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	Part I

	 

	Among the Living

	
 

	CHAPTER One

	 

	Kyle Callahan glanced around his therapist’s office. He’d sat in this overstuffed beige leather chair, talking to this gentle and soft-spoken man for the past six months, and still there were small details he would notice on a visit that he hadn’t seen before. A photograph of Peter Benoit’s daughter, now in her second year at Princeton. A small, cheap plaster bust of Chopin, Peter’s favorite composer, staring blindly from the bookshelf. A book about circuses among the dozens on psychology, psychiatry, and the byzantine workings of the human mind. And tonight: a set of bronzed baby shoes on Peter’s desk. Kyle never sat at or beside the desk. He only looked at it tucked tightly into a corner of the room beneath a window with a view of Columbus Avenue. It was as mysterious as his therapist—he only knew about the daughter and the love for Chopin by asking questions, a reversal of roles that had happened perhaps a half dozen times over the course of twenty-four one hour sessions spent talking about his life since the killing. Correction, the shooting, as Peter reminded him. Yes, Kyle had killed a man. Yes, it had been in self-defense. Yes, it had ended the nightmarish career of the Pride Killer, among New York City’s most successful and cruel sociopaths. So, rightly, Peter Benoit (pronounced “Ben-wah”) reminded Kyle from time to time that it was not murder. But that didn’t change how Kyle felt. It didn’t erase his guilt, however unnecessary. He had taken a man’s life in an Upper East Side townhouse basement, and he had been trying to live with it ever since.

	“I haven’t seen bronzed baby shoes since I was a kid,” Kyle said, looking at the desk. “I started to ask if they still made them, but obviously those were made a long time ago. Are they yours?”

	“Yes, Kyle, they’re mine,” Peter responded. “I was that small once. We all were.”

	“Are they really bronze?”

	“I don’t know. My mother had them made. But they look bronze.”

	“Yes, they do.”

	Kyle turned his attention back to Peter. Lately he’d found himself attracted to the therapist and it made him uncomfortable. He knew it wasn’t real—not real real—and that it was some kind of “transference,” but it made him uneasy. It didn’t help that the therapist was quite tall and handsome, late-forties, with brown hair shot through with gray; blue eyes, large hands, and much too relaxed for anyone living and working in New York City.

	“What were we talking about?” Kyle asked, trying to refocus.

	“Your father’s death,” said Peter. 

	“Really?”

	“Yes, Kyle. You were visiting your parents in Highland Park. You went in to see your father in his study and you found him slumped over his desk—the same desk you now have in your spare room at home.”

	Kyle thought about it. He could not understand how talking about killing Diedrich Kristof Keller III—the Pride Killer—had morphed into talking about his dead father. Or how it led to talking about his relationship with his husband, Danny. Or his job. Or anything, really. None of those things were why he’d come here, but they had entered his conversations with his therapist and he was as uncomfortable with that as he was with feeling attracted to the man. Psychoanalysis was a curious, dangerous beast, and Kyle wasn’t sure he’d made the right decision letting it out of its cage.

	“He didn’t like me,” Kyle said. Just like that. Flat, true. 

	“What made you think that?”

	“You don’t believe me?”

	“I didn’t say that. I just asked why you thought your father didn’t like you.”

	Kyle stared at him. “Because he told me.”

	There, it had happened again. Another unsettling truth uttered as if he’d said it was cold in the room or that he’d left his umbrella at home and it was raining. This had happened quite a few times over the months. Bits and pieces of memories, emotions and unpleasant realities popping out into the air, floating there for a moment, then falling to the floor or staining his heart.

	“How did it happen?” Peter asked.

	“How did what happen?”

	“How did your father tell you he didn’t like you? Were you having an argument? Was it a response to something that had been said?”

	Kyle remembered it clearly now, just like he remembered finding his father dead at his desk—a not-so-repressed memory he’d told very few people. His mother knew; she was in the house that day, too. Danny, of course. But almost no one else.

	Kyle had been at the kitchen table having breakfast. He was twenty at the time. Twenty-one? He was in love with David Grogan, the young man he pursued to New York City from Chicago where they’d both attended college. He’d made the decision to move but not yet done it. His father had not taken kindly to Kyle’s being gay. It wasn’t rejection, per se, but more of a further distancing to an already distant relationship. Kyle’s father had taken the news coolly, as he’d taken all of Kyle’s decisions in life. As if he didn’t care.

	“I told him I was moving to New York,” Kyle said, recalling it now in the therapist’s office. “He shrugged. He said, ‘Fine,’ or something like that. Something short and disinterested. ‘Don’t you care?’ I asked him. I didn’t want him to oppose the move—I was hell bent, as my mother said, on chasing David across the country—but something.”

	“You wanted him to take it as a loss,” Peter said.

	“Yes, yes, I did.”

	“But that’s not what happened.”

	“Not at all,” Kyle said. He looked down now, worried his eyes might water. “I said, ‘That’s all you have to say? ‘Fine?’ And he just … I don’t know … took a bite of his toast, looked at me and said, ‘I don’t like you, Kyle.’”

	“It must have hurt.”

	Kyle felt his facial muscles tighten. He hated being told such clear simple truths. Of course it hurt. And of course Kyle had never told anyone before tonight what his father had said, or how deeply it cut him.

	“Yes,” Kyle said. “It hurt. Then he got up and went to his study. To his desk. Where I found him dead twenty-five years later. Can we change the subject?”

	Peter was sensitive, which was not surprising. He was a very experienced therapist and knew when to let things rest. He paused for a moment to drink some of the ginger tea he always had on the stand beside his chair. Kyle knew it was a way of shifting away from one subject to another. Peter Benoit was not the only one in the room who could read people.

	“How are the nightmares?” Peter asked, setting his teacup back down.

	It was a question the therapist hadn’t asked for several weeks. Kyle was glad of the omission; he preferred not to talk about the dreams that had plagued him since the shooting in Diedrich Keller’s basement. They’d stopped for a while—a short while—but had returned the last week, as distressing as ever. The dreams’ scenario changed slightly, their sequence of events, but they always ended the same: with Kyle sobbing over the body of the serial killer he’d just stopped with a bullet to the heart, while his husband Danny and his friend Detective Linda Sikorsky lay dead at the hands of the man he’d murdered.

	“It wasn’t murder,” Peter said the first time Kyle described the dreams. “It was kill or be killed. You need to remember that.”

	Kill or be killed. A struggle, a twist of fate, a gunshot, and Kyle had taken a life. He knew it should matter whose life he had taken—a brutal killer who had claimed fourteen victims over seven years and who’d been within a knife blade’s distance from killing Danny—but watching a man die at your own hand defied emotional logic. Death was death. And as he’d seen the life quickly flee from Diedrich Keller’s eyes, he’d felt as if he had been tattooed forever by it. Then the dreams began and he sought out a therapist to try and stop them.

	“Not so bad, or so often,” Kyle lied. He’d had a dream just the night before.

	“Good,” said Peter, doubting Kyle had told him the truth. “How about your photography?”

	Kyle looked up at him. Once upon a time, not long ago, he’d been an avid amateur photographer. The passion had lasted about fifteen years, ever since his father had given him an expensive camera for his fortieth birthday. Then the murders at Pride Lodge, Kyle standing over the empty blue pool taking photographs of his friend Teddy’s broken body at the bottom; his first and only photo exhibit at the Katherine Pride Gallery, just days after the madman Kieran Stipling had been stopped from cutting Stuart Pride’s throat. It was all connected, Kyle knew. The murders, the murderers, and his photography. As one entered his life, the other left. Now he no longer took pictures and had no desire to.

	“It’s still on hold,” Kyle said, knowing it would probably stay there. Maybe he would someday see something he thought would look amazing through a camera lens, or a face that needed preserving in a photograph, or a scene. But not anytime soon. His camera had lain on a shelf in the spare room gathering dust for six months.

	Peter leaned forward. It was usually a signal their fifty minutes were coming to a close.

	“Have you given some thought to what I suggested?” Peter asked.

	The therapist had been encouraging Kyle to take on something new—another passion, another pastime. Kyle had expressed for the first time his interest in getting into the reporting end of his career. If his boss Imogene could do it, he could, too. He’d even begun contributing to her stories—un-credited, of course. He was writing copy now, under Imogene’s tutelage. He knew he was too old to become a reporter, but there may be ways to contribute. No one knew what editors looked like, and Kyle had discovered he had a knack for writing and editing as well as being the best personal assistant Imogene had ever had. He was good for more than bagels and coffee and answering her emails well past quitting time.

	“Yes, I have thought about it,” Kyle said. “And Imogene thinks it’s a great idea. I’ve been working on stories with her. She’s very experienced, she’s teaching me a lot—about angles to stories and how to shape them.”

	“Good, good. And did you still want to try another anti-depressant?”

	“Oh, God no!” Kyle said, as if he’d just tasted something bitter. “That was, like, a month ago when the nightmares were still a problem. Psychopharmacology is not for me.”

	He’d tried three different anti-depressants and each made him feel disembodied. No matter how low the dose, whatever they did to him was pronounced and unpleasant. He was glad to find a therapist who preferred talk to medication. Kyle had thrown the pills out each time and was now determined to find another way to deal with his . . . trauma. He didn’t like the word. He didn’t like thinking he’d been traumatized. But sometimes there was no better way to describe it.

	What he did not tell Peter Benoit that night was that he’d been thinking through the suggestion to find a new interest and had come up with something very different from writing, editing or reporting. Something he was not ready to tell Peter about. Something that already had him waking up feeling better, clearer, and once again energized.

	“Our time’s up,” Peter said gently. He always ended the sessions with his kind voice. Then, as he did from time to time, he said, “I’ll be away next week.” He reached for the Day Planner he kept next to his ginger tea, opened it and said, “Two weeks from tonight is okay for you?”

	It was always okay for Kyle. Peter had only skipped three sessions in six months. He never said why; it was part of his mystique. Kyle knew his therapist was divorced—there were no photos of his ex-wife in the office. He knew he had a daughter, and a cat whose white hair was sometimes on the therapist’s pants. But beyond that he knew very little.

	“Two weeks is fine,” Kyle said. 

	He stood up then and shook Peter’s hand. He often wondered if they’d been at it long enough for a hug, but it was better to keep the distance.

	“I’ll see you in two weeks,” said Kyle. He turned and let himself out of the office.

	Tomorrow was Tuesday and he planned on working late with Imogene. The Manhattan District Attorney was under investigation for corruption and it was a huge story, with developments breaking daily. He would be in the office well into the evening. 

	He would also be paying a visit to someone who could help him find his new obsession, his path back to the life he’d known.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	CHAPTER Two

	 

	 

	Raul Sandoval was the first Latino to be elected District Attorney for Manhattan in the city’s history. It had been a big deal the first time he won office, and solidified as historic with his reelection. No one could say it was a fluke, or the outcome of an electorate eager to prove its progressive credentials, or simply an act of bad judgment on the part of voters. He was popular, outspoken, preening, and currently under investigation for bribery. That was the story, as big now as his two elections had been. Four months into his second term, his anticipated fall made national news and had reporters for the city on death watch. Those reporters included Imogene Landis, English language correspondent for Tokyo Pulse, once an obscure and amusing woman to a 3:00 a.m. Tokyo crowd, now a star. She’d made the move from faltering, sometimes flailing financial reporter who knew neither Japanese nor much about Wall Street, to headliner for a growing foreign audience covering politics, scandal, culture, and anything else that might keep viewers glued to their television sets as Japanese sub-titles scrolled beneath her image. That change had come with her breathless coverage of the Pride Lodge murders over two years ago. It had reinvigorated her foundering career, made her a headliner for Japan TV3, producers of Tokyo Pulse, and resulted in several offers from stations around the United States, all of which Imogene had turned down. Perhaps she thought it was better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven: she had no competition this way, and as long as she kept the stories coming she had a place to call her TV home.

	Imogene was working late on the Sandoval story Tuesday night, which meant Kyle was working late with her. He’d been her assistant for seven years and had been grateful as well as surprised she had not taken a better deal in Seattle or Phoenix or even Los Angeles. Not long ago he’d been certain she would leave and he would have to decide if being anyone’s assistant was what he wanted to do in his late 50s, but the choice had not been forced on him and he was happy to leave it that way as long as possible.

	Word among the newsies was that Sandoval was going to be indicted. Rumor had long speculated that he’d thrown cases, made back room agreements, and generally abused his power in exchange for large sums of cash. Imogene was running a series on the scandal for Tokyo Pulse and was working on a third update for the week. It was 8:00 p.m. when she noticed the clock and stood up from her desk, peering over the low partition that divided her cubicle from Kyle’s (only the boss, Leonard “Lenny-san” Baumstein had an office). 

	“I’m hungry, Kyle,” she said.

	Kyle looked up at her from the script he’d been copyediting. Imogene was short and barely stood above the top of the partition. He’d seen her staring over at him a thousand times and it never ceased to amuse him. She didn’t know this and never would—one did not risk offending Imogene, no matter how much one loved her or how deeply she returned the sentiment.

	“Turkey and Swiss on a roll, toasted,” Kyle said. “Two coffees.”

	“Make that four,” she said. “I can see us here till midnight.”

	Kyle nodded, stood up and grabbed his windbreaker from the coat stand they shared. It was still chilly in late April. He said nothing more and hurried along the aisle, through the maze of cubicles in the newsroom and down the stairs to the street. The Japan TV3 offices were on the third floor, faster to reach by stair than by an elevator that was out of service half the time.

	He’d been planning to go out anyway; it made it easier to have Imogene ask for food. This way he didn’t need to take a break or explain where he was going—or why. He’d made his decision when he’d left Peter Benoit’s office the night before, and he wasn’t ready to discuss it with anyone. Not until he’d set things in motion. If he did what he’d decided to do, if he began examining pieces of this particular puzzle, he would have a talk with Danny in the morning to explain the what and why, then a Skype call with Detective Linda. He would need her as a sounding board, an objective adviser of sorts, if he was to make this sudden turn and head resolutely down this road. But first he had to pick up sandwiches.

	 

	The 38-Nine Deli was so named for being located at the corner of 38th Street and Ninth Avenue. It had stood there in continuous operation for forty years, though not run by the same operator. The 38-Nine, as everyone in the neighborhood called it, had changed hands several times. The older residents of Hell’s Kitchen could remember a Jewish owner, a Korean owner, one gay couple who’d tried and failed to make the place upscale with imported teas and eco-friendly laundry detergent (they’d been the shortest-lived proprietors, lasting only six months) and now, for the past eight years, a Pakistani named Nizran Ramani. Everyone called him Niz. Sixty-two years old, five daughters no one ever saw and a wife, Meriem, who worked in the deli on weekends. Niz had managed to marry off three of his daughters but was still working on the other two. He wanted them out of the house but could not afford much in the way of a dowry. 

	Niz worked at the deli seven days a week. He could be seen at 6:00 a.m. opening the metal grate that slid across the storefront. By then the deli had been closed for two hours. That’s the only amount of time in any twenty-four hour period Niz was willing to refuse customers. It was also when Skate Copley went home, locking the door and sliding the gate shut, securing the giant padlock when he left from his overnight shift.

	Most people knew Skate’s story. His birth name was Stuart Eldridge Copley. He’d been called Skate since his early teens, when he could be seen skateboarding around the streets and sidewalks of Sunnyside, Queens. The name stuck, and for most of his forty-seven years everyone called him Skate, with the exception of his parents and two sisters and his ex-wife Jennifer when she was angry with him. His paychecks still said Stuart, but he’d ignored the name so long he no longer saw it—they were just meaningless letters on paper.

	Skate was not a name readily associated with a highly successful, intensely motivated financial manager, which is what Skate had been before his daughter’s murder. He’d been many things before that night almost three years ago: wealthy, married, the owner of a 19th floor condo on Central Park South overlooking the Park. And most of all, most centrally to his life and its sudden crash, he’d been a father. A very doting, fretting, overly protective father who had, to his mind, failed spectacularly and permanently the one time it had mattered most. So for Skate it was a fair trade: everything his life had been, given as the price for his daughter. Everything he’d thought had meaning, exchanged for the only thing that did. 

	A man’s fall from the heights can sometimes be nasty and public; Skate’s had been both. A week after Corinne’s murder he’d stopped answering calls from his office—Barton and Loman, one of the top financial firms in New York City, where Skate had worked his way up to number three. Before the murder he’d shifted millions of dollars of his clients’ money from one fund to another, playing with portfolios with the skill of a man at the top of his game. After the murder no amount of money in the world, of his or anyone else’s, could make the nightmare go away. Before the murder he’d been working on his marriage to Jennifer. It hadn’t been on the rocks so much as weary after twenty years together. After the murder he had no interest in Jennifer, not her attempts to comfort him, not her ridiculous search for “closure,” and not, a year later, her insistence that he move on from Corinne’s death. He moved on, all right. On and out and down to Hell’s Kitchen, two blocks from the scene of the crime. Out and away from Jennifer, who found her closure in another lawyer, moved to Boston, got remarried, and became the stepmother to a college boy. On and out of Barton and Loman, ignoring the pleas of old man Barton and the rest of them. Down and down and down some more, until now, for the past year and a half, he’d been working at the 38-Nine Deli, obsessed with someday, somehow, finding the man who took his daughter’s life and ended his own in every meaningful way.

	Niz knew the story. Niz took pity on Skate and hired him, specifically for the overnight shift Skate requested. He wanted to be there, in that environment, late at night. He wanted to watch the faces changes as night progressed. No baby strollers at midnight. No happy couples stopping in for a recipe ingredient they’d forgotten or a pint of ice cream at 1:00 a.m.  Only denizens once the streets became ghostly and the sidewalks clicked beneath the feet of hustlers and whores and thieves. It was the thieves he was most interested in. One particular thief, who had stolen his daughter’s phone.

	She hadn’t wanted to give it up. She’d resisted. Skate knew this because he’d been on the phone with her at that exact moment. She was going to dinner with friends. Skate was in his office; Corinne was on 37th Street walking west. Skate had told her many times to avoid the side streets. Being a seventeen-year-old, she had ignored him. He heard her speak to someone, then tell them to fuck off, language he never heard her use (well, almost never). Then he heard it: a loud pop. Nothing like the gunshots on TV. 

	“He wants my phone, Daddy,” she’d said.

	“Who, Baby? Who wants your phone?”

	Then, “Fuck off!”

	Then, the gunshot.

	Then, everything changed. Skate was a new Skate. Skate began to live on hatred. Skate left behind all he’d known and traded it for the night watch and a shit apartment across from the Port Authority bus station. 

	Skate lived for the day he would stop waking up to the last words he’d said to his child.

	“Speak to me! Baby, speak to me!”

	Speak to me, jarring him from sleep night after night for three years. Speak to me, a never-ending echo from across a vast black canyon. They were the last words he spoke to her, his last plea.

	She never responded.

	 

	Kyle knew Skate’s story, too. He’d been seeing Skate at the deli on those nights he and Imogene worked late and he made a sandwich run. He didn’t have all the details, only that the thin, pale man who worked the counter and cash register at the 38-Nine Deli had once been someone else, someone unrecognizable from the haunted ghost with a forced smile.

	“How you doing tonight, Skate?” Kyle said.

	He was alone in the deli. It was raining and the sidewalk traffic had dwindled as people without umbrellas hurried inside and the ones who had them kept moving, their heads down beneath covers of black fabric.

	“Fine, Kyle.”

	Skate was always “fine.” 

	Kyle ordered two turkey and Swiss sandwiches, Imogene’s on a roll as requested with lettuce and tomato, his own on rye with a dollop of mayonnaise.

	Kyle glanced around, looking to see if Niz was in. Sometimes the deli owner was there working on inventory or just wanting to get out of his house in Jackson Heights. He would step out from behind a row of canned goods, or come up from the basement, entering through the small back room just beyond the beer cooler. He did not appear to be there; nor was anyone else. No bored kids hanging out, no old people lingering at the cereal shelf.

	“Listen, Skate …” Kyle said, still trying to decide how to phrase his question.

	“Yeah?” said Skate. He walked back the few steps from the counter where he made sandwiches and bagels, Kyle’s order in his hand.

	“I was wondering … about your daughter.”

	Skate Copley became still.  He said nothing as he took a brown paper bag and placed the sandwiches in it. After a long moment, Kyle thought he’d made a mistake and that Skate was not going to answer him.

	Skate finally looked up. “It’ll be three years next week,” he said. “April twenty-third.”

	“I know.”

	There had been a small item in the New York Times over the weekend. Corinne Copley’s murder, the coldblooded shooting of her in what appeared to be a random robbery—the theft of her phone, the loss of her life for a handheld device—had made national news. If only she’d taken a different street. If only she’d arrived at that particular spot, at those particular coordinates in space and time, ten minutes later. If only she’d had a kill switch. The devices were more common now and allowed the owners of smartphones to nuke their phones if they were stolen or went missing, making them useless for thieves to sell on the black market. But she’d been there, just a block from where Kyle was buying his sandwiches. And her phone had not had a kill switch. By now it was most likely thrown out for a much newer model, or tossed aside in a drug den somewhere, or maybe still being used on a street corner in Hong Kong.

	“Her murder was never solved,” Kyle said. This was not new information to anyone who knew about the case.

	“They tried,” said Skate. “This detective from the Midtown North Precinct—Robin Dietz is his name, nice guy, still bothered by it, stays in touch with me—they gave it their best shot, and here we are. So yeah, it was never solved. Why are you asking?”

	Kyle waited. Was he really doing this? Did he really think he stood a chance at solving a random street murder the NYPD had been unable to solve despite putting its best resources to the task under intense local and national pressure?

	Yes, yes he did.

	“I’d like to look into it.”

	Skate did not laugh in his face. He did not tell Kyle Callahan he couldn’t possibly solve a murder ten detectives, an entire police precinct, and an outraged citizenry could not solve. Instead, he looked up at Kyle and said, “Please do.”

	That was it: Please do. Most polite. Most unfazed.

	Skate knew Kyle’s story, just as Kyle knew his. He knew Kyle Callahan had stopped the Pride Killer with a bullet to his heart—although for all Skate knew it could have been a bullet to the head or a bullet to the gut. Kyle had had his fleeting notoriety, too. It had made all the papers when Diedrich Kristof Keller III was exposed as the vicious and remarkably successful serial killer who’d terrorized the gay community for seven years (three in absentia). He’d suspected Kyle was a haunted man, just like himself. He couldn’t say why. Skate yearned to end the life of the man who’d ended his; but Kyle was Kyle, and Skate felt sorry for him. Some men just don’t take well to killing.

	“What do you need from me?” Skate said. “To do this, I mean. I know about the Pride Killer.”

	“Everybody knows,” Kyle said.

	“I know about the others, too.” Skate was referring to the murders at Pride Lodge, and the Pride Gallery killing spree Kyle and some woman had stopped; Skate did not remember her name. 

	“First we need to talk,” Kyle said. “At length, away from here.”

	Skate thought about it. “I live three blocks from here, at 40th and Eighth.”

	“The bus depot.”

	“Across from it, yeah. You free in the morning?”

	“Yes,” Kyle said. “I don’t have to be at work until ten, and it’s flexible.”

	“I get up at noon most days,” Skate said. “But I can get up sooner. How about eleven?”

	“Eleven it is,” said Kyle. 

	“Meet me on the corner, we’ll get coffee and donuts downstairs. Pretty shitty place to have a donut shop, across from the ass of the bus terminal, but it’s popular. Lots of donut bags stuffed under bus seats, I guess.”

	Kyle nodded and took out his wallet. He was anxious to continue the conversation, but not here. They’d been lucky not to have another customer come in—it was still early—and he wanted to move on for the night, to ponder what he’d just gotten himself into, and to figure out how to tell Danny. Then he would tell Detective Linda. Finally he would head to 40th Street and Eighth Avenue and do the one thing he knew would bring him back from the brink of despair: chase a murderer.

	“That’ll be seven ninety-five,” Skate said, ringing up the sale.

	“How’s Niz?” Kyle asked, taking out a ten dollar bill and handing it to Skate.

	“Still trying to marry off his last two daughters. But in a caring way. He’s a good man, and they’re
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