he felt a small contraction hit him, grunting worryingly in the water.
“Mmmbrgl! Mmmnb!?”
Whilst he floated idly inside the sphere, desperately holding his breath, Marion felt an unusual ache in his abdomen. An uncomfortable grumble within his belly made him put his available paw against it, attempting to push down the pain. However, before he knew it, the feeling had moved from his tummy to his rear, where he could feel a large amount of gas trapped on the inside, begging to be set free. 
The poor squirrel checked that the coast was clear before he succumbed to the pressure, squeezing on his tailhole to release the giant fart hidden inside. 
“PFFTFLBLRFBLTFBRBL-FFFPTFBLT!!”
The fart inflated his panties whilst it was ongoing, and slowly deflated over time as Marion’s butt shifted and moved around, with the occasional “blrlfblrbl” audibly reminding him he just lost his dignity. 
The fact he was pinching his nose all the while would certainly make it seem to any would-be on-lookers that he was doing it to avoid the scent, which only further humiliated the squirrel. He knew nobody was watching, but he still felt awkward about the whole thing. A slight red blush formed on his inflated cheeks. 
“Mmblrbl—bloorblrbl..!?”
What was he going to do? He couldn’t break the bubble and he was unable to even make it move around, given its size and weight. He could hardly believe current events, still in disbelief regarding the whole situation, particularly the part where he just let out a gigantic fart amidst it all. 
<<I’m so pathetic…>>
He kept berating himself, not only for the farting incident, but for getting caught in this web of unfortunate events in the first place. His hands were planted well against the sphere’s walls, feeling its soft skin against his own, begging it to let him out, but not even his claws could puncture it.
Thinking thoughts such as “this never would have happened if I didn’t this or didn’t that”, all meritless and irrelevant, of course. Deep down he knew this was all his fault not for decisions made long ago, but due to a decision made two minutes ago. He knew this sphere appeared different from the others, yet he chose tempt fate. He chose to toy with it. Now look what has happened! He was farting and drowning inside a water-filled soap bubble by his own making; it doesn’t get more pathetic than that. 
“Mmnb-nngg! MMNB!! Mmb-mmb..?”
His lamentable whimpering went unnoticed by anybody. He was simply doing it for his own sake, tricking his mind into thinking he was going to be rescued if he just kept pleading somebody would rescue him. 
“HBLEERBLRBLP MBLEERBLBL! LOBLOBLIBLB--blbl-mmblrblrbl..!!?”, he plead loudly, his high-pitched voice muffled by the water whilst he pushed against the membrane frantically.
The severe emptying of his lungs instantly instigated another set of convulsions, and despite his best efforts, with each convulsion, Marion struggled to contain what little air he even had left. He would puff and un-puff his cheeks over and over, rebreathing his own stale air in any desperate attempt to taste fresh air again. 
<<No, no, no!!>>
“Bloorblrb! Blrblrbl! Mmnnb--Blorblb-bloorblrbl!!”
He watched as the bubbles that burst from his straining lips betrayed his body and danced towards the top of the bubble like a silver stream and joining all of his other exhaled breaths that have gathered at the top of the sphere, like an inverted silver pond. 
<<N-no, I can’t..!>>
Marion contemplated heavily to leap up and snag a quick breath, but given how half of the ‘air’ pocket consisted of his own farts, he convinced himself it was better to just hold. 
<<Just a little longer..! You can do it, just keep holding your breath, Marion!>>
He refused to breathe in his expelled gasses, and refused to inhale the water. He sat on his knees facing the door leading back from the patio into the house, still clinging onto life and the hope Lois would rush through those doors any moment…
<<Nobody’s coming… I’m going to drown; I’m going to actually drown! But I want to live! I don’t want to drown!!>>
As he felt his mind starting to fade and his vision go dark, a few small tears started forming at the corners of his eyes. Since he was submerged in water, he couldn’t rightly tell whether he was producing tears or not, but he knew he was crying enough to be weeping tears had he been dry. With his left paw, Marion beat with clasped fist repeatedly as hard he could in a last-ditch effort to break free from his imprisonment. 
“Mmnngg! Nngg-blrb-lbrlbolrbl… Blorblrbl…”
His muscles were starting to fail, and with that his grip on his nose loosened up and let go of his snout. Mere milliseconds away from reflexively suckling in water through the now-exposed nostrils, the soap bubble burst apart at the seams! “BLOORBLRBL-SPLASH! Fffwooshblbrlblbublb!”
“GH-HUAAAAAAHHH!!”
Marion inhaled sharply through nose and mouth, coughing and harking. He was kneeling on the ground with a paw on the grass for support, the other busy gripping at his throat and stroking his chest. He could hardly believe it, he was free! Never before had the squirrel tasted such a delectable breath of fresh air. He would never complain about hiking ever again. 
“W-what… Happened..? How did I…”
He thought for a little while, speculating on what caused the sphere to finally give in and release him. Not coming to a logical conclusion, and honestly not caring too much about it either now that he was alright, he tucked his tail between his legs and walked back into the house, defeated. Perhaps a change of clothes and a good snack would make him feel better. He had no idea how he was going to explain the giant puddle in the yard, but that was future Marion’s problem. I suppose he hadn’t fully learned his lesson. 
The End. 
