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Chapter 1

Another fruitless mission trying to locate Osama bin Laden, Kyle lamented. The intelligence from the CIA was either old or bogus, as usual. It was really discouraging. He felt like he’d already searched half the middle east unsuccessfully for the world’s number one terrorist. The murderer must keep himself holed up like a cockroach wedged beneath a public toilet.

Rather than teleport back home immediately, Kyle, alias the Spectre, floated across the alien desert landscape invisibly in Astral Travel Mode wondering for the umpteenth time why the United States continued to pour so much money into this wasteland. Of course, he knew the answer – to strike back at terrorists and prevent them from having a safe base of operations. But still, it all seemed, on the surface at least, like such a huge waste. Like kids fighting over a grubby backyard sandbox, only this sandbox was costing billions of dollars and thousands of lives.

The Spectre’s philosophical ponderings were interrupted by distant gunfire. Curious, he headed in that direction and found a Marine patrol pinned down by gunfire. He noted at least one of the Marines was wounded and wondered what they planned to do. Sporadic small arms fire hampered the Marine patrol’s return to base, especially if they had to carry the wounded soldier.

One of the Marines, a lieutenant, lobbed a grenade in a long arc towards the source of enemy fire and dove behind a red horseshoe-shaped outcropping with the rest of his men. Bullets zinged off the rocks over their heads sending down a shower of sharp fragments. Apparently, the five-man patrol had been scouting the area west of their Forward Operating Base (FOB) in the Gamir district of the Helmand River when they were ambushed. The Spectre moved closer to listen in on their conversation.

“How’s Chuck?” Lt Beaty asked. Chuck was obviously hit in the leg, Kyle noted, and another Marine was applying first-aid.

“The bullet went clean through,” Sam replied. “But I can’t stop the bleeding. I’ve got a tourniquet on him and patched him up as best I could.” He lowered his voice, even though Chuck had passed out. “I’m afraid he’ll bleed out if we don’t get him back to the base pronto.”

Easier said than done, the Spectre observed. They were pinned down and outnumbered at least four to one. If they tried to make a run back to the base carrying a wounded man, they’d all be cut down. The lieutenant’s other two men were returning fire from the cover of the outcropping while Sam took care of Chuck. “Conserve your ammo, men. We might be here a while.” The Lieutenant got on the radio for backup.

From his aerial perspective, the Spectre could see there were at least 20 ragtag insurgents moving in on them, taking shelter behind outcroppings and boulders. He couldn’t foresee a good outcome for the Marines here. He decided to provide a distraction.

Zooming down near ground level before the closest insurgents Kyle squeezed his pulsing gold astral travel cord and became visible as the Spectre in Shade Mode. He confronted the terrorists as a ghostly figure with a blueish face dressed in a black hooded cloak, black boots and gloves hovering in the air, waving a formidable staff topped with a glowing purple crystal. “Greetings from the Spirit Realm,” he rasped in his scariest voice. He didn’t know what else to say and didn’t expect they would understand English anyway.

The superstitious radicals screamed in terror and opened up with their AK-47’s. They didn’t know the Spectre couldn’t be touched or harmed while in Shade Mode. They simply fired out of fear. Their bullets passed through his ghostly image harmlessly. Seeing their weapons had no effect, the insurgents turned tail and ran, squealing like frightened pigs.

Well, that was easy, Kyle thought. He then flew over and appeared to the previously pinned down Marines. “Greeting’s men,” he said. To their credit, they did not panic or shoot.

“Spectre,” Lt Beaty said, astonished to see him in Afghanistan. “What are you doing in this part of the world and what happened to our misguided friends out there?”

“Oh, I think they saw a ghost,” Kyle said with a laugh. “They turned tail and ran.” He ignored the first part of the lieutenant’s question. That was classified information.

“Thank you and thank God,” Beaty said. “We have a gravely injured man here who needs medical attention ASAP.”

“Roger that,” Kyle said, hoping to sound militaristic. “I can take him to your camp’s medical unit if you like. It would only take a minute or two.”

“I’m not even going to ask how,” Beaty replied. “Please do so before Chuck bleeds out.”

Kyle nodded and materialized to the soldiers’ amazement. He gripped the unconscious Marine’s upper arm and cautioned the others not to touch either him or Chuck. Then he quickly astral traveled to Camp Dwyer while his physical body remained motionless, still holding Chuck’s arm as the Marine patrol watched in wonder.

Kyle found the Medical Unit and appeared in Shade Mode. The Medical Unit’s commanding officer dropped a box of bandages upon seeing the Spectre’s ghostly image and backpedaled to the wall in fear and surprise.

“Greetings, Semper Fi, and all that. I’m going to bring a wounded Marine here. I believe he took a bullet to the thigh and has lost a lot of blood. I noticed his dog tags say O-positive. Please don’t shoot the delivery man.” Kyle waited for a response.

“Um, Okay,” the doctor, another lieutenant, managed. Seeing the ghostly image of the Spectre floating in the air could frighten anyone. Even a Marine.

Seconds later, the Spectre yanked his golden cord and materialized with the wounded Marine inside the base’s medical unit. To teleport, the Spectre must first astral travel to his desired location and then pull on his golden astral tether cord. He’d dubbed this process, tongue in cheek, the Texas Two-Step. The wounded Marine was teleported with him since Kyle was holding his arm. The startled doctor had somewhat recovered from his initial shock and was in the process of ordering a couple liters of O-positive plasma.

With the Afghan rebels having fled from the ghostly Spectre, Kyle knew the rest of the Marine patrol would be able to return to base unhindered while their buddy, Chuck, was being patched up. Kyle was about to Two-Step back home when a man dressed in Arab robes stepped out from behind a screen in the medical unit and thrust his sword toward the Spectre’s unguarded back.

Kyle gasped in pain and shock as he coughed up blood. He looked at the blade protruding from his chest in puzzlement. Too late, he realized it was a trap.

The assassin viciously yanked his sword from the Spectre’s back, making a sucking sound as he did so. Kyle cried out and collapsed on the floor of the medical unit, his blood pooling underneath him. He watched as the assassin slashed Chuck’s throat and laughed. The Marine lieutenant was nowhere in sight.

“I now take your head in the name of Allah and Osama bin Ladin.” The killer raised his sword again and...

“Kyle...Kyle...wake up.” Ariel shook him awake from an apparent nightmare.

His eyes fluttered open, and he sat up quickly expecting his head to be lopped off at any moment. “What?...” Utter confusion cleared in a moment, and he realized with enormous embarrassment that it was only a nightmare. That was horrible enough, but his girlfriend had to wake him up.

“What happened?” Kyle asked, hoping he didn’t also talk in his sleep. As his head gradually cleared, he remembered where he was. He’d teleported himself and Ariel to Miami Beach for a romantic getaway.

“You must have been having a nightmare,” Ariel told him. “You were moaning and thrashing in bed. I didn’t know if I should wake you or not and then you cried out like something terrible was going to happen. So, I woke you up.” She waited to see if he would share his dream with her. He did not.

“Do you remember you dream?” she asked. “It’s four o’clock in the morning. I think I’m entitled to know what all the commotion was about.” She was worried that Kyle was suffering from all the stress and demands put on him as the Spectre. Everyone from local police, sheriff departments, federal agencies, the CIA and the President of the United States were all demanding his help. He’d assisted in SWAT Team standoffs, kidnappings, natural disasters and the ongoing search for the country’s number one fugitive, Osama bin Ladin. It was enough to give anyone nightmares.

Kyle didn’t want to worry Ariel. It was only a nightmare, after all. “It was just one of those dreams where you are falling,” he lied. “You know, like you’re astral traveling and then suddenly for no reason you start falling like a rock. I thought I was going to die.” He couldn’t tell from the look on her face if she was buying it or not. “Thanks for waking me up.” He reached for her and hugged her tight.

Chapter 2

“Oh, my God!” Ida Murphy screeched. Her son, Kyle, leapt off the sofa and rushed into the kitchen.

“What happened?” he scanned the kitchen for the calamity that prompted his mother’s cry.

“I don’t have any Italian sausage,” she whimpered. “I thought I had a package in the freezer, but there’s none in here.” She quickly put back all the frozen foods in her apartment-sized freezer that she’d unloaded looking for the mythical sausage.

“Sweetie, could you run up to Kroger and get a package of the sweet Italian sausage before Michael gets here?” She had invited her son and steady boyfriend, Michael Cabal over for Kyle’s favorite dinner, her famous “Italian Feast,” featuring not only spicy Italian sausage, but also meat sauce ladled over medium pasta shells in a rich, garlicky tomato sauce with chunks of celery, onion, and artichoke hearts.

“Sure, mom. Maybe I’ll see some of my old co-workers. I’ll be back in a jiff.”

“Take my car, sweetie.” Kyle had teleported to visit his mom to save time and gas.

Kyle drove his mother’s compact car about two miles to Kroger while reminiscing how he used to ride his bike there. As he headed for the meat section he ran into his old boss, James Durban.

“Kyle? Is that you?” he asked, coming to a sudden stop. He had been on his way back to his little cubby hole of an office to work up next week’s schedule.

“Hi Mr. Durban,” Kyle said with a smile. Durban had been his immediate supervisor for three years while Kyle worked his way through college. “I’m visiting my mom and just stopped by to pick up some Italian sausage.” He noted his former supervisor had aged these past six years. His hair was more gray than blond now and his waist had expanded noticeably.

“You look great, Kyle. Did you get that job with the FBI?

“No, sir. That didn’t work out.” Kyle had interned with the FBI as a senior at the University of Houston studying for his Bachelor of Science degree in Criminal Justice. “After graduating I went to work for a retired FBI agent who started his own security consulting business. I worked for Colliver Security Solutions for three years and then started my own business, Houston Confidential Investigations.”

“Wow! That’s great.” Durban was genuinely impressed. “I knew you’d do well in the world after being groomed by Kroger corralling shopping carts,” he grinned. “Say hi to your mom for me.”

“I’ll do that,” Kyle promised and resumed his mission to procure some sweet Italian sausage.

The past few months had been a nightmare of frantic activity trying to assist in dozens of situations where normal emergency services had failed or were stymied. Since the Spectre had appeared in a television interview with Jillian Smart, thousands of cries for help were funneled through Jillian’s volunteer team she trained to prioritize requests. The Spectre’s criteria required pleas had to be potential life-or-death situations that normal emergency services could not handle in time. Even so, Kyle was exhausted from searching for missing persons, rescuing people in hazardous situations, and assisting the government in trying to locate Osama bin Laden and bring him to justice.

All that was on top of trying to successfully operate his own business in Rice Village and visit his girlfriend, Ariel Cummings in Lithonia, Georgia, a suburb east of Atlanta. That would probably be an unsuccessful long-distance relationship for most people. But since Kyle could both astral travel and teleport, it was no more trouble than visiting a friend next door. Kyle could circumnavigate the globe in about three minutes while in Astral Travel Mode. He could also teleport other people or objects, up to two times his body weight. Thus, he could teleport Ariel and himself anywhere in the world they wished to go.

Ariel was also an astral traveler, but she could not teleport. Kyle was unique in that respect. He gained the ability while observing the northern lights in Norway back in 1998. There happened to be some huge solar flare activity going on at the time which sent an unprecedented wave of gamma rays to the earth’s magnetic poles. Kyle felt heat wash over him while in Astral Travel Mode and he became alarmed. He shouldn’t feel heat, cold or anything else while astral traveling. He quickly returned home and checked himself for injuries. He found none but noted his astral travel cord had changed from silver to a pulsing gold color. Also, his normal body temperature increased to 102 and his metabolism revved up so he could eat like an Olympic athlete and never gain weight.

It was by accident he learned a short time later that he could teleport. While astral traveling in Hawaii, trying to sooth his tormented soul after his brother’s death, he yanked on his golden cord out of sheer frustration and was suddenly teleported onto Waikiki Beach.

Then a few months later while astral traveling to Buenos Aires, he accidentally learned how to become visible and be heard while astral traveling. He absentmindedly squeezed his golden cord and became visible in a ghostly form. He saw his own reflection in a mirror.

While in Astral Travel Mode, he was invisible and could see and hear only. But while squeezing his golden cord, he could be seen and heard. He still could not smell or be touched in this ghostly form. He called this his Shade Mode.

Since that time, about ten years ago, he concluded that he was unique. All the literature said astral travelers had a silver umbilical cord. His was silver until that fateful day in Norway. Then it changed to a pulsing gold color. Later, he tried to train Ariel to teleport. She already knew how to astral travel. But even though the process was ridiculously simple, she could not do it. They speculated his DNA had been altered by the gamma radiation bath.

Chapter 3

The New Year, 2008, held new promise, for the few people in Kyle’s limited family and social circle. And for some, the new year offered a new start. Kyle’s mother, Ida Murphy survived a devastating divorce years ago. Dylan was a mean drunk who deserted his family when Kyle was six. Twelve years later Ida’s other son, Jack was killed in a gang massacre. That left Ida traumatized and all alone except for Kyle. Since then, she was emotionally unable to reenter the dating field although she was still fit and attractive with curly red hair and sparkling emerald eyes.

Ida worked as a waitress at a northwest Houston Italian restaurant and had recently begun dating Michael Cabal, a Hispanic man who retired from the Army and currently manages a nearby BVS Drugstore.

Michael was also emotionally damaged for several years. He met his wife in high school and married her right after graduation. They loved each other dearly and enjoyed many years of wedded bliss until about eight years ago Yolanda was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. They caught it in the early stages and for a while were cautiously optimistic Yolanda might beat the odds. Her doctor told them the five-year survival rate was only about 11 percent.

For the next three years Michael doted on Yolanda more than ever. He took her to all her appointments and treatments in the Medical Center downtown and did all he could to ease her stress and worry. He did most of the housework, but his wife refused to sit around doing nothing. She was an excellent cook and tried to prepare all his favorite dishes while she still could.

Even though they caught the cancer early, Yolanda died three years later. They never had children and although Michael had family down in McAllen, Texas, he was so despondent he considered suicide. The only thing that saved him was his Catholic faith that taught him suicide was a mortal sin and could cost him his salvation. That, he realized, meant he would never see his beloved Yolanda in Heaven.

It was difficult but with the help of his church’s grief ministry, he finally pulled himself out of his depression and began to live his life again five years after Yolanda died.

Ida and Michael met a few months ago on an online dating site her friend and coworker, Carol had urged her to try. They quickly learned they had a lot in common and were soon dating exclusively.

As for Kyle, after interning for the FBI during his senior year of college and working three years for retired FBI Special Agent TJ Colliver, he was now the proud owner/operator of Houston Confidential Investigations. After his first year in business, he purchased an old commercial building in Rice Village near Rice University and renovated it to serve both as his business office and home. The aged two-story brick building was large enough for Kyle to sublet part of the first floor to an independent insurance agent. His own private investigator office, break area and half-bath took up the rest of the first floor. The sublease helped Kyle afford his mortgage payments. Kyle lived upstairs in the 2400 square feet of living space he remodeled. 

Kyle’s introverted personality didn’t allow many close friends other than Ariel and his former boss TJ. And TJ was really more of a mentor to Kyle. But being an introvert didn’t stop him from performing magic, a hobby he became interested in at age ten. By the time he was in college he was performing at birthday and private parties for a little extra spending money. Even now when he had so many demands on his time as the Spectre he still performed a few magic gigs whenever he could.

For the first time in years the future for everyone in Kyle’s small social circle looked bright.

Enter The Angel of Death.

Chapter 4

After researching the underground Internet anonymously at her local public library, Melba Kaiser downloaded the Tor Browser on her home computer. She knew from her research this so-called underground Internet had two sides. One side was shady, to say the least, and was trolled by law enforcement. Criminals used it because private computer networks can communicate anonymously without divulging a person’s location. The other side was used by banks and credit card companies to keep financial data encrypted and secure.

Melba was more interested in the shady side. Melba was desperate. She couldn’t take any more of her husband’s abuse. Melvin was a sadistic monster that made her life a living hell. She was afraid the next time he beat her she’d kill him in his sleep and then spend the rest of her life in prison. Her husband dehumanized her making her feel worthless as a flea-bitten rat. But even a cornered rat will fight for its life.

Finding a likely hitman wasn’t easy, but after several trips to the local library to learn what was needed to access the underground Internet, she worked feverishly at home to find what she needed. After spending many hours searching while her husband was away, she finally found a promising website. She left a message with her new burner cellphone number, logged off the computer and went into the kitchen to get something to calm her nerves. She didn’t leave her name or any other personal information on the website – just her cell phone number.

With shaking hands, she poured herself a glass of red wine and drank half of it in one gulp. What made her search difficult and made her blood pressure rise was all the website ads were written in innuendo. It wasn’t like you could just find one called Hitmen”R”Us. You had to read between the lines. She, in turn, had to be cautious with the message she left, in case she was communicating with someone in law enforcement working under cover. Instead of clearly asking to have her husband killed, she inquired about “permanent organic trash removal.” She hoped that would be clear enough for a hitman but vague enough to leave reasonable doubt if her message fell into the wrong hands. She felt like she was engaged in a deadly game of chess, only in this game one wrong move wouldn’t just cost her the game. It could cost her life.

Minutes later, as she was finishing her wine, her cellphone chirped. Startled, she jumped as if a rat ran across her bare feet and almost dropped her glass. She had a text message from an unidentified caller on her new prepaid cellphone: “My non-negotiable fee is $50,000 to be wired to a numbered account. Service is guaranteed. Non-payment is gravely frowned upon.”

Melba was shocked to receive a response so quickly. Her heart was beating so fast she felt as if her husband just caught her in bed with another man. Now she was forced to either proceed and possibly spend the rest of her life in prison—if this was a police sting—or withdraw her request and spend the rest of her life being both physically and emotionally abused...

No. She’d rather die than do that. She was only 38 years old, and most men found her pretty. A life with Melvin was no life at all. He’d been sweet and kind when they were dating, then rushed her into marriage. After that his true colors emerged. He made it clear he was the head of the house, and her job was to please him. He drank too much and took all his anger from work and life in general out on her. She tried to change him and mold him into a good loving husband but that only resulted in more beatings.

She sighed with regret and replied to the text, “I accept your terms. Please proceed. My husband has a $250,000 life insurance policy. I will wire your $50,000 when his insurance pays. Please confirm that is acceptable.”

Her husband really had a $500,000 life insurance policy through his oil company job, but she didn’t want the mercenary to know that.

Moments later she received a second text: “That is acceptable with a no-excuses-90-day payment deadline.”

Ninety-day deadline? What if I don’t get paid by the insurance company by then? She wondered. There was more than $50,000 in their IRA. She could use that and pay the penalty for early withdrawal, if necessary, she figured. But if she was under suspicion for Melvin’s death the police might find out about the large cash withdrawal. It was a chance she would have to take.

She couldn’t stand this pressure. Her hands were shaking. All she could do was pray the police would close her husband’s murder case as an unsolved robbery or maybe revenge killing by a jealous husband. She could establish an alibi and honestly be surprised by the details of how her husband was going to die. She would leave that to the hitman.

She tried to steady her hands so she could reply to the latest text: “Yes, I agree to the 90-day deadline. Please proceed.”

There. It’s done. Out of my hands. She felt both horrified and relieved for finally taking some action. She had tried to leave her husband in the past, but he beat her, blackened one of her eyes and knocked a couple teeth loose. He told her to tell anyone who asked that she’d fallen in the bath and threatened to kill her if she ever left him or filed for divorce. She believed he was deadly serious.

“Our wedding vows said till death do us part,” he reminded her with a sadistic sneer.

Very well then. If you insist.

Chapter 5

Kyles scanned the morning’s newspaper headlines while eating his oatmeal and beef jerky breakfast at his office desk and noted with mild interest the real estate market was in a terrible slump. Commercial properties, like strip malls, were experiencing high vacancy rates. He’d noticed one or two nearby that were completely vacant. Foreclosures were starting to rise, reminiscent of the mid-1980’s in Houston.

Another article said the country seemed to be entering a recession and the price of oil, which fueled the Houston economy, was up to $90/barrel, but fluctuated like the weather in March. OPEC could decide to pull the strings to manipulate the world’s oil supply at any moment.

Kyle’s musings and breakfast were interrupted by a Public Service Announcement on the radio. “This is a special Public Service Announcement requesting the immediate assistance of the Spectre.” The announcement instructed the Spectre to report to Greenspoint Mall, locally known as “Gunspoint” due to the high incidence of crime in that area, where there had been a bank robbery.

A Public Service Announcement was currently the only way for law enforcement to contact the Spectre in an urgent life or death situation. If it could wait until the next morning, Jillian would post an obscure Public Notice on Craigslist, which Kyle checked every morning.

Minutes later the Spectre soared through the crisp clear January sky and found the bank surrounded by police cars, a SWAT vehicle and other emergency vehicles flashing their red and blue emergency lights. The bank property was cordoned off with yellow police tape and he noticed a news van parked nearby with multiple antennas mounted on the roof. Police were holding people back, including reporters and bank employee relatives.

Kyle flew inside the bank invisibly to see what was going on, thinking it must be another hostage situation. Instead, he found several uniformed and plain clothes police officers inside the bank questioning traumatized bank employees. He also noticed a closed sign on the front door.

Kyle saw no sign of a robber or any dangerous situation causing him to wonder why the PSA? Had the police already resolved the situation? He spotted an FBI Agent that seemed to be in charge. He floated over to him, squeezed his golden astral tether cord, and appeared in Shade Mode.

“Greetings Agent...? I’m a little confused. I heard the Public Service Announcement requesting my help. What can I do for you?” Kyle asked.

Special Agent Philips was startled by the Spectre’s sudden ghostly appearance but quickly recovered since he had personally requested the PSA for the Spectre’s help. “Thank God you’re here, Spectre,” he croaked nervously. “I’m Special Agent Philips. We had an armed robbery here earlier that went bad and turned into a hostage situation.”

The Spectre swiveled his hooded head around while floating in the air, still looking for a problem that required his assistance.

Special Agent Philips saw his confusion and explained. “HPD’s SWAT team took out the bank robbers after hostage negotiations failed, but not before one of them shot the manager inside the vault and locked him inside. We think the manager might still be alive but unconscious. He doesn’t answer his cell phone. And no one else here knows the combination to open the vault. We’ve been trying unsuccessfully to contact the assistant manager who’s on vacation. It would take hours to force the vault open and by then the manager might die.”

“Where are all the bank robbers now?” Spectre asked.

“There were four of them. Two were shot and two surrendered. One of the bank robbers the SWAT team shot died on the scene and the other is on his way to Ben Taub Hospital. The bank manager is alone in the vault.”

“Let me take a quick look,” the Spectre said, “and I’ll let you know if he’s still alive.” With that Kyle vanished.

Inside the well-lit vault he found the manager, a middle-aged black man crumpled on the floor lying in a pool of blood. Kyle materialized, carefully avoiding the blood, removed one glove, and felt for a pulse on the man’s carotid artery. There was a weak but steady pulse, but he could see the man lost a lot of blood after being shot in the chest. He astral traveled back to the bank lobby, leaving his physical body in the vault near the manager.

The Spectre appeared in Shade Mode again and reported to Special Agent Philips, “He’s still alive. “I can take him to Ben Taub in less than two minutes.” Ben Taub was the place to go for gunshot wounds in Houston.

“Please do,” Special Agent Philips said. “My men will be there soon. One is in the ambulance with the wounded robber, and one is following the ambulance.”

With the FBI’s permission and approval, Kyle first astral traveled to Ben Taub Hospital’s Emergency Room on the south side of Houston and then appeared in Shade Mode at the check-in desk.

“I’m bringing a gunshot victim here in a couple minutes,” he announced. “He’s lost a lot of blood. FBI Special Agent Philips will be sending a man down to check on him.” Then he vanished before the astonished check-in clerk could utter a single word.

A minute later Kyle was inside the bank vault again. He gripped the manager’s upper arm and then Two-Stepped back to Ben Taub Hospital. He materialized with the bloody bank manager on the floor next to the Emergency Room check-in desk and then vanished again before anyone could ask any questions. Kyle didn’t even know the manager’s name.

Before heading home, Kyle went back to the bank in Greenspoint to let Special Agent Philips know the manager was delivered and was still breathing. He couldn’t guarantee anything after that.

Special Agent Philips thanked the Spectre for his help and the bank employees that overheard their conversation applauded and cheered. It seemed they really cared about their manager, whatever his name is.

The next morning Kyle read the bank manager, George Carol, had been shot in an attempted bank robbery and transported to Ben Taub by the Spectre. Doctors were able to treat Mr. Carol and he remained in serious, but stable condition.

Chapter 6

Over the years there was one festering thorn in the Spectre’s side—FBI Director, Earnest Filsip. Since the Spectre’s first appearance, Filsip insisted the Spectre was a fraud and guilty of interfering with both local and federal law enforcement investigations.

Although not a member of the National Security Council, FBI Director Filsip requested and was granted a semi-private meeting with the President, Vice President, Secretary of State, and the Secretary of Homeland Security before the full Council met to discuss security matters.

At the appointed time they gathered in the Roosevelt Room in the West Wing of the White House, overlooking the Rose Garden. When everyone was seated and settled the President started the meeting.

“Gentlemen, before we dive into our council agenda items with the rest of our board members, FBI Director Filsip has requested to speak for a few minutes on what he believes is a grave matter of national security. Director Filsip,” the President was brief and curt. He nodded and Filsip took his cue.

“Thank you all for taking time out of your busy schedules to hear my concerns,” Filsip prefaced his remarks. That one sentence alone just about exhausted Filsip’s social graces for the day. How the snake somehow rose to the rank of FBI Director was unfathomable to the current sitting president.

“By now we are all aware of the vigilante known as the Spectre,” Filsip said.

Heads turned at his use of the word vigilante with quizzical looks upon their faces. Filsip disdained idle chit chat, especially with clueless politicians and quickly cut to the heart of his concerns and reason for requesting this opportunity to speak.

He continued before anyone could interrupt. “Yes, I know he has saved hundreds of lives,” he conceded, “and is beloved by their families but let me paint you a very real picture of what could happen.” Since the Spectre’s first appearance, Filsip had always claimed he was a fraud and tried to discredit him. Today he was trying a different tack.

“The Secretary of Treasury is not here today but imagine the Spectre teleporting himself into The Bureau of Engraving and Printing and stealing millions of dollars in currency.” He paused for a moment to let that scenario sink in. “Or imagine he bypasses all the security of Fort Knox and steals as much gold as he wants. What would that do to the value of the dollar and our economy?” Filsip held up a hand to discourage any responses just yet. “Please, let me finish before you comment or have questions. I promise to be brief.

“What would happen if the Spectre decided, for whatever reason, to sabotage our infrastructure? He could take down our power grid, make Wall Street go dark and cripple all our utilities.” His listeners started to fidget uncomfortably in their seats.

Filsip continued even as he began to perspire. The combination of stress and his obesity would ensure his shirt would be sweat soaked before he left the White House. “What’s to stop this masked phantom from stealing and selling classified information?” He glanced at his small cheat sheet where he’d made a few scribbled notes.

“How could the Secret Service stop him from assassinating you, Mr. President? He can go anywhere, take or do whatever he wants, and no one can touch him. What’s to stop him from suddenly appearing here right now and killing us all?” That should send a chill down their shriveled spines, he thought.

“He could take out murderous dictators in foreign countries but has refused to do so. Why? Are they paying him? Has he already infiltrated our classified military information and sold it?

“What I’m saying and what I’m extremely concerned about is that the Spectre is a loose cannon. Maybe he only has good intentions for now. But we all know what they say about good intentions. We also know absolute power corrupts absolutely. In time, the Spectre may decide he knows what is best for everyone and set himself up as the world’s supreme ruler.” Filsip leaned back in his chair, pleased with his delivery, and waited for their comments.

The Secretary of Homeland Security was the first to respond to Filsip’s imaginary scenario. “Director Filsip, what you are suggesting is perhaps possible, although the Spectre has done nothing, we are aware of to suggest he has any ill intent or aspirations to gain power. I also believe you are also making some assumptions about his powers here.” There were voices of agreement around the table. “What is it exactly, if anything, you want us to do?”

Filsip nodded to the Secretary and responded. “I can only think of one solution to protect the United States and the world from this potentially devastating threat.” He paused. “The threat needs to be eliminated before he can do irreparable harm.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
EDWARD L. WHITE

+
29
<

FALL OF
“[HE HPECTRE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





