[Option 1]Zoron-13820

Colonel Kenath Zoron shook his head in a futile effort to stop the ringing in his ears. He winced as, predictably, the motion made it worse. He rolled up off his back and climbed onto one knee behind a pile of overturned shipping cannisters. With an effort, he tried to get his eyes to focus on his helmet's HUD. 

After a long few seconds, the blurriness in his eyes finally went away and he could see the reams of data scrolling through his view. He still couldn't make sense of it, but as the information poured in, he realized with a sense of dread that he was surrounded by corpses, or those who were nearly there. The acrid smells of burning electronics and smoking flesh hit his nostrils and he had to avoid gasping as the stench threatened to overpower him. He knew if he did that then he would likely lose his last meal, which was always a pleasant experience in a helmet.

As that morbidly humorous thought crossed his mind, he finally felt the haze fading away and all his senses finally returned to normal. He heard the screeching of blaster fire mixed with staccato explosions from automatic slugthrowers as well as heavy whomps from grenades. Underneath all those he also heard the ghastly wailing of the dying, both friend and foe alike. The darkness around him flashed with red, green, and orange as the battle raged on.

Glancing to his left, he saw the mangled body of the Iron Legion trooper he had been fighting alongside moments earlier. From the marks on the man's body, he realized that they must have been hit by a grenade and Zoron had been lucky enough to be shielded by the poor fool when it detonated. He still felt like he'd gone toe-to-toe with a bantha in heat, but at least he was alive.

Zoron patted around his body and armour, doing a quick check and finding nothing missing and no obvious leaks where there shouldn't be. His comms chirped as his helmet re-established a connection and he began hearing the frantic battle chatter on the Brotherhood channels. His headset rapidly pulsed between the channels as each lit up in succession, each sounding worse than the last and stepping on each other.

A heavily accented voice screamed, “They've taken bay 64-B! Retre...”

His unit cycled to the newest transmission, a rasping, pleading voice crying, “We need medics in the loading docks! We have ...”

“They're everywhere! We need to...” The voice cut off with a suddenness that Zoron knew meant its speaker was already gone.

He disabled the scan setting on his comms, instead locking them onto the command net for Nesolat station's Iron Legion detachment as well as any Vizsla common channels. He was fairly certain he was the only member of the Mandalorian clan on station, but at least he would know if any useful allies could be found. 
The Iron Legion detachment commander sounded harried, but was still trying to maintain control of what was quickly sounding like a rout to Zoron. With that in mind, he knew he had to make his way back to his own ship. He certainly wasn't getting paid to die here and frankly he didn't know if anyone would be around to pay him for any further actions he took – his initial bout of fighting had been mostly self-preservation, but now that it seemed like the Collective troops thought he was dead from the grenade blast, he had a small opening to get back to his Phalanx Interceptor and get out where he could do more damage to the Collective.
He set his helmet's viewscreen to display the station map and overlaid it with the data stream from the Iron Legion command net. Using that, he saw he had one, maybe two, routes that still weren't blocked and immediately started moving towards the launch bay and its relative safety.
