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Daka Jar’s sorrowful eyes gazed out of the large window in the control tower of the Interstellar Galactic Pilot Academy, his attention fixed on the training plateau where one hundred fifty new candidates stood in orderly lines. 

‘Why, in hell, did I agree to come back here and deal with this new young generation, so indifferent to life and everything that moves around them?’ the old commander thought bitterly.

Only a year ago, he retired to his home planet, Karra, in the heart of the Andromeda galaxy. Life had been simple and fulfilling there, surrounded by the tranquility of his greenhouse, brimming with exotic flowers he carefully collected from across the galaxy. 

Instead of peace, he faced the daunting task of wrangling recruits from every corner of the galaxy and shaping them into galactic pilots. He sighed heavily. He had no choice in the matter. The order had come directly from the Emergency Committee, a coalition of governors representing all intelligent species in the galaxy. 

The looming threat of an attack from the Bode Galaxy, officially known as Messier 81 (M81), demanded his return. This wasn’t a dispute between rival planets but a conflict between galaxies.

The Bode Galaxy’s reputation preceded it. It ravaged neighboring galaxies, its strategy terrifyingly simple: invade habitable planets, strip them of mineral and tradeable resources, and then move on, leaving barren husks in its wake. 

Refusing the conscription order was out of the question; it was absolute and undeniable.

Kumza, the commander who took over after Daka Jar’s retirement, didn’t seem to mind stepping aside for his predecessor. He welcomed Daka Jar’s return with an enthusiasm that bordered on mischief. Not caring much for high-ranking positions, Kumza was thrilled to have his old boss back. 

Relinquishing command to serve as Daka Jar’s second-in-command once more felt like a reunion, and Kumza always enjoyed teasing the “boss.”  Standing silently behind Daka Jar, Kumza observed him with interest, waiting for the inevitable eruption as the older man surveyed the recruits.

"Look at them, Kumza!" Daka Jar suddenly exploded, his voice reverberating through the control room. "Age doesn’t matter anymore, gender doesn’t matter anymore.  Hell, even girls can enlist now! This is outrageous!" He gestured furiously toward the plateau, his tone dripping with disdain. “I’m supposed to turn them, all of them, into galactic pilots!"

“Welcome back to the party, boss,” Kumza replied, a smirk curling his lips. Inwardly, Kumza felt a wave of satisfaction. When Daka Jar walked into his office, dragging a tattered suitcase and wearing the tired expression of a man out of retirement, Kumza was worried. The spark that had once defined Daka Jar seemed to be extinguished, replaced with contempt and resignation.

But now? Now, the twinkle in his eyes was unmistakable. It was the fire of a man who recognized the challenge laid before him and had chosen to rise to it. Daka Jar was Daka Jar again.

If there was anyone in the galaxy capable of transforming raw recruits into pilots and true strategists who could win battles even when the odds were stacked against them, it was Daka Jar.   This was why Daka Jar had been called back.  It filled Kumza with joy. Together, they would prepare this new generation to defend not just a single planet but the entire galaxy from the impending threat. 

The Academy grounds buzzed with nervous energy as the recruits assembled for their first day, each bearing their own distinct demeanor and flair. 

At the forefront of the group stood Kazy Farr, his twin brother Farr Farr, by his side. Kazy, with his sharp, angular features and piercing emerald eyes, exuded confidence. His neatly pressed cadet uniform, adorned with a small badge from his home planet, reflected his meticulous nature. On the other hand, Farr Farr was his mirror in appearance but carried a relaxed, almost mischievous air. His uniform, slightly askew, betrayed his carefree personality.

Nearby, Kyky and Bonna, SipSip’s twin sisters, whispered among themselves, their antennae twitching in synchronized curiosity. Kyky’s bright yellow eyes sparkled with determination, her sleek auburn hair tied back in a practical braid. Bonna, often the quieter of the two, had a gentler presence, her warm smile contrasting her sister’s fiery demeanor. Both wore their uniforms with pride, their matching insignias hinting at their shared goal to honor their family legacy as daughters of Omiddu.

SipSip stood apart, his arms crossed, watching the group with pride and unease. His compact frame and expressive face often belied his sharp intellect. Today, his usually neat appearance was slightly disheveled, a testament to his sleepless nights worrying about others. His twin sisters frequently teased him for his protective streak, but he wore it like a badge of honor.

Standing a few steps away, Verra adjusted the red ribbon on her antenna, a signature accessory that had become her trademark. Her almond-shaped violet eyes scanned the group with measured focus. Though petite, Verra carried herself confidently, often leaving others in awe. Her uniform was immaculate, a reflection of her disciplined personality.

DuDu, Lukka, and Mikky, the trio known for their constant banter, brought a different energy to the gathering. DuDu’s round face was perpetually lit with a grin, his booming laughter cutting through the tension like a balm. Lukka, tall and lanky, leaned against a nearby wall, his lazy posture masking his quick wit and sharp piloting instincts. Mikky, the smallest of the three, had a wiry frame and a habit of tapping his foot whenever he was nervous, which, in this instance, was constant.

As Daka Jar surveyed the group from his vantage point, his gaze lingered on each cadet. These were not just recruits but individuals with stories, talents, and flaws that would shape their journey. He took a deep breath, steadying himself for the monumental task ahead. He would break them down and build them back up, turning them into the galaxy’s most formidable defenders.

The cadets, unaware of the trials to come, stood ready. The journey awaited them would test their resolve, forge unbreakable bonds, and reveal the depths of their courage. 

Daka Jar would be there through it all:  guiding, challenging, and ultimately transforming them into something greater than themselves.
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