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Prologue

Saturday, May 17
Patuxent River State Park
Southwest Maryland
53 miles north of Washington DC

Spring, but still cold.
9:42 p.m.
Officers Craig Walker and Trevor Meyers rolled to a stop in front 

of the squat, paint-peeled home of Philip and Jeanne Styles, the only 
house on the vacant county road winding around the state park.

They exited the cruiser.
A few dogs barked in the distance, but the forest behind the 

house swallowed most of the night noise, so apart from the muffled 
shouting coming from inside the home, the evening was silent and 
dewy and still.

Craig ascended the porch’s crumbling steps, Trevor at his heels. 
He tried to distinguish the words of the people hollering inside. 
Tried to catch the gist of the argument.

After a moment Trevor cleared his throat. “Aren’t you gonna 
knock?” He’d told Craig earlier in the day that he liked to be called 
Trev, of all things. How nice.

“Easy, Tonto.” Even though Craig had only been on the force 
five years, he’d already dealt with more than his share of drunk 
husbands and battered wives. “Domestic disturbance calls are the 
worst.”

The voices inside were loud but indistinct.
“You been called out here before?”
“No.”
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Craig almost told him that he’d heard this guy, Styles, had a 
history of spousal abuse but then remembered that Trevor—wait, 
Trev—had been in the car with him when the dispatch call came 
through.

More shouting from inside the home. Two voices: one male, 
one female.

Craig opened the screen door and rapped on the wooden one. 
“Mr. Styles.” He made sure he called loud enough so that anyone 
in the house would be able to hear. “Sir, open the door. It’s the 
police.”

“Is that him?” the man inside the house shouted. “That the guy 
you’ve been—”

“Stop it!” Her voice was shrill, frantic, filled with fear. “Get 
away from me!”

Craig shouted, louder this time. “Mr. Styles, open the door!”
The man: “Put that down, you—”
Craig Walker unsnapped the leather holster holding his weapon 

and gave one final warning. “Open the door or we’re coming in!”
The man: “Gimme that thing.”
“Stop!”
And then.
A shotgun blast.
Splitting open the night.
Craig yelled for Trevor to cover the back of the house, cover it 

now! But then the words were mist and memory and he was only 
aware of the doorknob in one hand and the familiar feel of his 
Glock in the other as he threw open the door and swung his gun 
in front of him.

Stepped inside.
No overhead light, one lamp in the corner. A smoldering fire-

place. A plaid couch, a green recliner.
And a woman on the other side of the room, trembling, shaking. 

A Stoeger 12-gauge over-under shotgun in her hands.
Craig leveled his weapon at her. “Put down the gun!”
A man was lying on the floor six feet from her, his chest soaked 
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with blood, his feet twitching sporadically. He coughed and then 
tried to speak, but the words were garbled and moist and Craig 
knew what that meant.

“Ma’am! Put down the shotgun!” Craig had never drawn on a 
woman before and felt his hands shake slightly.

She wore a pink housecoat. Her face was smeared with tears. 
She did not lower the gun.

“He was gonna kill me.” They were frantic, breathless words. “I 
know he was this time—he said he was gonna kill me.”

The man on the floor sputtered something unintelligible and 
then stopped making sounds altogether.

Where’s Trevor!
“Put it on the floor, Mrs. Styles. Slowly. Do it now.”
At last, staring at the man she’d shot, she began to lower the 

shotgun. “He hit me. He was gonna kill me.”
“Okay,” Craig said, “now set down the gun.”
She bent over, a shiver running through her. “This wasn’t the 

first time.” She let the gun slip from her hands. It dropped with 
an uneven thud onto the brown, threadbare carpet. “He liked to 
hit me. He said he was gonna kill me this time. I know . . .” Her 
words seemed to come from someplace far away. Shock. Already 
washing through her.

“Ma’am, you need to step away from the gun.”
“The gun went off.” She stood slowly. “I didn’t want to hurt him, 

but it just went off.” She took two unsteady steps backward.
“Is there anyone else in the house?”
She shook her head.
As she backed up, Craig, weapon still drawn, carefully ap-

proached the gunshot victim to see if the man still had a pulse.
But as he bent down, the woman shrieked and he glanced at her 

for a fraction of a second, only that much—a tiny instant—but that 
was all it took.

By the time he’d looked back at the body, the man had rolled toward 
the shotgun, snatched it from the floor, and aimed it at his chest.

And fired.
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The impact of the bird shot sent Craig reeling, tumbling against 
the couch. He tried to raise his hand to fire his own weapon, but his 
arm wouldn’t obey. The room dimmed, and for one thin moment 
he was aware of all of his dreams and memories, running together, 
merging, collecting, descending into one final regret for all the things 
that he would leave forever undone.

And then, all of his thoughts folded in on themselves, dropping 
into a deep and final oblivion, and Officer Craig Walker crumpled 
motionless and dead onto the tattered carpet beside the plaid sofa 
in Philip and Jeanne Styles’s living room.

She saw the man she’d fallen in love with, the man she’d stuck 
with through everything, the man whose baby she was carrying, 
pull the trigger.

Shoot the officer.
Rise to his feet.
Swing the gun to his hip.
Then she heard the smack of the back door banging open and 

saw him pivot and fire at a second cop.
This cop managed to pull the trigger and shoot a hole in the floor 

beside his foot as he dropped in an awkward heap against the wall, 
dead by the time he landed. The pellets had hit him in the face, but 
you couldn’t tell it had ever been a face. All that remained was a 
blur of blood and tooth and splintered bone.

She looked away.
And into the eyes of the man who had just murdered the two 

police officers. She hadn’t told him about the baby yet; for some 
reason that was what she thought of at that moment. The tiny life 
growing inside her.

Her heart hammered. The colors of everything in the room 
seemed to cut through the air with a distinctiveness she could barely 
understand.

He hadn’t bothered to lower the barrel, and it was pointed at 
her stomach. At the baby.
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“So,” he said softly.
She took a ragged breath. “So.”
And then.
He set down the gun.
She stared at it for a long moment, then spoke unsteadily, with 

words brushed bright with adrenaline, “That was close. The second 
one almost had time to aim.”

“Yes,” he said. “He did.”
Then the man, who was most certainly not Philip Styles, and 

had not been shot in the chest at all, began to wipe his prints from 
the gun’s stock, forestock, and trigger.

And Astrid, the name she’d chosen for herself when she’d started 
this hobby, shed the housecoat and stuffed it into the duffel bag 
she’d hidden earlier in the front closet.

“You did well,” she said.
“Thank you.”
She was wearing only a bra and panties now. And as she bent 

over, out of the corner of her eye, she noticed her man, who called 
himself Brad, watching her. Even though she was about thirteen 
weeks along, she hadn’t really begun to show, and she’d kept herself 
in shape, so at twenty-nine it felt good to still be able to distract 
him while she was changing. She took her time rummaging through 
the bag, then slowly stood and pulled on her jeans, a sweatshirt, 
and a pair of latex gloves.

At last he looked away, toward the window. “How long do you 
think we have?”

“Less than five minutes. I’d say.” She gestured toward the kitchen. 
“Let’s make the call.”

The body of the real Jeanne Styles lay sprawled haphazardly 
in a pool of dark blood on the well-worn linoleum floor near the 
fridge. As Astrid walked toward the counter where Jeanne’s purse 
lay, a tawny cat, shy but curious, entered the room, and Astrid 
gently stroked its back. The cat arched its body and purred in a 
gentle and familiar way.

_James_Bishop_KK_djm.indd   11 4/15/10   2:52:45 PM

Steven James, The Bishop,
Revell Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2010. Used by permission.



steven James

12

“Good kitty.” A soft moment, warm and alive. Maternal in its 
tenderness.

She scratched the cat’s forehead, then picked up the dead woman’s 
purse. Rummaged through it. Found the cell, turned on the speaker 
so that Brad could hear. Tapped in 911.

A male voice answered, speaking in autopilot. “Emergency ser-
vices. How may I—”

She interrupted, her voice high, hysterical, “They’re dead! They’re 
both dead! Oh my God, the cops. He shot ’em, he—”

“Who? Who’s dead?”
“He’s gonna kill me. My husband is! Oh he’s—”
The sharp echo of the gunshot blast cut her off, and she let the 

phone clatter to the floor as Brad put another round of shot into 
Jeanne Styles’s corpse.

“Ma’am?” His voice sharper now. Concerned. “Are you okay? 
Are you hurt?”

Actually, no. I’m dead, Astrid thought. Hurt is a whole differ-
ent thing.

She slid backward, away from the dead woman, toward the living 
room, but she could still hear the dispatcher.

“Ma’am?” The man’s voice caught, a growing sense of dread in 
each word. “Are you there?”

As she left to meet Brad in the next room, she realized that the 
dispatcher would probably still be talking to the woman’s corpse 
when the cops arrived, still asking if she was all right.

Astrid was struck by the tragic and delicious irony of it all.
Talking to the dead. Hoping for a reply.
Hurt is a whole different thing.
The cat, now less hesitant, followed her.
Brad was changing into his own clothes. He’d placed Philip 

Styles’s gunshot residue–covered clothes on the edge of the fireplace 
so they would smolder but not be consumed by the embers. At least 
not before the next wave of authorities arrived.

This time she and Brad were not using explosives or a fire to 
destroy evidence. This time they were leaving carefully arranged 
clues behind. Clues they wanted found.
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Astrid glanced out the window and saw a pair of headlights ap-
pear at the end of the long, winding driveway.

Brad followed her gaze. “Philip,” he said nervously. “I didn’t 
expect him so—”

“We need to leave.” She gestured toward the couch. “Don’t forget 
the duffel bag.”

Brad collected their things, and she walked to the hallway where 
the second cop lay slumped against the blood-spattered wall.

The cat strolled beside her, rubbed against her leg.
As Brad stepped past her to leave, Astrid bent beside the body. 

She held out her hand to show the cat that she meant no harm. 
“Come here.”

After a moment’s hesitation, the cat padded toward her, trusting 
her, and she set it gently on the dead cop’s chest. “There you go.”

She stood back, and the cat began to lick the red smear that used 
to be the police officer’s face.

“Good kitty.”
It purred.
She petted it once more and then joined Brad outside.
The air felt clean, brisk, invigorating.
Astrid closed her eyes and listened to the delicate, invisible chatter of 

crickets, the soft hum of distant traffic, the emerging wail of sirens.
More cops on the way to the house.

“And so they fled into the cool, Maryland night as 
the man who was about to find the three bodies en-
tered the house.”

She heard the words as if they were being read by an actor on 
one of the audio novels she liked to listen to while commuting to 
work. Then Brad spoke to her from the edge of the forest. “I wish 
we could stay.”

She opened her eyes. The headlights from the car were halfway 
up the driveway.

“Just once,” Brad went on. “To watch when the police arrive. 
To see their faces.”
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“It’s too much of a risk.”
“I know. But just once. To watch.”
She handed him silence.
“I’m just saying, it would be nice.” He sounded slightly defeated 

now, and she enjoyed the fact that she could control him so easily, 
steer his emotions up or down as she pleased . . .

But on the other hand, she had to admit that it would be nice to 
watch. “I’ll see if I can come up with a way,” she told him.

That seemed to satisfy him. He waited for her to lead him along 
the trail.

He followed her obediently, through the forest, to-
ward their waiting car. Within a matter of minutes 
the officers would find Philip Styles in the kitchen, 
leaning over the body of his wife. The young me-
chanic would be arrested and, in time, tried and 
then convicted of three murders he didn’t commit. 
Another perfect crime.

As Astrid led Brad deeper into the woods, she considered all 
that they had just accomplished.

Police find what they expect to find, and since nearly 75 per-
cent of murdered women are killed by their husbands or lovers, 
the cops wouldn’t bother to look any further than the plethora of 
physical evidence: two 911 calls from a frantic housewife, Philip’s 
blood-spattered clothes hastily tossed into the fireplace, his gun—
the murder weapon—conveniently wiped of prints, and even, in a 
very real sense, a witness: the emergency services dispatcher who 
heard the final shot right after the woman said that her husband 
was going to kill her.

It wasn’t a mountain of evidence, but it was more than law en-
forcement gets for most crimes. Along with Philip Styles’s his-
tory of drug abuse and domestic violence, it would be more than 
enough.

It was no mistake that she and Brad had chosen Maryland for 
this crime. The state still had the death penalty.

Since Philip would never be able to afford a competent lawyer, 
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and his overworked, underpaid state-appointed attorney would 
almost certainly encourage him to plead out rather than go to trial 
and face the needle, the best he could hope for was life without the 
possibility of parole.

And that’s just what she’d wanted, because, for her, 
it was even more satisfying sending them to prison 
than watching them die. Because then the power she 
had over them never went away. Just grew stronger 
with time.

To think.
To think that by wearing a pink housecoat, firing a gun into the 

wall, and making two 911 calls she’d orchestrated sewing shut the 
rest of Philip’s life.

Ten years, thirty, fifty, however long he might survive.
The thrill of controlling someone else’s destiny so completely, 

so absolutely, was intoxicating, overwhelming.
Arousing.
She paused and faced Brad, pulled him close, and kissed him 

deeply, letting her hand trail along the ragged scars that covered 
his neck and left cheek. They were deep and discolored and seemed 
to frighten most people, but she had always acted as if they didn’t 
bother her, and perhaps that was one of the reasons he was so obe-
dient to her—he believed that she accepted him as is. Something 
all human beings desire.

Within the hour they would find a place to make love, and it 
would be as good as it was each time when the game was over, but 
tonight she didn’t want to wait. She let one hand slide down his 
back and explore his firm, toned body.

He gently eased away from her. “We should get out of the woods 
first.”

She caught the double meaning of his words and smiled. Get out 
of the woods first. Yes. Brad, the cautious one.

She kissed him one final time, and then led him down the trail 
toward the car that she’d hot-wired earlier when she borrowed it 
from a DC Metro parking lot.
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When they reached the edge of the forest, he said, “I’ve been 
thinking.”

“Yes?”
“I’ve got an idea for the next one. Something we should try.”
They arrived at the car.
“Really?”
“Yes.”
It might be nice to let him plan one; at least to hear what he had 

to say. “Well, then, I’m all ears.”

And then, the loving couple left to find a furtive 
place to consummate the evening, and she listened 
attentively as her partner, in both crime and love, 
outlined his idea for the next perfect night they 
would spend together.

The next perfect date.
Game number five.
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Two weeks later

Saturday, May 31
St. Ambrose Church
Chicago, Illinois
6:36 p.m.

Dr. Calvin Werjonic’s body lay grim and still in a lonely casket at 
the front of the church. I stood in line, nine people away from him, 
waiting for my chance to pay my last respects to my friend.

The air in the church tasted of dust and dead hymns.
Having spent six years as a homicide detective and the last nine 

as an FBI criminologist, I’ve investigated hundreds of homicides, 
but I’ve never been able to look at corpses with clinical objectivity. 
Every time I see one, I think of the fragility of life. The thin line 
that separates the living from the dead—the flux of a moment, the 
breadth of eternity contained in the single delicate beat of a heart.

And I remember the times I’ve had to tell family members that 
we’d found their loved ones, but that “their condition had proved 
to be fatal,” that “we’d arrived too late to save them,” or that “we’d 
done all we could but they didn’t make it.” Carefully worded plati-
tudes to dull the blow.

Platitudes that don’t work.
On all too many prime-time crime shows when investigators 

arrive at a scene and observe the body, they crack jokes about it, 
prod at it like a piece of meat. Cut to commercial.

But that’s not the way it is in real life.
The line eased forward.
Death isn’t trite because life isn’t, and the day I stop believing 

that is the day I’ll no longer be any good at my job.
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Another person stepped away from the casket, and I realized I 
could see part of Calvin’s face, wrinkled and drawn and tired with the 
years. His skin was colored artificial-Caucasian-white with makeup 
that was meant to help him look alive again but only served to make 
him look like a mannequin, a pale replica of the man I’d known.

At seventy-two he’d been twice my age, but that hadn’t gotten in 
the way of our friendship. When we first met, he was my criminol-
ogy professor; eventually he became my advisor, and by the time 
I graduated with my doctorate in geospatial investigation, he was 
one of my closest friends.

He died two days ago after spending ten days in a coma.
A coma he shouldn’t have been in.
Though not officially consulting on the case, Calvin had inde-

pendently started tracking a brutal killer I was looking for in Den-
ver. The man, who called himself Giovanni, had gotten to Calvin, 
attacked him, drugged him. And after Giovanni was caught— 
managing to kill two SWAT officers during his apprehension—he 
refused to tell us what drug he’d used.

Despite the best efforts of the Denver Police and the FBI, we 
weren’t able to extract the information or identify the drug, and 
since Calvin was already weak from a losing battle with congestive 
heart failure, he’d passed away.

His condition had proved to be fatal.
We’d arrived too late to save him.
We’d done all we could but he didn’t make it.
Platitudes.
That don’t work.

Three people in front of me.
The line was moving slower than I’d expected, and I glanced at 

my watch. My seventeen-year-old stepdaughter Tessa was waiting 
for me in the car. Ever since her mother’s funeral last year, death 
has troubled her deeply, overwhelmed her. So even though she 
knew Calvin and had wanted to come in, she told me she couldn’t. 
I understood.
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We had less than an hour to get to our 7:34 p.m. flight from 
O’Hare. It would be tight.

Just one person in line.
Before slipping into the coma, Calvin had uncovered a clue that 

was apparently related to the Giovanni case but also touched on 
the most famous case of my career—the murder and cannibalism of 
sixteen women more than a decade ago in the Midwest. The clue: 
H814b Patricia E.

A psychopath named Richard Devin Basque had originally been 
convicted of the crimes but had recently been retried right here in 
Chicago in the light of new DNA analysis, and found not guilty. 
And now he was free.

I arrived at the casket.
It’s a cliché to say that the dead look like they’re asleep. It’s a 

way to romanticize death, an attempt to take some of the sting 
away. If you talk to any law enforcement officer, medical examiner, 
or forensic scientist they won’t talk like that because they know 
the truth.

The dead don’t look like they’re sleeping; they look dead. Their 
bodies stiffening in twisted, blood-soaked ways. Their skin pasty 
and gray, sloughing off the corpse, or clinging to it in rotting, reeking 
patches. Sometimes their skin is twitching and moving because of a 
thick undercurrent of squirming insects inside the body.

There’s no mistaking death for sleep.
So now, I saw Calvin’s forever-closed lips. His quiet eyes. The 

makeup that’s meant to hide the wrinkles and the evidence of his 
deterioration.

The truth of life is so harsh, so brutal, that we do everything we 
can to ignore it: we are born, we struggle, we endure, we die, and 
there’s nothing left to show we were ever here but a few ripples, a 
few possessions that the people left behind squabble over, and then 
everyone moves on.

Dust to dust.
Ashes to ashes.
The grim poetry of existence.
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I placed a hand on the cool, smooth wood of the casket.
Earlier, I’d promised myself that I wouldn’t cry, but as I thought 

of Calvin’s life and all that it had meant to so many people, I felt 
my eyes burning.

I stepped away.
Aiming for the lobby, I eased past the other mourners, nodding 

to some of them, laying a gentle hand on an elbow or shoulder to 
comfort family members or friends as I headed toward the door.

As I passed through the door I found that the lights in the lobby 
had been dimmed and it appeared vacant, but as I neared the exit I 
heard a man call my name.

He was standing half hidden in the shadows, lingering near the 
roped-off steps to the balcony. His face was shrouded, but I rec-
ognized the voice and felt a surge of anger as I realized who he 
was—the man I’d found thirteen years ago with the scalpel in his 
hand, bent over his final victim, the man a Chicago jury had acquit-
ted last month.

Richard Devin Basque.
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