The Lion King (The Fat Version)

Part 6: Finding your inner Hakuna Matata.

"Kid? Kid?" The sound of this strange voice seemed to come out of nowhere. Last thing Simba remembers was that he was about to become food for buzzards, and now he heard the sound of a voice. Was it his fathers voice, wanting him to join him up there? No, this voice sounded different.

He could feel his eyes starting to open up, feeling the strong rays of the sunlight hit his weak eyes. "What...Who?" He asked with weak voice, as the image of a meerkat looking down at him was starting to form. He could also see that instead of in the middle of the desert he was know laying in the shadow of a palm tree, with the desert being right next to him. "You didn't look so good when we found you." The meerkat said. "What?" Simba asked confused. "In the desert.  When me and my friend Pumbaa..." The meerkat said before stopping. "Oh! I almost forgot to introduce you to my best friend." He said and pointed to a big warthog standing next to him, that Simba somehow had managed to miss. "My name is Timon. " The meerkat said. "This is Pumbaa, and you are...?" He asked the starved lion cub who answered with his still dry voice. "Simba."
"Simba, good. Now when we all know each others names let me tell you what happen to you..." Timon said before hearing the weak voice of Simba interrupt him. "Excuse me?" He said. "Yes?" Timon asked, a bit annoyed over getting interrupted but trying to keep it cool. "Is it possible for any of you to get me some water? My throat is pretty dry." Simba said, while starting to chough a little afterwards. "Of course small cub! I'll fix it immediately!" Pumbaa said, and rushed of to collect some water from a pond right next to them in a leaf. "When I ask for some water I'll have to go get it myself." Timon muttered while waiting. "But the difference here is that you can go and get it if you want to. This poor cub here is in need of all the help he can get." Pumbaa said, sounding very protective towards the cub in question. He held the leaf next to Simba's mouth as he took and carefully drank the sweet wonderful water.
"Feeling better now?" Pumbaa asked, as Simba took and licked his lips. "Yes, thanks." He said. "So now when where all finished with our little breaks, let me tell you what happen." Timon said to Simba. "Pumbaa and I was feeling pretty bored, and Pumbaa suggested for us to do a little Buzzard Bowling. Do you know what that is?" He asked Simba, who just shake his head. "Oh, Oh let me tell this part! I know all about Buzzard Bowling!" Pumbaa said excited, and to make his friend stop asking Timon gave in. "Fine, tell the kid quickly." "Okay." Pumbaa said, preparing himself to give Simba the best possible description of the game. "The rules are simple. You find a place where you are most likely to find buzzers. Decided on what will be the biggest and best group to choose, and then you simply go all in. Punch and kick as many buzzards as you can, and the one who hit the most wins." "And this time I won with 12 buzzards hit." Timon added in. "But wait, isn't that two more then what there actually was?" Pumbaa asked, sounding suspicious over the fact the his friend might have been cheating. "Uhm...Pumbaa! Wasn't you suppose to tell this kid here what happen then?" Timon said, hoping that it would make Pumbaa forget what he just said. Luckily for him it did, and Pumbaa continued on like nothing happen.
"What happened next was once we were done and had scared away all the buzzards I noticed something laying there on the ground." "At first I told Pumbaa that it's probably just another carcass, since it needs to be something there or else we wouldn't have any buzzards there in the first place." Timon added. "But that's when I told Timon that it is to big of a creature to be anything around these parts, so we went closer to it and saw that it was a lion cub." Pumbaa continued, before getting interrupted by Timon again. "I told him to just leave it to be since 1. If there is a lion cub here there's the chance of it being a lion mother searching for it right now, and 2. If we take care of him and make him strong and healthy again there is the risk of it attacking us." "But then I told you that if we just make him our friend we wont have anything to fear." Pumbaa said, starting to upset over his friend talking over him all the time. "And I told you that he will get big one day, and maybe forget our little friendship." Timon said, also starting to sound upset.
They both looked like they where about to start fighting, when Simba asked weakly. "And what happen then?" Seeing the tired cub in the eyes made both of them stop what they where about to do, and Pumbaa finished it of. "After that not much happen. Timon finally gave me right and I picked you up, put you under this tree, gave you some water, and here we are."

"But let me ask you a question kid," Timon said. "How did you get here?" "I-I don't want to talk about it. Just let me be by myself." Simba said, and tried to walk away but his weak legs couldn't carry him. "Take it easy kid!" Pumbaa said, lifting Simba up with his tusks. "You shouldn't be moving anywhere until you feel better." "He's right, what you need is some water, some bugs, and some shadow to do you wonders." Timon said, as Pumbaa was carrying Simba into their jungle home. "D-Did you say bugs?" Simba asked confused. "Yes. That's the only thing we eat around here." Timon said. "Yeah, they are delicious!" Pumbaa added, licking his lips just thinking about all kind of bugs there is. "You guys eat...bugs?" Simba said, still as confused. "Hey! Don't say you don't like them until you have at least tried one." Timon said, and picked up one crawling on the ground for Simba to eat. "Here, have a Palm Beetle." Timon said, holding the small orange/brown up to the weak Simba's mouth. "It's a pretty good bug to introduce you to. It has a very suggestive taste. Good resistance when chewing, and a little bit of an acid aftertaste."
For Simba this all sounded insane. How could these two seriously be eating only bugs? Ignoring how many you would need to eat to probably be stuffed, it would just be disgusting and something he could never see himself be doing. Still he was in a situation now with Timon holding one of them in front of him, and he didn't seem to go away anytime soon. Knowing that the meerkat probably wouldn't leave until he did taste it Simba decided to just get in over with. 

Opening his mouth he gave Timon the signal that he would try it. Timon stuffed the whole bug (still alive) into Simba's mouth, who quickly closed it so to not spit it out. It felt so weird having a whole living bug running around in his mouth. Not knowing what else to do Simba decided to start chewing on it. His small but still powerful lion fangs easily made their way through the thin shell of the bug, and it didn't take many bites for Simba to feel that the bug had stopped moving.

It all felt so weird to him. He had been eating dead preys before, but they all had already been killed by some adult lioness so it was just for him to eat it's meat peacefully. Having to have the prey still alive in his mouth, and having to end it's life by himself was such a new and confused thing for the small cub.

Trying to not think about it Simba decided to focus on the tastes of the bug, and much to his own surprise, he liked it! The crunchiness of the shell, the juices of it's insides, and the overall texture of the bug was amazing. This was like some kind of jungle junk food that his parents would have kept secret from him. (Which given how much he used to weight would have been understandable.)

"I'll take it that you like it kid?" Timon said, seeing how Simba was licking his whole mouth for little bits of bug that could still be stuck between his teeth's. "It was actually very nice as a snack." Simba said. "Yes, and the great thing is just how much variation there is to choose from." Timon explained. "You have the small ones that works well as a light snack, the slimy ones that has the richness in taste, the big round ones that is always filled with lots of juices, the ones that..." For every new type of bug Timon was saying it sounded more and more like this place was the kind of place Simba in his fat state would call his "dreamland". "And maybe I could let that Simba get a chance to see it too." Simba thought to himself, trying to get comfortable laying in Pumbaa's tusks. After he was being laid down in the shadows of a tree right next to a lake, he had some more bugs before deciding to take a nap.

But before doing that he looked around at his surroundings. Seeing all the grass and trees growing and hearing the sound of birds singing made him wonder if he had actually died in the desert and now these two strange creatures had been carrying him up to the stars in the sky. "Maybe I even find my dad up here?" The cub thought as his eyes started to get sleepy.  "But even if I don't this place still might be the place I'm been searching for my whole life. My...home." And then he closed his eyes and fell asleep.
This was the start of a very new (and appreciated) lifestyle for Simba. His original thoughts was to stay until he was healthy enough to walk before leaving, but as soon as he felt that good in shape the lion cub didn't want to leave any more. He hadn't been having a clue on where he was going before entering the desert, and going blindly into it again would only be foolish of him. He had made his escape from pride rock to get away from his past and not be found. According to Timon and Pumbaa neither of them had even heard about this "pride rock" place, and that for Simba felt like good proof that there wasn't going to be anyone from his old home that could find this place. They also told him about something they called " Hakuna Matata", meaning "No worries." That sounded like a something Simba to would like to use as his way of saying. He was pretty much in paradise so why not settle down here? That's what Simba decided to do, and forget he even had a life before getting here.

It didn't take long for Simba to become used to it. After learning the routines of when to eat and where to find bugs, Simba quickly got back into his old eating habits again. When he wasn't eating he also liked to play around with his two friends, doing things like Buzzard Bowling, Tag, and Hide and Seek. It surprises Simba how especially Pumbaa manages to move around his large body so easy. "But soon I will be even bigger then he is." Simba thought, and he was right.
At first Simba's food portions wasn't to big, (given his body was still being used to almost starving) but in no time he had gone from very skinny to normal size, to chubby, to fat, and finally back to his obese state that he was used to. His portions had also started to become bigger and several more at a day. But unlike his old life on pride rock where there had been limits to the food supplies and his parents had stopped him at some points, he was now in complete control and could now eat just as much as he wanted. And that turned out to be a lot.
He went from spending a eat, playing, and resting to only eat and rest, and some days he could just eat all day until it was bedtime. At first Timon and Pumbaa was getting a bit worried about their friend not doing anything but eating, but seeing how it made him so happy they decided to let him be. He even took and challenged his two friends in several eating challenges, in which he at first couldn't match Pumbaa, but later on could win easy even with Timon helped eating with Pumbaa.

But something else was changing with Simba as well. He was growing, not only in weight but in height. He was becoming a full grown adult, and his weight was doing a great job at still matching his size. As he grew bigger his fat was only getting fatter as his body was becoming more able to store more weight. Before when he was just a cub he was just small and round, now when his body was growing taller his weight became much more divided. He had the weight stored mostly in his stomach and legs, with his legs looking like big thick turkey legs for thanksgiving (Especially his extra thick hind legs) and his stomach being so big and round that it looked like he could fit both Timon, Pumbaa, and the cub version of himself in it. Looking at him from behind you could swear you where staring at a very fuzzy hippo's butt, and hadn't it been for his well grown mane you would have been able to see the four extra chins he had. Still looking at him he really made the fat look good on him. It was like he was that kind of lion designed to carry at least 400 extra pounds of pure fat on his frame. He even tried to convince his friends to join him in his never ending desire of eating, but they declined saying that "they wanted to do a little more then just eating all day". "Just more bugs for me." was Simba's simple philosophy to that.
The only downside to this new lifestyle was that the days started to get a little similar to him. Except for him eating and sleeping more each day, there wasn't much else that he could do. (Or wanted to do that required moving a lot) And he knew that if he didn't do any thing at all soon he would probably end up to fat to even move. So when Timon and Pumbaa came over to him to ask if he wanted to do some Buzzard Bowling with them Simba decided to say "Yes" this time. He didn't know why but there was something telling him that he really needed to do this today.

Finding a good group of Buzzards getting together near something big laying in the desert Simba decided to take the first attack before his friends had a chance. To both his and Timon and Pumbaa's surprise Simba's body could still reach up to a great speed and the sight of his big hanging belly bouncing as it his the ground each several times was pretty hypnotising. As he reached the Buzzards Simba used not only his legs but also his belly and butt to send the Buzzards flying in all directions. Simba loved the feeling it gave him, making him feel so alive exercising a little. But looking down at the passed out creature something felt weird. For the first it was a lioness (And a full-grown one also), and for the second she looked so familiar. There was something in her face that was tricking Simba's memory. Something from his past that he actually hade liked, something that made him happy, something like..."Nala?!" He asked shocked..
