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“I think you
can have it all, if
that’s what you want. The money, the power, absolutely
everything--that is, if you dare!” Blood-colored light rippled
across Richard’s face as he spoke, giving his lean features a gaunt
and spectral appearance, as his pale blue eyes gazed into the glass
of dark Merlot. He seemed to watch the play of light as it bent,
refracted in the depths of the carmine colored liquid. The
stained reflection gave him the look of a martyred
avatar.

“Oh, sure.” Wiley’s deep
voice broke the spell Richard had been weaving over them all. “If I
can manage to live to be two hundred and if I don’t mind spending most of
it in that sweatshop we call a law firm. There has to be an easier
way.”

“That’s my point. I think
there is.”

Wiley rolled his eyes in apparent disbelief.
“I don’t believe in God, so it’s going to be damned hard for me to
sell my soul to an equally imaginary devil.”

“I’m not so sure it’s
imaginary.” Carolyn lay sprawled like a modern-day, blonde Salomé
on the floral print sofa next to Rachel. She, too, held a glass of
Merlot. “We may not have much evidence for a Creator, but there’s
evil everywhere these days.”

Rachel shook her head. “No, Carolyn. You’re
confusing the word ‘evil’ with the word ‘bad.’ They’re not the same
thing.”


“I’m not talking about the
devil,” Richard said. “I was thinking more along the lines of the
Committee of One Hundred, although I can see how it might be easy
to mix up the two of them.”

Wiley’s face reflected confusion. “Who in
the hell are they?”

“I know!” Carolyn sat up
straight. “You’re talking about that hidden group of movers and
shakers, like the ones in Taylor Caldwell’s old book. I think it
called them the Gray Men. Right?”

Richard nodded. “They’re the ones, Committee
of One Hundred or Gray Men, same thing. I watched a documentary on
them. It was spooky. They seem to have tremendous power and
influence.”

“Nonsense!” Rachel gave
her husband a reproving look. “Darling, you’re not going to start
spouting conspiracy theories, are you?”

“It isn’t nonsense, Rach.
I’m convinced they exist.”

There was a look of
bewilderment on Wiley’s darkly handsome features. “What
are you all talking
about?” he asked.”

Carolyn’s green eyes narrowed to slits. “Oh,
Wiley, if you would just open something besides a case study
occasionally, you might know what we’re talking about.”

“I’d be glad to if I could
find the time. That’s the one thing I’m damned short of, Carolyn,
and you know it.”

“It’s the old Catch
Twenty-Two,” Rachel said. “If we want the money, then we don’t have
the time, and if we have the time, then--”

“We’re all out of a job!”
Wiley laughed at his own joke. It broke the slight tension in the
room. “Yeah, Rachel,” he continued. “We all know that one by heart.
Anyway, what’s this about the Gray Men?”

“They’re supposed to be
very wealthy and powerful,” Richard said, “capable of making and
breaking presidents.”

“Sooo.” Wiley dragged out
the word. “If wealth is a criterion for joining this group, then
we’re still out of luck. Even among the four of us combined, we
haven’t managed to make our first million yet--far from
it!”

“How about our first ten
thousand?” Rachel nudged her blonde friend with an elbow. “I’d
settle for that.” Now she grinned.

Carolyn chuckled.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19325
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg





tmp_bccb0568b3da358ac0d18d4347d2e568_TeGUvT_html_125fbbfe.jpg





