Option 1

Colonel Kenath Zoron hated aerospace combat. No matter what he did to tweak the settings on his Phalanx Interceptor, the Mother Goose, it never felt quite right compared to space combat. Whenever he brought it up to his peers, invariably there was one blithe idiot who would say something about how it was the natural way or how it was how the ancestors did it. Last time Zoron checked, none of his ancestors were equipped in any way to fly in atmosphere, so those arguments held as much weight as bantha fodder to him.
Regardless of his feelings on the matter, however, he was locked into exactly that situation now around Eos City. With the collapse of the planetary shields, the Collective horde had come pouring down upon the planet. He could already see smoke plumes rising from the surface where the first attacks had gouged out craters in the city.
He keyed his commlink and transmitted in the open to any other defence forces nearby. “All units, this is Colonel Zoron of Clan Vizsla. Focus your attention on the quadjets to give our anti-air defences a fighting chance.” 
A nasally sounding voice came quickly in response to his message. “Excused me, Colonel, but you have no authority here. This is Major D'tsing of the Iron Legion's Arx Aerospace Defence Force. I am in command here and I will be the one giving any orders here, do you understand?”
Figures. The only officer who wants to stand on protocol and policy. Don't worry that you were doing nothing to help beforehand.

Zoron weighed his possible responses and selected the one that felt most appropriate. He tapped commands on his comm system and blocked any messages from that specific command node. He could already picture that pompous Major having a conniption over Zoron's audacity, but his concern was making sure that he still had an employer to pay him at the end of this mess. To ensure that, he had to be sure the Dark Council and the Brotherhood survived.

Zoron hauled back on the controls and grimaced at the slight vibrations in his ship from the air rushing over its wings. There was nothing to do about it and he pushed it to the side in his mind, focusing on his readout to pick up the next wave of quadjets. He spotted a pair of them being escorted by a handful of Z-95s and instinctively set himself onto an intercept course. 

A pair of the Z-95 escorts broke off from the group and twisted onto a course to intercept him. He watched as they approached, waiting for the right moment to adjust his own ship's flight. 

Now! 

Instincts screamed at him and he pushed his throttle from his patrol pace to its maximum, feeling his fighter leap beneath him and screaming forward at nearly double his earlier pace. The rapid change in speed threw off the older, ungainly enemy craft, and he watched in amusement as the pilots strained against the drag and their own momentum in an effort to tighten their own intercepts. Both failed and fell into a losing stern chase behind his rocketing fighter.
The remaining Z-95 escorting the quadjets saw his wingmates' plight and broke off towards the Mother Goose, but he was so woefully outclassed that Zoron saw the small hesitation in the fighter's departure from formation that showed the pilot's uncertainty about meeting such a formidable foe. Nevertheless, Zoron respected the fact that pilot would chose to meet his fate head-on. He was also happy that the Z-95 was leaving his charges and meeting his halfway, making it that much easier for Zoron to manage a follow-on pass to wipe out the quadjets.
The Z-95 pilot began firing at extreme range, with his shots flying wild as the slightest degree of inaccuracy was multiplied across the distance between the two ships. Zoron held steady and linked his entire bank of eight lasers into a massive salvo. He felt a light impact on his shields as the Z-95 finally landed a lucky shot, but at such range it was barely enough to be noticed.
Zoron continued onward, his index finger poised on his laser's trigger. He saw his ship's reticule glow green but he still held off for a few more heartbeats. He knew the targeting system functioned off of probability of hits instead of certainty, so he waited.
Finally, perhaps ten heartbeats after the Z-95's first shots, Zoron's index finger twitched slightly, depressing the trigger. A dazzling display of light swarmed out from his fighter's weapons, eight lethal emerald bolts flying true towards his enemy. The Z-95 vanished in a burst of flame and Zoron smiled darkly to himself, noting that only a single green laser had missed to carry on beyond the destroyed craft. 
Without giving any extra thought to the now-dead Headhunter, he picked up his original targets again, seeing they were still diving at maximum towards an anti-air emplacement on the ground. One might be destroyed by the battery, but the second would almost certainly make it through the withering fire and take out the defences. 
He adjusted his course slightly, accounting for his increased speed along with the momentary detour seconds earlier. As he did so, he toggled his lasers to fire in pairs, giving him a lighter punch compared to before, but it would drastically up his firing cycle, which he would need as he was now trying to take down targets dodging while moving perpendicular to his flight. The high-deflection shots were bound to have a lower chance of connecting so he had to ensure he could sustain a longer firing pass.
This time, unlike with the Z-95, he began firing the moment he was within range, sending volley after volley of viridescent death at the quadjets. He blanketed the air around the suicide craft, watching as the quadjet pilots had to increasingly shorten their evasive manoeuvres as his blasts hemmed them in further. 
After a few seconds of this dance, the inevitable outcome arrived. The lead quadjet ballooned outwards in an impressive, oversized explosion. The second quadjet, having misjudged his flight leader's deadly radius, was rocked by the explosion and began tumbling uncontrollably. Zoron watched as its engines died and it began dropping in a predictable path. 
Zoron adjusted his aim and flooded the quadjet's path with laser fire. Surprisingly, though, Zoron did not succeed in striking the quadjet. Instead, it appeared the ground-based cannons, now with a simple falling object to hit, had managed to draw a bead on the quadjet and the massive cannon fire engulfed and incinerated the remaining bomber, leaving behind only a small puff of black smoke and a few small shreds of burning ailerons that had not been directly struck by the larger laser blast. 
Zoron saw his shadows had given up the chase and were arcing back toward space, likely to pick up another set of bombers to shepherd down. Zoron swung his fighter into a lazy turn, rolling in celebration, and set off to chasing down the next pair of bombers he could see. 
It was going to be a long day.
