The Legend of the King
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Mufasa stood on the edge of Pride Rock, looking out over his kingdom.  Rafiki slowly crept up behind his king, knowing how much he hated to be interrupted.
“What is it Rafiki?”

Rafiki sighed; apparently his skills at sneaking still left much to be desired.  “I have found the legend you asked me to find your majesty.”

Mufasa turned and faced Rafiki.  “Where did you find it?”

Rafiki smiled “Actually my predecessor had it”.

Mufasa blinked “He still lives?”

Rafiki nodded “Oh yes, he is quite old now and won’t be around much longer but he still lives.  If you will recall, your father sent him into exile because he was insubordinate.”
Mufasa nodded “Yes I do recall.  Anyway, what does the legend say?”

Rafiki smiled again “The legend says that a long time ago there was a lion king and he desired immortality.  He searched for many a season, trying to find the secret.  He finally learned that the only way to get immortality was to devour his siblings and his children.”
Mufasa nodded, “Sounds simple enough”.

Rafiki shook his head, “no my lord you don’t understand, they had to be alive when they arrived in his stomach or it wouldn’t work”.

Mufasa stared at Rafiki “You mean he had to somehow get them small enough to swallow alive?!”

Rafiki nodded “Yes my lord, and the legend states that the king found animals that had something in their bodies that made it so that any that ate them would become no larger than a bug overnight.”

Mufasa nodded once again; suddenly they both heard a voice.

“Hey dad!  You promised you would take me hunting today!”

Mufasa looked past Rafiki at the little furball that was careening towards him.   It stopped mere inches away from him and proved itself to be none other than Simba, Mufasas’ young cub.
Mufasa smiled down at Simba, “Don’t worry son, we will go hunting.  Now why you don’t go play for a few moments while I finish talking to Rafiki?”

Simba smiled and nodded then took off like a shot.

Rafiki and Mufasa smiled after Simba, remembering their own youths when they also had that much energy.  Mufasa looked at Rafiki “Wait a second, if the king found immortality, then why isn’t he still alive now?”

Rafiki smiled, “It isn’t a complete immortality my lord, granted it did protect him from physical attacks and aging as he defeated every rival swiftly and without injury and he never seemed to get older.  However my lord it didn’t protect his internal organs.”
Mufasa looked at Rafiki with a confused look on his face.

Rafiki smiled “It didn’t protect him from poison, he ate a gazelle that had some poisonous plant in its’ gut and he ate that as well so he was poisoned.”

Mufasa shook his head, “Pity all that work and to be killed by something you ate.  At least I know what to look out for.”  He looked at his son running around the Savannah like a little furry motor and shook his head. “He doesn’t even realize what an important role he will play in my future.”

Scar smiled as he watched Mufasa and Simba leave for yet another hunting expedition, Simba (who was now fully grown) seemed extremely happy today.  Probably because lately Mufasa had been unavailable for his son, or anybody for that matter, he would leave for the day and come back late at night and when asked where he was all day Mufasa would only say he was searching.  He never said what he was searching for so the pride was left to wonder.  Scar came out of his thought process to realize that Mufasa and Simba had walked on.  Scar smiled again and left his own little cave to venture out.  After a couple hours of hunting without success Scar felt natures call and went into the bushes, in the bushes he found a pile of dung that looked pretty old.  After he sniffed it he smiled, it was his brothers.  The dung pile had a male scent and he could tell by the scent that the lion that dropped it was getting on in years.  Scar smiled and looked closer at the stools, for as long as he could remember he had been fascinated by stools, especially his brothers.  For the last couple years he hadn’t been really able to quench his desire so this was a great opportunity for him.  After a few minutes he sighed, turned around and added his own contribution to the pile and went back to hunting.  It was an unsuccessful day for him and he was starving come nightfall.
Mufasa smiled, he always liked to get up much earlier than everyone else and today was no exception.  He smiled as he looked over in the direction of his brothers’ cave, thinking of what he would do to him very soon.  As he thought this he walked back into the cave and moved over to a stone.  This particular stone was on the tails of two unfortunate mice, whose fur had an unusual reddish tint to it.  He had spent the last several years searching for this elusive species of mice; he finally found a large colony of them far out in his territory.  He remembered where they were, in case he should ever get the urge to shrink any more creatures once he got his immortality, but for now these two were enough.  He sat down and smiled at them; slowly he reached down and grabbed one.  He got up and started to make his way to his brothers cave as fast as he could.  After a few minutes he arrived there, he peeked in and smiled at the sight of his sleeping brother.  He stood there for a few minutes and looked at his brother, remembering all that they had done together in their childhood.  Then he shrugged and crept up on him as quietly as he could, when he was close enough to him he smiled, held up the little mouse in his paw and used his other paw to break both legs on one side of its’ body so that it couldn’t get away.  Then he placed it fairly close to a small hole in the wall which his brother used to catch mice as a regular snack treat.  Mufasa smiled to himself about the ingenuity of the plan then quietly snuck off.
A couple hours later Scar woke up, he rolled over onto his back and scratched his belly as he slowly came out of his slumber.  When he heard the pitiful squeak of an injured mouse he woke up immediately, he quickly looked over to his mouse hole and smiled at the sight of a mouse just outside of it, with apparently two broken legs and it was trying pitifully to make it back into the hole.  Scar smiled, not thinking of how the mouse got there with two broken legs, reached over and grabbed the mouse.  He was about to eat it when he had an idea; since the mouse wasn’t able to go anywhere why not torment it a bit?  He smiled evilly down at the pitiful mouse.  “Well my little friend, how nice of you to visit me in my homely little cave!”
The mouse just stared at the huge lion in front of it, not doing anything because it is petrified with fear.

Scar laughed then he lowered the mouse to his belly, it rumbled.  “You hear that my little friend, soon you shall be in there, listening to the rumbles up close!”  He laughed again, the he stood up and brought the mouse to his rear end and lifted up his tail and brought it close to his tail hole.  “And that is where you will exit me when I am through with you!”  He laughed again at the thought.

The mouse gave a pitiful squeak and started squirming.

Scar chuckled, “Here, why don’t you get to know it a bit better!”  With this Scar started to grind the poor mouse into his ass.  Scar smiled and chuckled again as he felt the mouse start squirming against his ass.  He shuddered as he felt it touch his hole.
The mouse, meanwhile was not having nearly as much fun, he squirmed as best he could with only one front paw, trying desperately to get away from the smelly ass that was in front of him.  He felt the anus flex in front of him, suddenly he was assaulted with a most noxious gas, he gagged and started to struggle even more.
Scar laughed, “Did you enjoy that my little friend?  That was some beast I ate a while ago!”  Scar laughed again as he farted a couple more times, he held the mouse to his ass to let it smell his entire fart.  Finally, Scar laughed again and brought the mouse up to his face.  “Oh, anxious to find out what happened to that meal?  Well, I wouldn’t want to disappoint you!  So down you go!”  Scar laughed one more time, and then he opened his mouth and held the mouse over it for few seconds before dropping it in and swallowing.  As he felt the little creature enter his belly still alive he laughed again and left his cave, smiling at the feelings he was getting from his stomach.

When Scar came back that night he was moaning of a huge stomachache.  He layed on his back, holding his belly moaning in pain.  He decided it must have been something that he ate, and since that strange mouse was the only thing he ate he decided it must have been it.  He chuckled to himself as he massaged his belly, it didn’t make much difference for the mouse whether he got a stomach ache from it or not.  No matter what in a couple days he would be easing that mouse out his ass as his turds.  Scar laughed then immediately moaned as the pain came back with double force.  After a couple moments of moaning in pain he got up and like a flash was out of his cave and in the bushes close to his cave.  He moaned in pain as he squatted, immediately from his ass came a hurl of smelly liquid goop, it sprayed everywhere on the ground and quickly covered his entire back end in it.  He continued to spray the goop out for another minute before he moaned in pain, got up and tried his best to wipe himself, unfortunately the goop wasn’t very willing to come off so he only got some of it.  As he entered his cave he sat down and pulled himself forward with his front paws to try and scratch some of the stuff off of him and onto the ground, it didn’t work out very well either.  Scar sighed and layed down to try and get some sleep to get over this stomachache.  After a couple hours of tossing and turning while moaning and releasing a lot of gas Scar finally fell to sleep.
Around three in the morning (human time) a creature stuck its’ head cautiously out of its’ cave and looked for signs of danger, satisfied it scampered out quietly.  It was a mouse coming out of its’ hole in Scars cave.  This mouse was lucky; it had survived many years in Scars cave by doing its best not to come out until late.  The one downside to surviving this long is he saw many friends and family members disappear down the huge lion’s throat while he watched and survived.  As he was creeping along the ground he smelled a strange scent on the air and looked around for a few seconds before he realized it was coming from Scar, or more specifically his backside.  He had watched as that strange wounded mouse tried pitifully to make it to his hole and escape; he also watched as Scar tormented it and finally ate it.  He smiled to himself; at least the unfortunate mouse was giving Scar some problems.  He smiled as he thought that perhaps Scar would decide never to eat mice again, he sighed at what he knew to be false hope.  He continued his search for food while staying quiet to avoid becoming food, after a few more minutes he heard an unusual creaking and squishing noise, after a few seconds he realized it was coming from Scar.  He watched the sleeping form of Scar for a few seconds, not believing what he was seeing, Scar was getting smaller and those noises were his internal organs and bones shrinking and rearranging themselves.  Suddenly the thought that these noises may awaken Scar the mouse shot for his home and hid deep where he could watch as things develop but not be seen.
Scar stretched and moaned, he rubbed his belly and smiled as he noticed that the pains were gone, his body had won over the mouse and it was now a part of him.  He got up, chuckling to himself about how his stomach could win over anything; he thought to himself that things looked extremely different this morning.  Then he realized everything was much larger, which meant, he had SHRUNK!  The next thing he heard was a thumping noise, then he watched as a large shape walked into his cave.  He stared at the shape, trying to decide what it was when it called out.
“Scar!  Where are you?  Answer me!”

It was Mufasa!  Scar wondered if his brother would be able to help him or not.  As he wondered this his brother noticed him.
“Ah, that is where you are!”  Mufasa laughs then sits down in front of his brother.
Scar stared at the sight of his brother, he stared at the large belly in front of him, then his gaze moved up past his brothers’ chest and mane to his smiling face.  “Can you help me get normal sized again brother?”
Mufasa laughed, “M-Make you normal sized again?! HA HA HA! That is a good one!  Why would I make you normal sized again when I did this to you!”

Scar blinked, “Y-You did this to me!  Why?!”
Mufasa laughed again, “Rafiki found a legend that says that if I eat my siblings and offspring I will become immortal!  Guess what little brother, you are my sibling!”
Scar stared at his brother “E-Eat me?!”
Mufasa smiles and nods.

Scar sighs, “Well, pop me in your mouth and chew me up, let’s get it over with.”
Mufasa laughed loudly for a couple seconds “Ha ha ha!  That is a good one!  No, unfortunately for you I have to swallow you alive!”

Scar blinked in surprise and sat down in shock, you mean I will still be alive when I land in your belly?!”

Mufasa smiled and nodded, “Yep!  Like all those mice you have eaten over the years, but don’t worry, I won’t do it right away.  I want to keep you around with me for a while so you know what it is like to be a small defenseless thing at the mercy of a huge lion.”

Scar stared at his brother, not daring to believe it.  He just couldn’t believe his brother would do this to him.  Scar opened his mouth as if to say something, and then took off like a shot towards the mouse hole.

Mufasa was surprised by the sudden move, but fortunately the hole was a ways away so he was able to quickly catch Scar before he reached the hole.  Mufasa held Scar up to his face and smiled at him.  “Ah ah ah, you weren’t trying to rob me of my fun now were you?”  As Mufasa chuckled to himself, he got up and started to walk off towards his small personal cave.
Scar was stuck in his brothers paw as he walked along, he struggled to get away, he wasn’t that high from the ground since his brother wasn’t bothering to hold him more than a couple inches above the ground so Scar figured he could jump and survive.  As he struggled he heard Mufasa snicker, “No use trying to escape, you aren’t going anywhere and even if you were you would probably just be eaten by someone else, like Simba perhaps.  He loves to eat little things almost as much as you do.”
Scar gulped, his brother was right.  If he tried to escape he was almost certain to die some other way.  If he stayed with his brother he at least had a hope.  After a few minutes they reached Mufasas’ personal cave, and Mufasa set Scar down, telling him not to move or he might get accidentally squished.  Scar wondered what he meant as he watched Mufasa move to a boulder and start to push it towards the door, then Scar saw what was happening, Mufasa was making sure that Scar couldn’t get away while he played with him.  After a few minutes of huffing and puffing, Mufasa finally pushed the boulder in place.  He leaned on the boulder and breathed heavily for a couple minutes before looking at Scar and smiling “Now I know you can’t get away while we have some fun.”
Mufasa walked over close to Scar, layed down on his belly and looked at him.  “Oh, my balls itch, would you do me a favor and go down there and scratch them for me?”

Scar stared at his brother for a moment, hoping against hope that his brother wouldn’t make him do this.

Mufasa smile slowly dissolved into a frown, he looked down at Scar with a nasty look in his eye.  “Look you, get down there and do what I tell you, NOW!”
Scar reeled back at the outburst and ran as fast as he could towards his brothers’ hind end, lest he make him even madder.  He reached Mufasas’ hind end, his tail was still covering it, and Mufasa didn’t lift it so Scar slipped below it, and found himself mere inches from his brothers’ huge balls.  He sighed, and began to lightly scratch the huge orbs contained in the fleshy sac.  He heard Mufasa moan and groan as he did this, it didn’t make him feel any better to know that he was now nothing more than a tool to be used to please his brother.  As he scratched the balls Mufasa wiggled his hind end a bit at him, as he did this Mufasa noticed part of the sheath that was under Mufasa, he looked at it for a second before going back to his work.  After a couple more minutes of this Mufasa groaned, Scar wondered what was going on.  Then he heard a hissing sound, he looked up and realized his brother was farting on him.
“Ohhh, that would be my meal saying it wants out of me.  Well, I suppose I can go in here this time, this way you can watch.  Yes, I do know you like my turds, now you can watch one as it comes out of me!”

Scar blinked in surprise, he wasn’t sure he wanted this now.  But it was too late, he watched his brothers’ hind end get up with the rest of him, then Mufasa turned around and grabbed Scar, smiling down on him as he walked a few feet.  He reached a corner and set Scar down.
“Ha, Ha, Ha!  Watch closely now, dear brother.  After I eat you, this is where you will be coming out!”  As Mufasa continued chuckling he turned around until his backside was facing Scar, and squatted right above him.
Scar stared at his brothers’ anus above him, it was a big ring of muscle right above him, and he could make out some of his brothers turds stuck to the sides of it and the hairs around it.  Scar continued to stare as his brothers anus started to flex.
Mufasa chuckled to himself, he kept flexing his anus knowing how much it must disgust his brother to watch it flex right in front of him.  Finally he sighed, squatted even lower like he always did and really started to push now.

Scar watched as his brothers’ ass came even closer to him, until he was extremely close to his anus.  He realized his brother was only playing with him for a few moments while he flexed his anus, but now he was seriously trying to push his turds out.  His brother farted a long, slow fart on him.  Scar coughed at the stench, and then he looked back at his brothers’ anus.  It had stopped flexing, and was now poking out from the rest of his ass.
Mufasa grunted and kept pushing, this was one turd that didn’t want to come out.  He sighed, didn’t want to go in, now it doesn’t want to come out.  Oh well, I will make it come out!  He went back to grunting and pushing.

Scar stared as his brothers turd ever so slowly emerged from his anus.  His brother grunted several more times as he tried to push the stubborn stool out.  Since Scar was so close to the stool he could make out some bones and hair in the soft mass.  He shuddered, knowing that soon enough he would look just like this unfortunate creature.  Finally the turd dropped out of his brothers’ anus and landed right before him, he got an unfortunately great look at the bones and hair that were in the large, brown, smelly mass.
Mufasa chuckled, knowing that his brother was getting a great look at his stool, but he wasn’t sure that he was enjoying it like he used to.  He smiled and kept pushing the rest of his turds out of him.
The next several minutes Scar was forced to watch as his brother shitted right in front of him, it wasn’t a nice thing to watch.  Especially because he knew full well he would be coming out of that anus himself in a matter of days.  Scar watched as his brothers shit covered anus flexed a couple more times as Mufasa made sure he was completely empty of his former meals.  He listened as Mufasa sighed contently, then with one final noxious fart he lifted his ass up and lowered his tail to cover his shit covered anus.  He turned and looked at his brother with a big smile on his face.
“Well, did you enjoy watching my shit as it came out of me?”

Scar said nothing.

“No?  Hmmm, that is funny, unless I am mistaken you used to love looking at my turds after I had already shitted them out.  So how is this not better than that?”

Finally Scar spoke “I wasn’t going to be coming OUT of your anus”.

Mufasa laughed hard for several moments, “Yes, I can see how that would make a big difference.  Well don’t worry brother, I was only kidding.  I could never eat my own flesh and blood.”

Scar looked at his brother for several minutes, trying to decide if he was telling the truth.  Finally Scar sighed out loud, “Thank heavens brother, you had me really worried there for a while.”
Mufasa smiled and nodded, meanwhile he thought to himself “Heh heh heh, now I will be able to get him to willingly do all that I want him to do.  These next couple days will be a lot of fun, before I finally tell him that I lied and that really will eat him!”

While Mufasa thought this to himself Scar busied himself with looking over his brothers’ turds, he smiled as he looked closely at the teeth, hair and a few small bones which made up the stool.  He smiled and touched the stool, he smiled as he realized it was still warm and soft.  He smiled even broader when he thought of how this stool was once a living creature.  He looked up at his brother as he smiled down at him.  Then Scar remembered another thing he had always wanted to do, “Mufasa?”
“Yes?”

Scar shuffled his feet nervously, “May I clean your anus for you, please?”

Mufasa smiled and walked a few feet before lying down and looking back at Scar “Go for it little one!”
Scar smiled, ran around the cooling stool and ran at top speed for his brothers’ ass.  He pushed his way under his brothers’ tail, and as he looked up he saw he was too short to reach it.  He decided to try standing on the ballsac to do the job, after a minute or two he made it on top of it, but quickly realized it would be very difficult to stand on this small “ledge” and clean the titanic hole above him.  “Brother, it is too high up, can you roll over or something to help me out?”
Mufasa said nothing, but Scar was surprised as he felt his brother flip over very quickly.  The next thing he knew he was on the ground next to the base of his brothers’ tail, and he could clearly see Mufasas’ anus right above it.  He smiled, jumped up and ran the two feet (from his point of view) to the anus, and started to scrape the moist shit off of it.  He heard Mufasa moan in pleasure, and he felt the anus start to slowly flex.  He smiled, this was something he was really enjoying, he slowly moved on top of the tail that lay on the ground and kept scooping the soft, smelly stuff out.
Mufasa layed there for an hour, loving the feeling of Scar cleaning his anus for him,  he loved the feeling of those little paws scrapping against his hole, trying to clean his shit off of it.  He smiled as he thought about how soon Scar would be coming out of the thing that he was cleaning so diligently.  Suddenly, from behind the rock that separated his own little cave from the outside world he heard someone say “Hello?”  He flipped over and stood up quickly and moved to the large rock, and slowly pushed the spherical shaped boulder.  It slowly rolled out of the way and Simba trotted in.
He smiled at his father, “Hey dad!  Lets go hunting, I am starving!”  Simba held a paw to his belly as it rumbled.
Mufasa chuckled, “Sounds like it!  Ok son, let’s go hunting!”  Suddenly Mufasa felt something at his anus, Scar was struggling against it trying to get away!  Mufasa got up too fast and trapped Scar against his anus with his tail!  Mufasa smiled at the thought, then checked himself; he hoped his son hadn’t noticed the smile.

Fortunately Simba had other things on his mind, he was sniffing the air looking puzzled.  Then he looked at the pile of fresh dung and smiled.  “Guess you couldn’t hold it in huh?”

Mufasa smiled, “Nope, really had to go”.

Simba chuckled, “Couldn’t you hold it until you were out of the cave?  Now you have to let it rot there, unless you want to pick it up and take it out yourself.”

Mufasa chuckled “Well, I certainly am not going to touch it so I guess it will have to rot there.  Come on, let’s go.”

Simba nodded and walked ahead of his father.  As Mufasa walked out of his cave, he farted on Scar and smiled, thinking of how much fun it would be to hunt and eat, knowing what he eats will be coming out of the hole that Scar is being pressed into.

Scar gagged on the combined stench of the fart and the smell of shit that came from the warm, slimy, and strong muscular ring.  He punched, scratched, pushed and generally struggled against both the slimy, disgusting hole and the equally filthy backside of the tail which was pushing him very strongly into his brothers’ ass.  Every time he struggled against either the hole or the tail the hole would flex against him, and the tail would push him harder into the hole.  He felt the hole flexed against him again, and released another blast of rancid gas.  Scar gagged and coughed again, he pushed and punched against the ass again.  He heard his brother chuckle as he walked on; Scar could feel the sides of the ass go up and down with each step Mufasa took.  This caused him to be quickly covered in the residue that covered the entire rump.  Scar sighed as he was forced to breathe in the rancid air and endure the disgusting conditions, knowing it would be a very long time before he would be free of his smelly, horrific prison.  He knew that it would be a bad idea to try to slid off and get away.  Worse yet he knew that even if he had the chance, he wasn’t sure he would want to.
After a while Mufasa and Simba reached their hunting spot, they layed down and watched as the lionesses talked over how they were going to catch this meal.  Mufasa smiled to himself as he felt his brother continue to struggle against his ass, then he started to worry that perhaps Scar would slip out of his grasp when he was eating or just walking around.  He thought for a few moments on how to carry Scar around without it being a burden, him having a chance to escape and above all, no one else spotting him.  He finally thought of the perfect way to carry him around for the whole day, and without him getting the chance to escape.  He started to flex his anus and use his tail to try and push Scar into it.
Scar felt the anus flex beneath him and thought for a moment that Mufasa was about to fart on him again, then he felt the tail start to try and push him into the flexing anus and realized that Mufasa was going to move him to a more secure cell!  Scar placed his paws on both sides of the flexing hole, trying his best not to get shoved in the stinking pit.
Mufasa pushed for several moments, he could feel his brother doing his best not to get shoved into his ass, but Mufasa couldn’t think of anywhere else to safely hold him so he was going to get Scar into his ass one way or another.  Mufasa stopped trying to shove Scar in using his tail, and reached around as if to scratch his ass and started to slowly push Scar into him.

