
The Justifiers #2 - “Rise of the Psi-Sentinel”

Written by Steven Bland

The rain over New York Harbor fell in relentless, heavy sheets, blurring the jagged skyline of 

Manhattan into a distant charcoal smear.  On the isolated, high-security island base of the Justifiers, the 

weather was the least of anyone's concerns.  Inside the joint global-monitoring station, the atmosphere 

was thick with the sterile scent of ozone and the low, panicked hum of cooling fans pushed to their 

absolute limits.

Aron stood at the center of the crescent-shaped primary terminal array, his fingers flying across 

a glossy glass interface with practiced, rhythmic efficiency.  He wore a heavy, faded flannel shirt with 

the sleeves rolled to his elbows and a headset resting comfortably over his dark hair.  To the outside 

world, he was invisible – a ghost in the machine.  To the team, he was the anchor.  He was the mission 

control engineer who mapped the world so they wouldn't lose their footing in the dark.

A few paces away stood Jean Carter.  To any human observer, she was a striking, highly 

intelligent young researcher with shoulder-length vibrant red hair and piercing green eyes, wearing a 

simple lab coat over civilian clothes.  But Aron knew the truth beneath the human camouflage.  He 

knew her true name was J'Een K'Artur, a young Martian survivor sent across the vastness of space 

ahead of a brutal planet-shattering civil war.
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Nestled tightly against her hairline was a slender, high-tech metallic band.  This dampening 

headband, engineered by the brilliant scientist who had found her wandering the desert years ago, 

hummed with a microscopic, high-frequency vibration.  It was a crucial piece of technology – a mental 

filter designed to protect her advanced telepathic biology from the overwhelming, chaotic torrent of 

human thought.  Without it, the screaming white noise of eight million minds living in the surrounding 

metropolitan area would paralyze her cognitive functions.

“We lost the entire western grid,” Aron muttered, his voice sharp with frustration as a 

holographic map of North America hovering in the center of the room flickered violently, entire states 

going dark one by one.  “It's a cyber-virus.  Highly sophisticated.  It's eating through our satellite relays 

from the inside out.  We're completely blind.”

“It's not just an outage, Aron,” Jean said softly, closing her eyes.  She leaned back against a 

terminal housing, letting her hands drop to her sides as she intentionally adjusted the empathy filters on 

her headband.
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“What do you mean it's not an outage?”  Patriot Prime's voice boomed as he stepped into the 

light of the flickering monitors.  His heavy, armored boots echoed against the metallic floorboards.  

Dean Roberts was big and strapping, in his mid-to-late twenties, wearing his durable skin-tight red 

long-sleeved shirt with the massive white eagle chevron.  Slung securely over his broad shoulder was 

his blue, disc-shaped shield featuring a large, stylized white eagle.  It was a masterpiece of engineering 

designed to absorb the raw kinetic energy of bullets and shells, while its internal capacitors could 

generate a localized shockwave to deflect blows from superhumanly strong opponents.  His stern face 

was carved with deep lines of worry.  “Talk to me, Jean.”

Jean didn't answer right away.  She breathed in deeply, opening the floodgates of her mind 

within the safety parameters of her headband.  To the men in the room, the world was silent save for the 

electronic alarms.  To Jean, the air was suddenly screaming.  Her telepathy cut through the digital static 

that had paralyzed their machinery.  She didn't look at the monitors; she looked inward, sweeping her 

consciousness across three thousand miles of land.  She felt the sudden, terrifying spikes of adrenaline, 

the collective gasp of thousands of human minds crying out in simultaneous terror.  It was a phantom 

weight that pressed against her temples, making the veins there throb against her skin.

“It's Seattle,” Jean gasped, her eyes snapping open, her green eyes flashing with an intense light. 

“The virus... it wasn't just meant to blind us.  It was a smokescreen.  Gorgon has triggered a tectonic 

rupture along the Cascadia subduction zone.  The city is tearing itself apart.  Right now.”
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Patriot Prime stared at her for a fraction of a second, evaluating the absolute certainty in her 

voice.  He didn't ask for data printouts.  He didn't wait for the satellites to reboot.  He reached to his 

blue tactical belt, pulled out a sleek, glowing silver comm-link, and tossed it through the air.  Jean 

caught it cleanly in her palm.

“If you can track a disaster halfway across the continent through a digital blackout, you're not 

staying in this lab,” Patriot Prime said, his voice ringing with absolute authority.  “If you can track it, 

you're flying with us.  Go change into the uniform we prepared.  Welcome to the frontline, Psi-

Sentinel.”

The hangar bay doors yawned open against the stormy New York sky, and the Justice Jet roared 

to life.  This was not a standard military transport.  It was a masterpiece of aerospace engineering, a 

sleek, high-tech shadow that had once served as Aron's private luxury vessel before being heavily 

retrofitted as the team's ultimate source of transportation.  Aron sat firmly in the pilot's chair, his eyes 

tracking a dozen custom flight telemetry streams as the jet cut through the storm clouds, climbing 

instantly into the smooth, thin air of the upper stratosphere.

The engines hummed with a low, smooth vibration that vibrated right through the soles of Jean's 

yellow boots.  She sat at a secondary terminal in her superhero uniform – a sleek, emerald-green tunic 

with a vibrant yellow cape and matching boots, paying perfect homage to a classic hero's heritage while 

accommodating her Martian physiology.
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In the passenger bay behind them, the rest of the team readied themselves.  The Deliverer sat 

quietly, a tall, dark-skinned, strapping powerhouse with blond hair.  His blue short-sleeved bodysuit 

with the big red guardian symbol gleamed under the tactical lights, his short red cape draped over his 

right shoulder.  He was focused, a man who had left 1963 and cryogenic suspension behind to 

safeguard this new century.  Beside him sat Veronica Van de Camp – the brilliant research scientist 

known as Beehive – her dark red hair tied back, her fingers tapping against her bright yellow opera 

gloves as she mentally synced with the telemetry systems.

“She handles beautifully, Aron,” Jean noted, adjusting the comm-piece in her ear.  Her mind 

hovered on the periphery of the jet's automated flight computer.  “I can feel the sub-atomic dampeners 

through my telepathic feedback loop.  It's strange... it's like the ship is entirely weightless.”

Aron let out a soft laugh, a touch of his billionaire pride glinting in his eyes despite the gravity 

of their mission.  “She was the fastest private bird in the sky before I modified her for the team, Jean.  

Patriot Prime insisted on adding the military-grade cloaking and the heavy armor plating, but the core 

engine matrix?  That's pure Aron Enterprises technology.  Smooth, fast, anti-gravity dampeners 

designed to survive a re-entry orbit if necessary.  I'll be staying up here to act as your eye in the sky 

once we drop you over the zone.”

The heavy sliding door to the cockpit hissed open, and Patriot Prime stepped into the cramped 

space.  His blue eagle-crested shield was locked firmly onto his left forearm with a heavy, metallic 

clack.  The green tactical lights reflected off the large white eagle chevron across his chest.
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“Save the tech talk for later,” Prime commanded, his eyes locking onto Jean.  “We're crossing 

into Washington airspace in exactly thirty seconds.  The atmospheric interference from the tectonic 

rupture is throwing off our automated guidance.  Jean, I need you to be our eyes.”

Jean nodded, taking a slow, centering breath.  'I have the grid, Aron,' her voice echoed suddenly, 

not aloud, but directly inside Aron's mind as a clean, crisp projection of thought carrying the distinct 

psychological scent of desert rain.  'Steer left twelve degrees.  There's a localized super-cell forming 

over the bay.  I'll guide us right through the eye.'

Aron felt the familiar, cool sensation at the back of his neck as the mental link established itself. 

His own cognitive processing sharpened as Jean's Martian biology integrated his brainwaves into her 

tactical network.  “Copy that,” Aron said aloud, gripping the twin control yokes and banking the high-

tech jet sharply into the heart of the storm.

Seattle was a nightmare of gray ash and shattered glass.  The earthquake had struck with a 

merciless 7.2 magnitude, turning the pristine streets into buckled, gaping chasms.  But the focal point 

of the destruction was the city's crown jewel: the Space Needle.  The iconic tower was groaning 

violently, its massive steel legs warping under the immense, uneven pressure of the shifting ground 

beneath it.  The main structural joints near the base were snapping with sounds like artillery fire.
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From the drop bay of the hovering Justice Jet, the Deliverer descended like a meteor, slamming 

into the cracked concrete at the base of the tower.  His red, V-cut boots sank into the earth as he threw 

his massive arms upward, catching the primary support beams.  His muscles bulged beneath his blue 

short-sleeved bodysuit, veins popping along his neck and forehead as he strained against his absolute 

100-ton limit, the red guardian symbol on his chest gleaming through the rising dust.

“I can't hold the uneven stress!”  The Deliverer roared into his comms, his voice cracking under 

a weight that no mortal man was ever meant to bear.  “The foundation is sliding!  The entire top deck is 

tearing away from the column!  It's going to tip into the crowds below!”

Up in the jet, Jean looked down through the open bay doors.  Beside her stood Beehive, 

adjusting her bright yellow opera gloves, her dark red hair framing a fierce look of determination.

“Beehive, get down there and clear the evacuation paths under the Needle!”  Patriot Prime 

commanded, tightening his grip on his blue eagle shield.  “Njord, we need to stabilize that sliding 

foundation before it shears the Deliverer in half.  Use the ocean!”

“On it, Boss,” Beehive replied.  Willing her genetic code to shift, she instantly shrank and 

replicated herself until she was a buzzing, synchronized hive-mind swarm of thousands of half-inch tall 

clones.  Sprouting functional insect wings, the golden-yellow swarm poured out of the hangar doors 

like a cloud of living amber, diving straight into the wreckage.  Working with collective superhuman 

strength, the tiny clones swarmed under fallen steel girders, hoisting the heavy debris away to guide 

trapped, terrified civilians safely out of the collapse zone.
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Njord didn't jump into the air to fly.  Instead, utilizing the aerokinetic power of his divine 

trident, he directed a massive, targeted updraft of wind to lower himself safely to the shore of the 

nearby Elliot Bay.  Standing at the water's edge, his long red hair whipping in the gale, he struck his 

trident into the churning sea.  Using his absolute command over the oceans, he conjured a colossal fist 

of solidified water from the bay.

With a sweeping gesture, Njord hurled the massive water construct across the shore, forcing the 

solidified ocean wave directly into the yawning, muddy fissures beneath the Space Needle.  In a flash, 

he struck the earth with his divine trident, channeling a secondary elemental shockwave through the 

ground that packed the wet earth and dense water tight, jamming the fissures and trapping the sliding 

foundation in a vise-grip of hyper-compressed soil and solidified ocean weight.

High above, the violent wind ripped at Jean's yellow cape, but her focus remained absolute.  She 

drifted down through the open air, her emerald-green tunic remaining perfectly dry, surrounded by a 

micro-thin, invisible layer of telekinetic pressure that repelled every drop of rain before it could touch 

the fabric.

“I've got you, big guy,” Jean's voice echoed directly inside the Deliverer's mind, bypassing the 

static-choked radios.

She suspended herself in the air and threw her hands forward.  Her eyes blazed with a vibrant, 

translucent green telekinetic energy.  A massive wave of psionic force erupted from her brow, cascading 

down through the smoky air.  It didn't strike the tower; it wrapped around the entire observation deck 

like an immense, invisible, form-fitting cushion.
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With a sharp, agonizing surge of focus, she stabilized the shifting center of gravity.  She lifted 

the leaning side of the tower by pure willpower, perfectly leveling the top deck and balancing the 

immense load across the structure.  But the crushing weight of thousands of tons of twisting steel 

pressed squarely against her frontal lobe.  The dampening headband against her brow grew scalding hot 

as it tried to process the sheer kinetic feedback.  A trickle of blood began to run from her left nostril, 

but she refused to break the connection.

“Now, Deliverer!”  She screamed through the comms, her teeth clenched in agony.  “Lock it 

down before my head splits open!”

With the uneven stress miraculously relieved, the Deliverer let out a mighty, earth-shaking 

shout.  Utilizing every ounce of his remaining 100-ton strength, he slammed the massive structural 

joints back into perfect alignment, anchoring them into place against Njord's newly compressed tidal 

barrier with a brilliant burst of raw kinetic force.  The Space Needle shuddered one last time, stood 

firm, and fell silent.  Jean drifted down to the cracked asphalt, wiping the blood from her lip, her 

breathing shallow as her first major wave of mental burnout threatened to dim her consciousness.  

High-velocity golden streaks blurred past her as Beehive's thousands of clones merged back together, 

returning Veronica safely to her normal height and single form right beside Patriot Prime.
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There was no time to celebrate.  The coordinates Jean had pulled from the digital noise pointed 

directly to the freezing depths of the Norwegian Sea, far beneath the crushing waves where the secret 

tech-city of Osloceanus lay hidden.  Hours later, the Justice Jet hung motionless in the upper 

atmosphere, completely invisible to the world.  Below them, thousands of feet of dark, unforgiving 

ocean separated them from Gorgon's final stronghold.  The city was surrounded by layers of automated 

hydro-dynamic force fields designed to crush any unauthorized vessel that dared to approach.

From the aircraft's holding bay, Beehive prepped her signature vehicle – the Bumblebimmer, a 

sleek, yellow-and-black, bee-shaped flying Bimmer car.  Six side-mounted robotic claw legs clicked 

into position.

“The atmospheric interference is too dense to drop the jet,” Patriot Prime commanded, adjusting 

his red head mask to ensure his blond hair was clear.  “Njord, you know these waters best.  Clear a 

path.”

Standing by the exit hatch, Njord stepped forward.  He did not prepare to dive into the open air.  

Instead, raising his divine trident, he targeted the cloud mist and pouring rain outside the bay door.  

Using the moisture as a direct medium, he channeled his hydrokinetic power and tore open a 

shimmering dimensional portal directly inside the hangar.  “Follow me through the gateway,” Njord 

boomed, stepping through the portal to instantly reappear thousands of feet below, deep within the dark 

ocean currents surrounding his home city of Osloceanus.
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The Bumblebimmer fired its anti-gravity thrusters, its powerful jets roaring to life as it shot out 

of the Justice Jet at a blistering 1,600 kilometers per hour, diving straight through Njord's dimensional 

portal.  Behind the dashboard controls, Beehive expertly steered the super-car into the icy ocean depths 

alongside the swimming Viking.

Suddenly, a bright red warning light began to flash rhythmically across the Bumblebimmer's 

dashboard.  A harsh, repetitive electronic ping filled the cockpit, mirroring the alerts on Aron's screens 

high above.

“Proximity alert,” Aron's voice crackled through their earpieces through the stratosphere.  “The 

city's automated perimeter grid just initiated an active sonar-pulse sweep.  Your hull is shifting the 

localized water pressure – they're going to spot the displacement wave in less than five seconds.”

“Don't touch the thrusters, Beehive.  Hold us completely still,” Jean commanded from the 

passenger seat.  She sat back, closing her eyes and pressing her palms against her temples.

She extended her mind downward, letting her consciousness plunge past the hull, down into the 

black, icy depths of the ocean.  She bypassed the organic life of the sea, slicing directly into the 

electronic security frequencies of Osloceanus's automated defense network.  In the theater of her mind, 

the security grid manifested as an intricate, spinning web of burning blue lasers and sharp, digital 

tripwires.  She could feel the sonar pulse traveling upward, a physical wave of data about to collide 

with the Bumblebimmer.
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With a massive surge of mental effort that made her heart race, Jean psychically hijacked the 

incoming automated signal.  She intercepted the returning data packets at the speed of thought, 

rewriting the code from within the mainframe.  She projected a complex telepathic illusion directly into 

the city's security computers, mimicking the exact acoustic and displacement signature of a passing pod 

of blue whales.

The red warning lights on the super-car's dashboard flashed tentatively one more time, held for 

a terrifying second, and then faded back to a calm, steady green.

“We're ghosted,” Jean breathed, opening her eyes, wiping a thick bead of sweat from her 

forehead.  “The automated systems think we're just wildlife.  Beehive, open the drone bay.  Let's map 

the interior before they run a manual diagnostic.”

Beehive tapped her dashboard controls.  A small compartment on the front hood slid open, 

deploying a swarm of miniature surveillance drones that looked exactly like real bees.  The tiny bio-

tech constructs buzzed through the base's small filtration vents, activating their onboard video 

surveillance feeds.  “The bee-drones are inside,” Beehive confirmed, watching the closed-circuit 

television screen on her dashboard.  “I'm tracking Gorgon's location.  He's deep within the core 

infrastructure.”

- 12 -



The Justifiers #2 - “Rise of the Psi-Sentinel”

The infiltration into the submerged fortress was swift, utilizing the Bumblebimmer's massive 

side-mounted robotic claw arms to effortlessly tear through a reinforced auxiliary airlock hatch.  The 

final chamber was a fortress of glass and pulsing fiber-optic cables.  In the center of the massive, 

flooded cathedral of technology stood Gorgon.  His heavy cybernetic enhancements glowed an angry, 

malevolent crimson in the dim light, his metallic fingers dancing across a giant holographic terminal.  

The surrounding acoustic servers groaned, emitting a low-frequency hum that shook the very 

foundation of the underwater city.

“You're too late, Justifiers!”  Gorgon snarled, his voice a mechanical rasp as he turned to face 

the intruders.  “The tectonic pulse is already locked into the global mantle.  One more keystroke and 

the entire European trench collapses, dragging the continent into the sea!”

Patriot Prime didn't waste breath on a reply.  He charged forward like a freight train.  He 

slammed the flat face of his shield directly into Gorgon's cybernetic chest plate with a devastating 

melee bash.  The sheer force of the impact knocked the villain backward, crashing into the primary 

control console.  But as Gorgon fell, his flailing mechanical arm swiped across the master override 

switch.  A piercing, deafening alarm blared through the chamber.

“Warning: Self-destruct sequence initiated.  Structural compromise in sixty seconds.”
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The massive server columns began to crack under the sudden surge of power.  Sparks showered 

the room like dying stars as the acoustic frequencies threatened to tear the chamber apart from the 

inside out.  High above, Aron tracked the cascading system failure on his tactical monitors, his fingers 

flying across his console as he tried to patch into the facility's localized network through the 

Bumblebimmer's crime computer.

“The servers are tearing themselves to pieces!”  Aron's voice cut through the comms.  “The 

feedback loop is too tight!  If they blow, the whole trench goes with them!  I can't override it from 

here!”

“Njord, handle the environmental steam!  Beehive, patch into the terminal directly!”  Patriot 

Prime shouted as the team flooded the room.

Njord stepped forward.  Raising his trident, he manipulated the ocean water spraying from the 

ruptured cooling pipes, shaping the fluid into giant, solidified shields of dense water to block the 

electrical fires and protect his allies.  Beside him, Beehive willed her body to shift, instantly shrinking 

and replicating into thousands of half-inch-tall flying clones.  The tiny hive-mind swarm flew directly 

into the cracked circuitry of the secondary console.  Pressing their tiny hands against the broken wires, 

the clones acted as a synchronized, living copper conduit to buy Aron time.  “I'm holding the digital 

line, Aron, but the data overload is frying my swarm's hardware!”  Beehive's collective voice buzzed in 

their earpieces.
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“Stand back, everyone!”  Jean cried out mentally, her thoughts cutting through the electronic 

panic.

She stepped forward into the center of the room.  The intense heat, the vibrating sub-harmonics, 

and chaotic electronic noise battered her telepathic senses.  Against her hairline, the dampening 

headband grew scalding hot, its internal micro-circuits flaring with a brilliant, warning amber light.  

She could feel her finite mental energy rapidly draining, her Martian strength fading under the 

psychological strain, but she refused to yield.

With absolute, terrifying focus, she reached into her true Martian nature.  For a fleeting second, 

the human illusion completely shattered.  Her fair skin deepened into a rich, dark olive green, and her 

red hair dissolved, sparking into a magnificent, crown-like aura of pure, glowing orange telekinetic 

energy.

She extended both hands toward the fracturing machinery.  A dense, shimmering shield of 

transparent green psychic force erupted from her palms, slamming into the collapsing servers.  By 

sheer force of will, she physically bound the shattering metal, the bursting pipes, and the severed fiber 

lines back together, trapping the kinetic energy of the failing matrix within her telekinetic barrier.

She dropped to one knee, gasping for breath under the immense psychic strain.  A sharp, 

blinding migraine ripped through her temples, and a dark line of crimson blood began to run from her 

nose – the agonizing onset of severe mental burnout.
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“Prime... hit him now!”  Jean screamed through the mental net, her voice fracturing.  “I can't 

hold this explosion back forever!”

Gorgon scrambled to his feet, his cybernetic enhancements roaring to life as he unleashed a 

powerful, superhumanly strong punch directly at Patriot Prime's head.  The patriotic hero pivoted 

instantly, raising his blue shield to meet the blow.  The moment Gorgon's mechanical fist collided with 

the eagle-crested alloy, the shield's internal capacitors activated, instantly generating a massive, 

localized kinetic shockwave.  The shield completely deflected the blow, magnifying and mirroring 

Gorgon's own immense strength right back into his body.  The violent kinetic backlash knocked the 

villain completely unconscious, sending him crashing to the floor.

Simultaneously, using the stable physical bypass Jean was maintaining and the hardware link 

Beehive's shrinking clone swarm provided, Aron managed to route a hard-override command from his 

terminal miles above.  The facility's mainframe roared in electronic protest, then fell completely silent 

just as the countdown timer hit two seconds.

The room fell dead silent, save for the sound of Jean's ragged breathing as her orange energy 

crown faded back into shoulder-length red hair, her human disguise snapping back into place.  

Sweeping through the air, the thousands of tiny bee-clones merged back together, returning Beehive 

safely to her normal height right next to Patriot Prime.
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The silence that settled over the acoustic nexus was heavy, punctuated only by the dripping of 

condensed water from the cooling pipes.  Patriot Prime rushed across the catwalk, dropping to one knee 

beside Jean.  He placed a massive gloved hand on her shoulder, his own breath ragged from the 

intensity of the confrontation.  Beside them, Njord let out a long breath, lowering his divine trident as 

the solidified water constructs safely melted away, while Beehive knelt down to check the dashboard 

logs of the Bumblebimmer super-car parked nearby.

“Jean,” Dean said softly, his voice dropping its commanding edge.  “We got him.  The servers 

are stable.  The trench is secure.”

She managed a weak, fragile smile, her green eyes only half-open, her body trembling from the 

physical toll of her overextended alien biology.  'I know', she thought, the telepathic projection so faint 

it felt like a whisper carried away by the sea currents.  'I can feel the machinery quiet down... the 

feedback is gone.'

'Alright, team,' Aron's voice came through their earpieces, filled with a deep, quiet relief.  'The 

Bumblebimmer is locked onto your position.  Get her on board, Prime.  Jean, I'm dialing up the power 

grid on your headband remotely from the cockpit.  It's going to put you into a deep, dreamless sleep for 

the flight back to New York.  Let go of the net.  I've got the wheel.'
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Jean didn't argue.  As Aron adjusted the frequency remotely, the amber warning lights on her 

high-tech headband shifted to a soothing, slow-pulsing blue light.  The profound exhaustion of her 

Martian biology claimed her, and her eyes closed fully.  Patriot Prime carefully slid his arms beneath 

her, lifting her into his chest with ease, her head resting gently against the blue, impact-absorbing 

surface of his eagle-crested shield as he carried her toward the Bumblebimmer's passenger seat, flanked 

closely by Beehive and Njord.  Raising his trident, Njord struck the water once more, opening a 

dimensional portal that instantly transported the super-car and the team back into the hangar bay of the 

Justice Jet high above.

Three hours later, the Justice Jet sat dark and cooling in its high-security hangar berth on the 

island base.  Patriot Prime had already retired to the medical wing to have his bruised ribs treated by 

the automated medical units, leaving his blue, disc-shaped shield resting on the armory table to be 

polished, recalibrated, and cleared of its kinetic residue.

Aron Hightower hadn't left his primary terminal in the monitoring station.  He sat at the center 

of the crescent console, a single desk lamp providing the only light in the sterile room.  The primary 

monitors had been scaled back to their baseline configurations, but his main focus was the small, high-

definition video feed coming from the recovery ward.
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On the screen, Jean Carter lay beneath a heavy wool blanket, her vibrant red hair spread across 

the white pillow.  The dampening headband remained securely in place against her forehead, its blue 

indicator light pulsing like a slow, steady heartbeat.  Her vitals were completely stable, her unique 

physiology already working to repair the neural pathways that had been pushed so close to the brink of 

destruction.

Aron picked up a cold cup of coffee, taking a slow sip, his eyes never leaving the quiet screen.  

He knew that the world outside this base thought of heroes as the people who broke walls, caught 

bullets, and wore the colors of a nation.  The public looked at Patriot Prime's unbreakable shield and 

Jean's flawless flying form and saw gods walking among men.

But Aron knew the truth.  He knew that the hardest part of being a hero wasn't the physical 

strength to fight the monsters; it was the quiet, agonizing mental strength required to bear the weight of 

the world's fear without breaking under the pressure.  And as long as he was sitting in this chair, 

keeping the screens alive and the lines clear, he would make sure they never had to carry that weight 

alone. 

The journey home had been tough, but the morning sun rose brightly over New York Harbor, 

casting long geometric shadows across the marble courtyard of the Justifiers' island base.  The entire 

support staff, along with representatives from the global security councils, stood in silent, pristine 

formation under the clear blue sky.  The air was crisp, carrying the clean scent of the sea, entirely 

divorced from the ash of Seattle or the suffocating heat of Osloceanus.
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At the center of the raised pavilion stood the core team.  Patriot Prime stepped forward to the 

podium, the morning wind catching the edge of his uniform.  His red long-sleeved shirt and the white 

eagle chevron gleamed in the light, and his posture was as unyielding as the shield he bore.

“The Justifiers were founded on a simple, unchanging principle: to stand between humanity and 

the threats that seek to tear our world apart,” Patriot Prime's voice boomed across the courtyard, clear 

and resonant, easily piercing the murmur of the crowd.  “Yesterday, we faced a multi-pronged crisis 

that tested our strength, our technology, and our collective resolve.  We survived because a new warrior 

rose to the occasion when the world went dark.”

He turned slightly, gesturing for Jean to step forward.  She walked up the steps with a straight, 

confident posture.  Instead of her civilian research clothes, she wore her newly finalized signature 

uniform – the sleek, emerald-green tunic accented by a vibrant yellow cape and matching boots, paying 

perfect homage to her dual identity.  The mental dampening headband sat nestled precisely against her 

hairline, humming invisibly to anchor her Martian mind against the roaring cheers of the crowd.

Patriot Prime picked up a heavy, metallic insignia pin from a velvet presentation case – the 

stylized, polished “J” of the Justifiers, beautifully integrated with a subtle, sweeping psionic crest.  

With a steady hand, Prime pinned it firmly to her emerald tunic.

“By the authority vested in this alliance, I officially induct you into our ranks,” Patriot Prime 

announced to the gathered crowd.  “Welcome to the team, Psi-Sentinel.  Long live the Justifiers.”
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The courtyard erupted into deafening cheers.  The Deliverer clapped softly from the front row, 

his hands still creating a deep, resonant rumble that echoed across the pavilion, his blue bodysuit and 

red guardian symbol bold against the morning sun.  Standing right beside him, Beehive cheered 

brightly, willing her genetic code to quickly create a celebratory, half-inch flying clone that buzzed 

playfully around the podium before instantly merging back into the heroine's main form.  Nearby, 

Njord raised his divine trident, swirling a localized, beautiful spiral of clear ocean water high above the 

crowd to celebrate their victory.  Aron Hightower nodded in quiet approval from the sidelines near the 

control terminal interface, catching Jean's eye and offering a brief, knowing smile.

Jean looked out at the cheering crowd, the warmth of the morning sun washing over her.  Her 

journey from a hidden, quiet survivor wandering the desert to a global protector was finally complete.  

She was no longer just an observer hiding her true nature in the shadows; she was a Justifier, the literal 

switchboard and protector of a world she had promised to save.

THE END
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