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The amphitheater aboard the Grand War Council ship was a marvel of alien engineering.  Its towering arches shimmered with iridescent light, casting a soft glow on the assembly below. The chamber thrummed with the murmur of countless voices.  

Each balcony teemed with governors and representatives from every corner of the Andromeda Galaxy. These were not just leaders but the chosen minds of planets scattered across lightyears. Yet today, their faces betrayed no signs of brilliance, only despair.

What had been dismissed as distant rumblings of a threat three years ago had crystallized into an unshakable reality. The Andromeda galaxy stood on the precipice of invasion. 

The aggressors hailed from the Bode galaxy, a rival whose ambitions were as vast as the void between stars. Urgent action was no longer a matter of debate. It was a necessity, so this historic gathering was convened.

In a balcony reserved for honored guests, Daka Jar leaned back, his camel-like face contorted in amusement. His short neck shifted slightly as he adjusted his posture, and his long, pendulum-like arms rested idly on the balcony railing, swaying gently like the weighted hands of an ancient clock. Beside him, Kumza, a wiry figure with piercing violet eyes, observed the crowd below with quiet disdain.

“Look at them, Kumza,” Daka Jar said, his deep voice laced with mockery. “Their diapers are full of poop. They’re all scared to death.” He gestured at the governors, some of whom whispered frantically while others gestured wildly, their movements betraying the thin veneer of composure they struggled to maintain.

“It’s understandable, boss,” Kumza replied, his tone clipped and sardonic. “When the fate of an entire galaxy rests in the hands of cucumber merchants and peddlers of decorative furniture, what else could you expect?”

Daka Jar’s expression soured, his amusement giving way to disdain. “They need military men, strategists who understand the science of war, the art of victory. Instead, they squabble like hatchlings over scraps of fruit.”

Kumza’s bitter smile deepened. “That won’t happen, boss. They’re too proud, perched high in their gilded balconies, posturing as planetary governors. Admitting they know nothing of the ‘Art of Modern Warfare’ would shatter their egos.” His voice lowered, his tone grim. “But we both know the truth. When the first wave of the Bode fleet strikes, this council will crumble like brittle glass. They are not prepared. They never were.”

The tension in the amphitheater snapped taut as the voice of the chairman of the galaxy's judiciary committee boomed through the sound system, amplified to reverberate off the crystalline walls. His form was regal yet burdened, his robes of deep indigo adorned with the insignias of every allied planet.

“Silence!” the chairman commanded, slamming his three-fingered hand against the podium. The murmurs ceased abruptly, replaced by a heavy, oppressive quiet. His multifaceted eyes scanned the room, catching the uneasy glances of his audience.

“At this moment, we must be calm and calculating,” he continued, his tone clipped and resolute. “This is no time for chaos or fear. The fate of our galaxy hangs by a thread. This council must act with wisdom. Speak in turn. I want to hear your opinions. We will deliberate, and then we will vote. Let us not forget what is at stake.”

He paused, allowing the weight of his words to sink in. “We are already aware of the ultimatum delivered by the Bode galaxy. First, we may choose to surrender and become their slaves, handing over our resources to appease their insatiable hunger. Or second...” His voice dropped, a steely edge cutting through the stillness. “We resist. They will invade, conquer, and take by force what they desire. There is no third option. Now, let us proceed.”

The room remained silent for a long moment, the gravity of the situation pressing down on every soul present. Above, the great domed ceiling displayed a holographic projection of the Bode galaxy, a swirl of stars surrounding a dark, menacing void. Its presence loomed like a specter of death, a reminder of the unstoppable force inching closer to Andromeda.

On their balcony, Daka Jar crossed his long, pendulum-like arms, the coarse camel hair on his body shifting slightly as he leaned forward.  “Well, Kumza,” he muttered, his voice dripping with sardonic amusement. “Welcome to the beginning of the end. Let’s see if these governors can decide which shade of surrender looks best for their banners.”

Kumza said nothing, his gaze fixed on the hologram above. It wasn’t defeat he feared but the futility of a fight led by those too blind to see their own inadequacies.
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"I propose we fight!" cried the governor of the planet Koda, his voice reverberating through the amphitheater with a defiant fervor. His figure, clad in shimmering silver robes, stood rigid against the polished balcony railing. "We have advanced combat technology. Our spaceships are not inferior to theirs!"

The crowd murmured uneasily, pockets of governors exchanging skeptical glances. 

Before the governor of Koda could say more, the chairman of the galaxy's judiciary committee raised a scaled hand to speak. His reptilian visage twisted into an expression of restrained irritation as he leaned into his microphone. 

"Yes, that may be true, Mr. Governor of Koda. Your ships are indeed advanced and on par with any in Andromeda. However, their ships are piloted by druids," the chairman began, his voice cold and calculating. The crowd’s murmurs fell silent as he continued, each word laden with the weight of grim reality. 

"From the intelligence gathered on the Bode galaxy, one fact stands out: the Uni planet is colossal and central to their war machine. The species responsible for these conquests, the 'conkord,' as they call themselves, are unlike anything we’ve encountered. Their kind is considered vastly superior to all others in the known universe."

The chairman paused, his gaze sweeping the assembly as if daring anyone to interrupt. "They are shaped like the cave bats found across many of our planets, yet they possess stunted wings that render them incapable of flight. Their appearance is unnerving, grotesque even. And their goal
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