Zoron took a deep breath and tried to calm his racing nerves as he gripped the hyperspace engine’s lever in his X-wing’s cockpit. He watched as the jump clock counted down, anxiety rising up in him as it grew nearer to zero. After all his combat jumps and his military training, he still felt his heartbeat pounding. He closed his eyes for a brief second, blocking out the streaks of white light and the vibrant blue background, waiting for his astromech to give him the final warning that they were about to exit jump.
“Beep-bee-bee-bee-boo-doo”
His eyes popped open again and he saw five second remaining. He re-gripped the flightstick in one hand and got ready to jump into the raging battle awaiting him. As the clock hit one, he yanked back on the lever and disengaged the safeties on the engine, allowing his astromech to take over and shut off the hyperspace engine at the precise moment needed to safely arrive close to the Odanite naval group whose Holonet distress beacon had abruptly cut off minutes before.
“Bweeee!”
Zoron’s sensors immediately lit up as he reverted to realspace. He began to casually roll his fighter in a pre-emptive evasive maneuver as a matter of course until he could get his bearings. As he spun away, he took in the information pouring into his readouts and saw things were in a bad way for the Odanite naval group.
Directly ahead of him, the shattered mass of a DP20 Corellian Gunship was tumbling through space, fires feeding on the venting atmosphere, with massive hunks missing from it. From his personal experience, he knew that ship and its entire crew was gone.
Alarms started chirping as his sensors picked up the shortrange personal beacons from ejected pilots’ flight suits as well as some escape pods. He acknowledged the alarms and silenced them with a quick swat of his hand onto the comm controls.
He finished orienting himself as the sensors completed their updates. Glancing down, he winced and saw an escape pod marker – no, two markers now – disappear from his screens. He levelled out of his roll and locked on to the nearest suicide bomber. Luckily, while agile from the standpoint of being flying bombs, they were no real challenge for his X-wing.
He squeezed the firing studs and sent red lances of energy through the enemy craft, causing it to explode before it could kill another escape pod.
“Kappa Squadron, this is Avenger 5. Kappa Lead through 8, break off and defend the escape pods,” he ordered the accompanying Hoth fighter squadron. “Harbinger Squadron, begin immediately working to recover our downed pilots. Kappa 9 through 12, provide cover for Harbinger.”
He toggled his comms and sent a system-wide message on all Odanite channels. “Odanite naval forces, this is Kenath Zoron with JTF Hoth. We are on a time limit here – enemy reinforcements are bound to be on their way now. All stricken ships are to be abandoned immediately. We cannot protect you, we must retreat with all haste.” He paused for a moment to let that sink in. “All escape pods, vector immediately to the Pride. Any remaining fighter forces, begin screening the pods and the Pride. Jump coordinates will be sent to you momentarily – be ready to jump the moment all pods are recovered. Zoron out.”
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