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PRO LO G U E

Her long white nightgown stuck close to her body.
The sun had just risen, and the hot air was completely still.
Wandering through an enormous open air Buddhist temple,
she saw dim passageways leading to side altars. She smelled
incense burning and overripe Jasmine blossoms. She seemed
to be going somewhere specific. No one stirred, although she
heard the cry of tropical birds. Where was she? Bali, Thailand, Hong Kong—she had no idea. Then she saw her destination. Hurrying toward a small temple at the end of a pathway, she could see a glow from the lights inside. She ran as
fast as she could, picking up the nightgown and flying down
the path. She stopped at the entrance and peered inside. The
room was a small shrine. On the flat altar lay the body of a
woman, her belly swollen with child. She was dead, lifeless
eyes staring accusingly. Behind the body, a large statue of
a warrior kept vigil. Carrie woke with a start, sweating and
gasping for air, looking wildly around her bedroom. The
clock told her she would be late for work again. She sat up
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and hugged herself, shivering, still seeing the woman’s eyes.
The last time she dreamed of death, her fiancé had not come
home. A good cop gunned down in a street fight. Thank God
she had no idea who the woman was.
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CHAPTER ONE

9
Carrie Phillips slid into her seat in the conference
room, avoiding the glares and the rolling eyeballs of the
others. The morning meeting had started without her again.
Thank God it was Friday. Heritage was one of the oldest
money management firms in the country. The office sat on
the fortieth floor of Rockefeller Center in New York City.
Twenty-five investment professionals pretended to listen
to the senior partner. Carrie was the only female and the
youngest portfolio manager. The others looked like brothers
or perhaps cousins, with matching impeccably rumpled suits
from Brooks Brothers.
Carrie became restless as one analyst after another summarized his views of the stocks he followed and his prediction of what the market would do today. Not mentioned was
the poor performance of most of these stocks. Carrie was so
glad she was not forced to follow their recommendations;
her portfolios were doing much better without the help of
these guys. She couldn’t keep her mind off the dream, the
image of the dead woman.
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Carrie was the first one out of the conference room
and gratefully closed the door to her office. On the wall, an
Audubon print pictured a red-tailed hawk seizing its prey: a
helpless mouse that always made Carrie think of the firm’s
hapless clients. Her BlackBerry buzzed. There was a note
from Hugh Whitley, an old headhunting pro who knew Carrie hated her job at Heritage.
Dear Carrie, how about a private trust company?
Bermuda location, full service operation. Act as trustee
to family members. Total discretion, good pay, independence. Interested?
Give me a call
Hugh
A touch of the speed dial brought Hugh’s southern twang
onto the line.
“Well, darlin’, are you ready for something a little off
the wall?”
“Do you think I can make it through one more of these
meetings?” Carrie retorted.
“I went to the same prep school as Daniel Butterworth
and ran into him at a fundraising dinner. His family owns
one of the largest private trust companies in Bermuda. He
called me last week and took me out for a drink. He is an
attorney for offshore wealthy folks like himself. Said he is
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representing an anonymous client who specifically requested
that you be interviewed for the job of trustee for a client of
his. What do you think?”
What did she think? Good money, freedom, Bermuda.
At least she should meet with Daniel Butterworth. Definitely.
“Your appointment is for drinks tonight at the Rainbow
Room,” Hugh said.
“Hugh, it sounds great, and I am really interested. But
not tonight.”
“Why not, Sugar? He’s only in town for one night. I
think you should jump on this.”
“I normally would, but tonight is Bill’s birthday. You
know I never go anywhere on Bill’s birthday,” she replied
firmly.
There was a slight pause, and Hugh answered softly,
“Sweetheart, you know Bill has been gone a long time now.
I respect your feelings but don’t you think he would have
wanted you to move forward? I really think this is a fantastic
opportunity for you, Carrie.”
Carrie said nothing for a moment and glanced at the photo
in the silver frame on her desk. Bill was standing behind her in
jeans and a fisherman knit sweater. His arms came around her
protectively, and she was smiling and looking into the camera.
They were in front of a red maple tree ablaze in its fall glory.
To her it was yesterday, not thirteen years ago. She wanted to
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curl up at home tonight with a photo album, play the videos
from their trip to Spain her junior year in college, and call
his mother and just talk about him. She didn’t want to go out
and be polite on a job interview, even a great one. But. Hugh
was also right. She could mourn after the interview. “Ok, you
win,” she replied.
“I know you won’t regret it. This is the right next
step.”
“I’ll call you tomorrow and let you know if I agree with
you.”
“Ok, Sugar, you know your uncle Hugh is always looking out for you.”
Carrie hung up the phone and smiled. It was true; Hugh
was always looking out for her. He was the only person she
was still close to who remembered Bill. They had been high
school sweethearts in Weston, a town just outside of Boston,
proud of its colonial roots and New England style. She went
to Wellesley College, and he attended the Boston Police
Academy. He had only ever wanted to be a cop. They had
planned a wedding for the day after her graduation.
A week before the wedding, she had a horrible dream
that seemed more like watching a movie: she saw Bill
gunned down in a gang battle in Chinatown. She was shaken
but assumed the dream was caused by wedding jitters, so
she said nothing to Bill. The next day she got a call telling
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her Bill was dead. He had raced out into the street to grab a
child and had been shot in the back. He died instantly. For
an entire summer she stared at the walls of her childhood
bedroom, numb, trying to decide whether or not she could
have prevented his death by speaking up.
A surprise job offer from Hugh, who was a friend of her
father’s, got her into a bank training program in New York
City. She buried herself in numbers and found to her surprise
that she was good at finance and liked investment analysis.
When her adopted parents had passed away five years ago,
first Mom from cancer, then Dad from a heart attack brought
on by grief, Hugh had been there again to help. Carrie was
an only child. Once her parents were gone, she found that
Hugh was really the only family she had left. She liked the
fact that he insisted on being her uncle.
Carrie studied her reflection in the antique mirror she
had hung on the wall next to her desk. She would not have to
change before drinks. Her curly brown hair had been highlighted over the weekend and fell to her shoulders; today it
was tied up in a loose chignon. It was October, so she had
pulled out her navy knit St. John suit, Hermes scarf, and
heavy strand of Mikimoto pearls. Her appearance said, You
can trust me. I understand your wealth, but I don’t covet it.
Being seen with me in public won’t embarrass you, and I
won’t intrude on your life.
Carrie looked slightly older than thirty-four, a plus in
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her business. She was short at five feet, four inches, but projected taller. Kickboxing with a trainer to relieve stress had
helped Carrie develop an athletic build but left her curves
intact. Honey brown eyes, dimples and a sprinkle of freckles
across the bridge of her nose gave her a friendly, approachable look.
Carrie quickly googled Butterworth Trust. The first
page of the website showed a typical old-fashioned Burmuda white-washed cottage and the site said “Celebrating
120 Years of Client Service.” She had heard of the firm but
had never met the principals. She was surprised to see that
there was very little information on the website; no officer
biographies or corporate photos. The firm was very private
and didn’t seem to be trying to get new clients.
Next she checked out Daniel Butterworth. She saw he
was the youngest son of the wealthiest black family in Bermuda and was featured in online society pages. He was
unmarried and seemed to be a playboy, judging from the
variety of beautiful escorts that stood next to him in the
photographs from benefit galas. He was listed as a member
of several charitable and corporate boards and had spoken at
various wealth management conferences around the world.
He seemed like a fairly typical young executive. Just then,
her cell rang.
“Carrie, it’s me, Roxanne.” The voice cracked and was
barely audible.
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“Are you on the cell? I can barely hear you!” Carrie
replied, picturing her best friend up in the hills of St. Lucia,
the Caribbean island where she lived with her husband, a
gorgeous Rastafarian named Jahfire.
“We’re having a lot of rain today; maybe that’s why. You
sound fine. Listen, can you get down here this weekend? I’ll
send you a ticket. I have to see you right away. Something
strange is going on,” Roxanne said.
“Well I don’t know, I have a lot of work to do, and I
would have to practically turn around as soon as I get there.
Can’t we talk about it now, on the phone? I’ll call you back
and get a better line.”
“No. Listen, Carrie, I wouldn’t ask—you know I
wouldn’t—but I have to. Look, I know you are going to think
we’ve been smoking too much or something, but I think …
I think someone is after me. I really can’t discuss it on the
phone—for all I know it’s bugged. I can’t tell Daddy because
he’ll send in the military all the way from London. The local police won’t do anything, and you know how Jahfire is.
He is already going nuts. I need to discuss what I’ve been
through with you—you’ll know what to do. Please. Oh, and
another thing: Daddy told me that the old dinosaur who was
my trustee died. I told him I want you to be the new trustee.
They should be contacting you from Bermuda soon. Hello,
did you get all that?”
Carrie exhaled slowly but thought quickly. Yes, RoxK7L
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anne could be a ditz, but she had never seemed crazy, and
she had never asked for anything but their friendship before.
Becoming a trustee was a big step. She hoped nothing was
really wrong on the island.
“Okay, Rox, put me on the 7:00 a.m. Air Jamaica flight
into Hewanorra Airport tomorrow morning. I’ll see you and
Jahfire around 2:00 p.m. But I have to come back on Sunday
afternoon. And I think they have contacted me. I have drinks
tonight to discuss a job in Bermuda.”
Carrie mentally started packing for St. Lucia. She hadn’t
been there for three years, and she smiled when she thought
about digging out sunscreen, her orange sarong and matching maillot. Even though she was pale, it would do her so
much good to stick her toes in the water, kick back and
drink spice rum. It would be so great to see Rox and Jahfire
again.
It was only 9:30 a.m., and although she was restless,
Carrie would have to fill the day before 6:00. She had to put
Bill, Rox and Jahfire out of her mind for now. As usual, she
lost herself in her work, methodically reviewing portfolios,
selling stocks to raise cash for client expenses, and investing the cash held in the trust accounts. She met with one of
her older clients to review the investments in his charitable
foundation, as well as with one of the youngest to go over
the merits of a film-financing investment.
Carrie’s clients loved her because she was fiercely proK8L
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tective of their interests, much to the chagrin of the men of
Heritage Financial. She refused to put her clients in mediocre investments that made lots of money for the firm but
little money for them. Her performance reviews all said the
same thing: Carrie is great with clients but needs to work on
her relationships with co-workers. In other words, she was a
horrible politician and had not learned to kiss ass correctly.
They just didn’t get it. Hopefully, pretty soon that wouldn’t
matter anymore.
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