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The Leonine ​​called Leokont
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Leokont was certain that his time was just coming to an end. Even though his heart was telling him otherwise, his reason clearly let him know that there was no escape for him. He tried to run, in an attempt to cheat and outsmart his very probable-looking fate somehow, to avoid the deadly laser beams coming from the two bloodthirsty lizard men chasing him, but he still knew that one of them would eventually hit him and strike him down on the ground.

The bloodthirsty creatures ran after him, for reasons only they knew, one of them fat like a well-fattened pig, the other thin and skinny like some millennia-old dinosaur skeleton, their long claws holding thin silver guns that constantly spewed green rays, ready to seal the fate of the young lion-man by the name of Leokont.

His chasers, known as Reptilians, wore lightweight crimson armors on their chests, with the coat of arms of the Draco warrior race drawn on them (which was why they were also known as Dracos or Draconians) – a wide-open snake eye, yellow with a black almond-shaped pupil.

He ran, as fast as he could, he ran to the point of exhaustion, until he could breathe no more, but he knew that he couldn't go on like that forever and that everything would come to an end eventually, including his life on his home planet Vega, which was part of the formerly magnificent kingdom in the constellation of Lyra and named precisely after the brightest star of the constellation it belonged to.

But is this really the end of him and his soul? Is he really going to allow those freaks who have been exploiting his planet for years to just end his life so easily? No, his time to die has not come yet. He will fight, even if it was the last decision he made in his life!

***
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IT WASN'T LONG UNTIL the two Dracos, the skinny and the chubby one, caught up with him and smirked triumphantly as they aimed their deadly weapons at his chest.

"This is the end of your road, little lion. I'm sorry it turned out like this, kiddo, but it's not our fault. This is just a job. You shouldn't have stood in the way of our beloved emperor," he was mockingly spoken to by the fat Reptilian, wearing a red armor that barely covered his big ass belly.

"The hell ​​you're sorry, you ugly fat lizard!" the young man growled bravely. "Your reptilian hearts are harder than the thickest rocks! You wouldn't even have any compassion for your own mothers, let alone for us Lyrans, whom you've been mercilessly exploiting for centuries!"

"Who could imagine, he isn't wrong at all! This kitten has more brains in his head than half of all the idiots we regularly recruit into our troops," remarked the first, much slimmer Reptilian.

​"True, buddy, and he also got the part about my mother right. I really couldn't side with her after she cheated on my father and ran off with an Avian who had worked at our chicken coop, whom we'd been using as an early dawn wake-up call. I will never be able to forgive that gullible fool of my old man for not slaughtering that songbird fugger as soon as he came to our farm, and making a fine chicken broth from him," his fat colleague anxiously agreed.

​"Hey, you pair of deadbeats! Why are you talking to each other and acting like I don't exist here? Didn't you come here to slit my throat?" Leokont impatiently interrupted their conversation.

​"Oh, you're right, sorry, we got a little carried away. Are you in such a hurry to die, lion boy?" the fatty asked him in astonishment.

​"Quite the opposite, it's not that I'm really dying from happiness about leaving this world in a matter of minutes, but there's one thing I'm very interested in knowing, and that's why you want to send me to my ancestors in some other dimension of existence? You said that I had stood in your beloved emperor's way. How? As far as I know, my family regularly pays all sorts of taxes to your emperor, from that on the sale of goods to that on water, electricity, oil, air, 10G internet, paper, toilet paper, meat, domestic animals, pets..." the lion-man was curious.

"As if that matters now! I don't have time to explain everything to you in detail! Besides, we're about to disintegrate your ass with our laser guns now anyway. All that will remain of you will be glowing ashes and a distant memory," the thin lizard-man hissed wickedly and aimed his rifle at the Feline, placing his finger on the trigger.

​"Wait, Kring! Don't shoot!" the other Reptilian suddenly interfered, much to the skinny one's great surprise, preventing him from firing the deadly rays.
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Bring me the head of feline prince!
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​"What the hell is wrong with you, Grong?" Kring asked him in disbelief. "The boss was clear when he said he wanted us to bring him this Feline's head."

"And how are you gonna deliver it to him and prove that we executed him, if you reduce him to ashes with a laser gun, smartass?" the fatty replied with a counter-question.

"Uh, you're right, bud, if we disintegrate him, we won't have any solid proof that we really got rid of him. The boss may even end up rewarding us for that by cutting our own heads off! And I'm not ready to give it to him so easily, buddy, even if he is the ruler of the Reptilian Empire! You know very well how much I love my head!" lamented the saddened skinny man. ​"But then, what shall we do?"

​"Please don't fret, I took everything into account. I brought a dagger with me, just in case. It won't be as easy as it would have been with a sword, but what must be done must be done. We'll manage somehow..." the chubby one comforted him.

​"Hey, you lame ass lizards! Once again you're squabbling and bickering as if I wasn't even here!" Leokont interrupted them, already sick of their discussion. "For God's sake, will either of you finally tell me why you want to ice me?"

"Well... actually I don't know, it's a top secret and an order coming from the top..." the skinny Reptilian replied hesitantly.

"Okay, Kring, you can indulge him, it doesn't cost us anything. Tell him what terrible crimes he's been accused of. You know we always grant our death row prisoners' last wishes," Grong goofily responded to his partner.

"​​Hmmm...okay. As you wish," the skinny one nodded and turned to Leokont: "So, our dear unlucky boy, we've got no personal beef with you, but strange rumors have reached our beloved master, the Great Exterminator, about some stupid, not to say superstitious, prophecy of yours, about some so-called last, long-lost prince of Lyra, who will suddenly appear and rip our adored Great Exterminator's head off..."

"I've heard ​that legend about a hundred times. My mother used to tell it to me as a bedtime story, as did numerous other Lyran mothers to their children. But what does that have to do with me?" the Leonine interrupted him in mid-sentence.

​"Oh, it has a lot to do with you, my dear!​" the fat one continued in a joyful voice. "Since our emperor leaves nothing to chance, he ordered his best scientists to analyze the data obtained from the DNA samples of all the residents of Vega born after the tragic death of the last Lyran king, Vandrax the Peaceful. All those data are stored in the main supercomputer located in the imperial court."

"And just look at the interesting results they came up with! Their thorough research has shown that you are, on your mother's side, the one and only distant descendant of King Vandrax the Peaceful, in other words, the last Lyran blood prince," Kring continued the story. "And that's not in accordance with our boss's plans, so he ordered us to execute you. Genetics is a tricky thing, isn't it? Your unfortunate ancestor Vandrax lost his head because of it, and the same fate is now awaiting you, I'm afraid."

​"Are you pulling my paw?! If that's so, how come I don't know anything about it?! My parents never mentioned any such thing to me!" the young Lyran dropped his jaw in disbelief.

​"We are not lying, I swear on my mother's life, by my sacred reptilian honor!" Grong lifted his claw high in the air.

​"Pffff​, what mother, fatass? The one that cheated on your old man with a feathered servant? Do you think I'm just going to take your word for it?" Leokont waved his paw dismissively. "Maybe I would have believed you if you had sworn on your boss's life!"

The young lion-man's words hit the shocked fatty very hard, so he shouted angrily at the top of his voice:

"Don't open my old family wounds, you lion trash! It's all true! Why did you have to remind me of my family tragedy and my childhood traumas?! Just how much it hurts to remember how my evil old snake mother played my old man for a fool while doing horizontal tangos with that birdlike servant in the chicken coop. When I was a little lizard, I once even caught them in the act! I'll be haunted by those terrible pictures for the rest of my life!"

After those words, the previously fearsome son of the snake began to wail and whimper like a newborn baby, so much that his colleague had to put his laser rifle away in order to offer him a shoulder to cry on.

The witty Leokont had partially been counting on his psychological tactics, which he had successfully applied both on his friends and his enemies many times, and he was very happy that they worked that time as well. Admittedly, he wasn't entirely sure if he would be able to use it in that moment, since he had never seen a Reptilian cry before, but at least he had hoped it would distract them somehow, and it had eventually happened.

While the sympathetic Kring was consoling his distraught and crying fat partner and trying to distract him from the reawakened painful childhood memories with warm words, Leokont took advantage of their momentary lack of attention by making ten slow steps away from them, and then taking off to the left, running as fast as he could.
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Commander from the Pleiades
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By the time the skinny and the fat lizard-men finally noticed the young Lyran was gone, he was already almost half a mile away.

So for a while he ran and ran, nearly losing his breath as he crossed the fields and valleys of his native Vega, having no idea where to go. If the mumblings of those two serpentine jerks were true, if he really was the last descendant of the Lyran Kingdom's last ruler, then he would not be safe anywhere, especially not with his parents, whose lives he wasn't going to bring in jeopardy.

So he spent some time just mindlessly circling and wandering here and there, until he suddenly saw a huge spherical silver flying saucer in the sky, circling high above his head covered by a dense mane.

Leokont wasn't sure which galactic race the spaceship belonged to, but he was sure it wasn't Reptilian. He just hoped it didn't belong to any enemy. Come what may, he had nothing to lose. He decided to wave his paws up and down with all his might, hoping that the ship's crew would notice him and land on the ground.

To his astonishment, a bluish-colored laser beam suddenly shone from the saucer, paralyzing him on the spot, then lifted him up in the air as easily as if he was a feather, before bringing him straight into the interior of the object through the open door of the ship.

The next moment, the young Lyran was approached by a smiling human-like being, dressed in a shining silver uniform with a badge in the chest area, which portrayed a symbol shaped like a blue triangle with two unequally long arms, standing above a writing in the universal language of light, saying: ASHTAR GALACTIC COMMAND.  

The stranger appeared to be in his thirties, over six feet tall, with green eyes, long blond hair that reached over his broad shoulders, and a gentle, benevolent face. He looked very kind and likable.

​"Hello, feline friend, my name is Commander Telion. I'm a member of the Pleiadian race and an emissary of the Galactic Federation of Light. Welcome to my humble interstellar ship!" the blond man in the silver uniform greeted him, raising his hand not far from his face, spreading his fingers in the middle of the hand, which was an intergalactic sign of greeting that indicated he was coming in peace.

​"Pleiadian? I have heard of your race, although I have never seen you here on Vega, since only the worst scum from the entire galaxy began to settle here with the Draconians rising into power. I've heard that you Pleiadians are very friendly and that you often selflessly help other races. Looks like I was really lucky as hell to run into you!" the young man said with relief in his voice and happily shook hands with the high commander of the ship. "I need your help. Not sure if you knew, but those disgusting lizards want my head
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