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I have to thank (because they'll arrest me if I don't) Grampian Police for all the help they've given me, not just with this book, but all the previous ones. A special nod goes to Chief Inspector Jim Bilsland, for pointers and some stories of what it was like in the force back in the 1980s – none of which I can repeat here – and Linda Cottriall for putting me straight about what a Family Liaison officer actually does.

That doyenne of the mortuary, Ishbel Gall, was once more unbelievably helpful, especially when it came to some of the more … cannibalistic aspects of the story. If she wasn't so nice, she'd be scary.
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I want to thank Frank Clark and Bruce Fraser of McIntosh Donald for showing me how a proper abattoir works, and Keir Allen and Duncan Oswald for talking them into it. Thanks guys, it was an eye-opener.

More thanks are due to Danny Stroud for the fascinating tour of Aberdeen Harbour; Szymon Krygiel for the lesson in Polish swearing; Christopher Croly for some interesting historical facts; everyone at Trinity Hall; and let's not forget Val McDermid, Tammy Jones, Mark Billingham, Bernard Cornwell, John ‘Spanky’ Rickards, Allan Guthrie, Stuart Singer of the Redgarth, and the late great R.D. Wingfield (who'll be sorely missed). Inspiration, beer, and abuse in equal measure.

Yet more thanks go to: Philip Patterson – not just a great agent, but a friend and top-notch monkey impersonator – Luke, Isabella, Jacquie, and everyone else at Marjacq scripts. HarperCollins: especially the brilliant Jane Johnson and dazzling Sarah Hodgson; the superb Amanda; Fiona, Louisa and the Publicity crew; Lucy, Airlie and the Rights gang; Clive, Wendy and the UK Sales team; Sylvia, Damon and the Export Sales guys; Leisa and the Marketing maestros; and Andrew and Dom for design interior and exterior. Kelley Ragland at St. Martin's Press. And James Oswald for his unusually bearded insight.

I also want to thank Tom and Hazel Stephen who donated a large sum of money to Books Abroad, so that they could appear as victims in this book – brave choice!

In order to make the newspaper clippings look as real as possible I had to twist some family members' arms to let me photograph them: my brother, Christopher appears as Ken Wiseman; my sister-in-law, Catherine plays Catherine Davidson; and a strange lady from Fife pretended to be Valerie Leith. (All the businesses and locations in the book were faked up using Adobe Photoshop.)

Lastly, but not leastly, I have to say thanks to my naughty wife, Fiona for random cups of tea and putting up with a succession of bizarre, rambling questions; and my little girl, Grendel for all the half-chewed bits of mice.

And now a message for the Aberdeen Tourist Board: I promise to set the next one in Summer, OK?





The World Is Shaped By Fear





30 October 1987

‘No, you listen to me: if my six year old son isn't back here in ten minutes I'm going to come round there and rip you a new arsehole, are we clear?’ Ian McLaughlin slapped a hand over the mouthpiece and shouted at his wife to turn that bloody racket down. Then he went back to the idiot on the other end of the phone: ‘Where the hell's Jamie?’

‘When I got back from the pub they were gone, OK? Catherine's not here either … maybe she took the boys for a walk?’

‘A walk? It's pissing down, pitch black, freezing cold—’

‘What? What's wrong?’ Sharon stood at the door to the living room, wearing the witch costume she'd bought from Woolworths. The one that hid her pregnant bulge and made her breasts look enormous.

Ian grunted, not bothering to cover the phone this time. ‘It's that moron Davidson: he's lost Jamie.’

‘Jamie's missing?’ Sharon clapped a hand to her mouth, stifling the shriek. Always overreacting, just like her bloody mother.

‘I never said that! I didn't say he was lost, I just—’

‘If we're late for this bloody party, I'm personally going to see to it that—’

The doorbell: loud and insistent.

‘—your life is going to be—’

The doorbell again.

‘For God's sake, Sharon, answer the bloody door! I'm on the phone…’

There was a clunk and a rattle as Sharon finally did what she was told, and then she shrieked again. ‘Jamie! Oh Jamie, we were so worried!’

Ian stopped mid-rant, staring at the soggy tableau on the top step: Jamie and his best friend Richard Davidson, holding hands with some idiot in a Halloween costume. ‘About bloody time,’ said Ian, slamming the phone down. ‘I told you to be home by five!’ The two small boys looked wide eyed and frightened. And so they bloody should be. ‘Where the hell have you two been?’

No reply. Typical. And look at the time … ‘Jamie!’ Ian hooked his thumb in the direction of the stairs. ‘Get your backside up there and get changed. If you're not a Viking in three minutes you're going to the party as a kid in his vest and pants.’

Jamie cast a worried look at his partner in crime, then up at the stranger on the doorstep – the one wearing the bloodstained butcher's apron and Margaret Thatcher fright mask – before slinking up to his room, taking Richard with him.

Great, now they'd have to drop the little brat off at his parents' house.

Today was turning into a complete nightmare.
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20 Years Later
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Detective Sergeant Logan McRae winced his way across the dark quayside trying not to scald his fingers, making for a scarred offshore container pinned in the harsh glow of police spotlights. The thing was about the size of a domestic bathroom – dented and battered from years of being shipped out to oilrigs in the middle of the North Sea and back again – its blue paint pockmarked with orange rust. A pool of dark red glittered in the Investigation Bureau's lights: blood mingling with oily puddles on the cold concrete, while figures in white oversuits buggered about with cameras and sticky tape and evidence bags.

Four o'clock in the morning, what a great start to the day. The refrigerated container was little more than a metal box, lined with insulating material. Three wooden pallets took up most of the floor, piled high with boxes of frozen vegetables, fish, chicken bits and other assorted chunks of meat, the brown-grey cardboard sagging as the contents slowly defrosted.

Logan ducked under the cordon of blue-and-white POLICE tape.

It was impossible to miss Detective Inspector Insch: the man was huge, his SOC coveralls strained to nearly bursting. He had the suit's hood thrown back, exposing a big bald head that glinted in the spotlights. But even he was dwarfed by the looming bulk of the Brae Explorer, a massive orange offshore supply vessel parked alongside the quay, all its lights blazing in the purple-black night.

Logan handed one of the Styrofoam cups of tea to Insch. ‘They were out of sugar.’ That got him some rumbled swearing. He ignored it. 'Sky News have turned up. That makes three television crews, four newspapers and a handful of gawkers.

‘Wonderful,’ Insch's voice was a dark rumble,‘that's all we need.’ He pointed up at the Brae Explorer. ‘Those idiots found anything yet?’

‘Search team's nearly finished. Other than some incredibly dodgy pornography it's clean. Ship's Captain says the container was only onboard for a couple of hours; someone noticed it was leaking all over the deck, so they got onto the cash and carry it came from. Shut. Apparently the rigs throw a fit if they don't get their containers on time, so the Captain got someone to try fixing the thing's refrigerator motor.’

Logan took a sip of his scalding hot tea. ‘That's when they found the bits. Mechanic had to shift a couple of boxes of defrosting meat to get at the wiring. Soggy cardboard gave way on one of them, and the contents went everywhere.’ He pointed at a small pile of clear plastic evidence pouches, each one containing a chunk of red. ‘Soon as he saw what was in there, he called us.’

Insch nodded. ‘What about the cash and carry?’

‘Firm called Thompson's in Altens: they supply a couple of offshore catering companies. Frozen meat, veg, toilet paper, tins of beans … the usual. They don't open till seven am, so it'll be a while before—’

The large man turned a baleful eye in Logan's direction. ‘No it won't. Find out who's in charge over there and get the bastard out of his bed. I want a search team up there now.—’

‘But it—’

‘NOW, Sergeant!’‘Yes, sir.’ Arguing with Insch wasn't going to get him anywhere. Logan pulled out his mobile phone and wandered off to call Control, getting a search team and warrant organized between mouthfuls of tea. Doing his best to ignore the cameraman circling him like a short, balding shark.

Logan finished the call, then scrunched up his polystyrene cup and … there was nowhere to get rid of the thing, unless he just chucked it down on the dockside, or over into the water. Neither was going to look good on the television. Embarrassed, he hid it behind his back.

The shark lowered its HDV television camera – no bigger than a shoebox, with the BBC Scotland logo stencilled on the side – and grinned. ‘Perfect. Thought the sound was going to be a bit ropey there, but it's not bad. This is dynamite stuff! Dismembered bodies, boats, tension, mystery. Ooh,’ he pointed at the crumpled-up cup in Logan's hand,‘where'd you get the tea: I'm gasping.’

‘Thought you were meant to be a fly on the wall, Alec, not a pain in the arse.’

‘Aye, well, we all have our—’

Insch's voice bellowed out from the far side of the quay:‘SERGEANT!’

Swear. Count to ten. Sigh. ‘If this programme's a success, can I come work for you guys at the BBC instead?’

‘See what I can do.’ And Alec was off, hurrying to get a good angle on whatever bollocking the inspector was about to dish out.

Logan followed on behind, wishing he'd been assigned to a different DI tonight, especially as the news from Control wasn't exactly good. These days, talking to Insch was like trying to do an eightsome reel in a minefield. Blindfolded. Still, might as well get it over with,‘Sorry, sir, they don't have any bodies spare – everyone's down here and—’

‘Bloody hell!’ The fat man ran a hand over his big, pink face. ‘Why can no one do what they're told?’

‘Another hour or so and we can free up some of the team here and—’

‘I told you, I want it done now. Not in an hour: now.’

‘But it's going to take that long to get a search warrant. Surely we should be concentrating on doing a thorough job here—’

The inspector loomed over him: six foot three of angry fat. ‘Don't make me tell you twice, Sergeant.’

Logan tried to sound reasonable. ‘Even if we pull every uniform off the boat and the docks, they're going to have to sit twiddling their thumbs till the search warrant comes through.’

Insch got as far as ‘We don't have time to bugger about with—’ before he was tapped on the shoulder by someone dressed in a white SOC oversuit. Someone who didn't look particularly happy.

‘I've been waiting for you for fifteen minutes!’ Dr Isobel McAllister, Aberdeen's chief pathologist, wearing an expression that would freeze the balls off a brass gorilla at twenty paces. ‘You might not have anything better to do, but I can assure you that I have. Now are you going to listen to my preliminary findings, or shall I just go home and leave you to whatever it is you feel is more important?’

Logan groaned. That was all they needed, Isobel winding Insch up even further. As if the grumpy fat sod wasn't bad enough already. The inspector turned on her, his face flushing angry-scarlet in the IB spotlights. ‘Thank you so much for waiting for me, Doctor, I'm sorry if my organizing a murder inquiry has inconvenienced you. I'll try not to let something as trivial get in the way again.’

They stared at each other in silence for a moment. Then Isobel pulled on a cold, unfriendly smile. ‘Remains are human: male. Dismemberment looks as if it occurred some time after death with a long, sharp blade and a hacksaw, but I won't be able to confirm that until I've performed the post mortem.’ She checked her watch. ‘Which will take place at eleven am precisely.’

Insch bristled. ‘Oh no it won't! I need those remains analysed now—’

‘They're frozen, Inspector. They – need – to – defrost.’ Emphasizing each word as if she were talking to a naughty child, rather than a huge, bad-tempered Detective Inspector. ‘If you want, I suppose I could stick them in the canteen microwave for half an hour. But that might not be very professional. What do you think?’

Insch just ground his teeth at her. Face rapidly shifting from angry-red to furious-purple. ‘Fine,’ he said at last,‘then you can help by accompanying DS McRae to a cash and carry in Altens.’

‘And what makes you think I—’

‘Of course, if you're too busy, I can always ask one of the other pathologists to take over this case.’ It was Insch's turn with the nasty smile. ‘I understand the pressure you must be under: working mother, small child, can't really expect the same level of commitment to the job as—’

Isobel looked as if she was about to slap him. ‘Don't you dare finish that sentence!’ She flung an imperious gesture in Logan's direction. ‘Get the car, Sergeant, we've got work to do.’

Insch nodded, pulled out his mobile and started dialling. ‘Now if you'll excuse me, I've got a call to make … Hello? … That West Midlands Police? … Yes, DI Insch: Grampian CID, I need to speak to Chief Constable Mark Faulds. … Yes, of course I know what time it is!’ He turned his back on them and wandered away out of the spotlights.

Isobel scowled after him, then turned and snapped at Logan,‘Well? We haven't got all night.’

They were halfway to the car when a loud,‘WILL YOU FUCK OFF WITH THAT BLOODY CAMERA!’ exploded behind them. Logan looked over his shoulder to see Alec scurrying in their direction while the inspector went back to his telephone call.

‘Er …’ said the cameraman, catching up to them by Logan's grubby, unmarked CID pool car,‘I wondered if I could tag along with you for a while. Insch is a bit …’ He shrugged. ‘You know.’

Logan did. ‘Get in. I'll be back in a minute.’ It didn't take long to pass the word along: he just grabbed the nearest sergeant and asked her to give it forty-five minutes, then tell everyone to finish up and get their backsides over to Altens.

Alec was in full whinge when Logan got back to the car. ‘I mean,’ the cameraman said, leaning forward from the back seat – knee-deep in discarded chip papers and fast-food cartons,‘If he didn't want to be in the bloody series, why'd he volunteer? Always seemed really keen till now. He shouted at me – I had my headphones on, nearly blew my eardrums out.’

Logan shrugged, threading the car through the barricade of press cameras, microphones and spotlights. ‘You're lucky. He shouts at me every bloody day.’

Isobel just sat there in frosty silence, seething.

Thompson's Cash and Carry was a long breezeblock warehouse in Altens: a soulless business park on the southernmost tip of Aberdeen. The building was huge, filled with rows and rows of high, deep shelves that stretched off into the distance, miserable beneath the flicker of fluorescent lighting and the drone of piped muzak. The manager's office was halfway up the end wall, a flight of concrete steps leading to a shiny blue door with ‘YOUR SMILE IS OUR GREATEST ASSET’ written on it. If that was the case, they were all screwed, because everyone looked bloody miserable.

The man in charge of Thompson's Cash and Carry was no exception. They'd dragged him out of his bed at half four in the morning and it showed: bags under the eyes, blue stubble on his jowly face, wearing a suit that probably cost a fortune, but looked as if someone had died in it. Mr Thompson peered out of the picture window that made up one wall of his office, watching as uniformed officers picked their way through the shelves of jelly babies, washing powder and baked beans. ‘Oh God …’

‘And you're quite sure,’ said Logan, sitting in a creaky leather sofa with a cup of coffee and a chocolate biscuit,‘there haven't been any break-ins?’

‘No. I mean, yes. I'm sure.’ Thompson crossed his arms, paced back and forth, uncrossed his arms. Sat down. Stood up again. ‘It can't have come from here: we've got someone onsite twenty-four-seven, a state-of-the-art security system.’

Logan had met their state-of-the-art security system – it was a sixty-eight-year-old man called Harold. Logan had sneezed more alert things than him.

Thompson went back to the window. ‘Have you tried speaking to the ship's crew? Maybe they—’

‘Who supplies your meat, Mr Thompson?’

‘It … depends what it is. Some of the pre-packaged stuff comes from local butchers – it's cheaper than hiring someone in-house to hack it up – the rest comes from abattoirs. We use three—’ He flinched as a loud, rattling crash came from the cash and carry floor below, followed by a derisory cheer and some slow handclapping. ‘You promised me they'd be careful! We're open in an hour and a half; I can't have customers seeing the place in a mess.’

Logan shook his head. ‘I think you've got more important things to worry about, sir.’

Thompson stared at him. ‘You can't think we had anything to do with this! We're a family firm. We've been here for nearly thirty years.’

‘That container came from your cash and carry with bits of human meat in it.’

‘But—’

‘How many other shipments do you think went out to the rigs like that? What if you've been selling chunks of dead bodies to catering companies for months? Do you think the guys who've been eating chopped-up corpses offshore are going to be happy about it?’

Mr Thompson blanched and said,‘Oh God …’ again.

Logan drained the last of his coffee and stood. ‘Where did the meat in that container come from?’

‘I … I'll have to look in the dockets.’

‘You do that.’

The cash and carry's chill room sat on the opposite side of the building, separated from the shelves of tins and dried goods by a curtain of thick plastic strips that kept the cold in and the muzak out. A huge refrigeration unit bolted to the wall rattled away like a perpetual smoker's cough, making the air cold enough that Logan's breath trailed behind him in a fine mist as he marched between the boxes of fruit and vegetables, over to the walk-in freezer section.

Detective Constable Rennie stood beside the freezer's heavy steel doors, hands jammed deep in his armpits, nose Rudolfred, dressed like a ninja version of the Michelin Man in layers and layers of black clothing.

‘It's freezing in here,’ said the constable, shivering,‘think my nipples just fell off.’

Logan stopped, one hand on the freezer's door-handle. ‘You'd be a lot warmer if you actually did some work.’

Rennie pulled a face. ‘The Ice Queen thinks we're all too thick to help. I mean, it's not my fault I don't know what I'm looking for, is it?’

‘What?’ Logan closed his eyes and tried counting to ten. Got as far as three. ‘For God's sake; you're supposed to be looking for human remains!’

‘I know that. I'm in there, standing in a sodding freezer the size of my house, looking at rows and rows of frozen bits of bloody meat. How am I supposed to tell a joint of pork from a joint of person? It all looks the same to me. A hand, a foot, a head: that I could recognize. But it's all just chunks of meat.’ He shifted, stomping his feet and blowing into his cupped hands. ‘I'm a policeman, not a bloody doctor.’

And Logan had to admit he had a point. They only knew that the joint of meat found in the offshore container was human because it had a pierced nipple. Farmers were an odd lot, but not that odd.

Logan hauled open the heavy metal door and stepped into the freezer … Dear God it was cold – like being punched in the chest by a bag of ice. His breath went from mist to impenetrable fog. ‘Hello?’

He found Dr Isobel McAllister on the other side of a stack of cardboard boxes, their brown surfaces sparkling with a crisp film of white ice. She'd traded in her white SOC oversuit for a couple of dirty-blue parkas and a set of padded trousers, the ensemble topped off with a red and white bobble hat bandaged onto her head with a tatty maroon scarf. Not exactly her usual catwalk self. She was picking her way through a mound of frozen mystery meat.

‘Anything?’

She scowled up at him. ‘Other than hypothermia?’ When Logan didn't answer, Isobel sighed and pointed at a big plastic crate stacked with chunks of vacuum-packed meat. ‘We've got about three dozen possible pieces. If it was on the bone it'd be a lot easier to spot; cows and pigs have a much higher meat to bone ratio, but look at this,’ she held up a pack labelled ‘DICED PORK’. ‘Could be anything. I'd expect human meat to be redder – based on the amount of myoglobin in the tissue – but if it's been bled and frozen … We'll need to defrost and DNA-test all of this before we'll know for sure.’

Isobel pulled over another cardboard box, sliced through the plastic strapping, and started picking her way through the contents. ‘You can tell Inspector Insch it'll take at least two weeks.’

Logan groaned. ‘He's not going to like that.’

‘That's not my problem, Sergeant.’

Oh, when she wanted someone to babysit her kid, or suffer through her endless digital camera slideshows of the sticky-fingered, dribbly little monster, he was ‘Logan’, but when she was pissed off at work he was ‘Sergeant.’

‘Look,’ he said,‘it's not my fault Insch had a go at you, OK? You think he's bad tonight? I get him all bloody day—’ Clunk. Logan froze, eyes sweeping the shelves of frozen goods, hoping it wasn't Alec with his camera. Things were bad enough without being caught complaining about Insch on national television. ‘Hello?’

‘Sergeant McRae?’ Mr Thompson peered around a stack of boxes marked ‘FISH FINGERS’. ‘I've found the dockets …’ he trailed off and stared at the pile of meat as Isobel added another chunk to the crate, the frozen pieces clattering against one another like ceramic tiles. ‘Is … is that all…?’

‘We won't know till we test it.’ Logan held out his hand, and the rumpled man looked puzzled for a moment, then tried to shake it. ‘No,’ Logan took a step back, leaving him hanging,‘the dockets?’

‘Oh, right. Right. Of course.’ He handed over a crumpled sheet of yellow A4, covered with biro scribbles. ‘Sorry.’

Thompson fidgeted nervously as Logan read. ‘What's going to happen? I mean if that …’ He swallowed. ‘What am I going to tell my customers?’

Logan pulled out his mobile phone and scrolled through the contacts list. ‘We're going to need names and addresses for everyone who has access to this freezer. I want staff records, customers, suppliers, the lot.’ An electronic voice on the other end of the line told him the number he was dialling was busy, please try again later.

The man in the crumpled suit shivered, wrapped his arms around himself and looked as if he was about to cry. ‘We're a family firm, been here thirty years …’

‘Yes, well,’ Logan tried for a reassuring smile,‘you never know: the tests might come up negative.’

‘I wouldn't go getting Mr Thompson's hopes up,’ said Isobel. She sat back on her haunches, breath a cloud of white around her head as she lifted something out of the box at her feet. From where Logan was standing it looked just like another chunk of pork, and he said so.

‘That's true …’ she turned the joint of meat over,‘but pigs don't usually have tattoos of unicorns on their backsides.’
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Insch was in the sweetie section, surrounded by catering-sized packs of Crunchies, Rolos, Sports Mixture, and fizzy flying saucers – eyeing them up as he spoke on the phone,‘Yeah, I'm sure.’ The inspector listened for a moment, chewing on the side of his thumb,‘No … no … if the bastard sets foot outside his house I want him picked up. … What? … I don't care what you arrest him for, just bloody arrest him! … No, I don't have a warrant …’

Insch's face was starting its all too familiar slide from florid pink to angry scarlet. ‘Because I bloody well told you to, that's why!’ He snapped his phone shut and glowered at it.

Logan cleared his throat, and the glower turned his way. ‘Sorry to interrupt, sir, but Iso … Dr McAllister's found at least one piece of human remains in the freezer. And about another forty possibles.’

The inspector's face lit up. ‘About time.’

‘Only trouble is, some of those are catering packs of diced meat. She says they'll have to defrost and DNA-test every chunk, otherwise there's no way of telling if a pack's got bits of one, two or a dozen people in it.’ Deep breath. ‘It's going to take at least a fortnight.’

And Insch went straight from angry scarlet to furious purple. ‘WHAT?’

‘She … it's what she said, OK?’ Logan backed off, hands up. Insch gritted his teeth and seethed for a moment. Then,‘You tell her I want those remains analysed and I want them analysed now. I don't care how many favours she has to call in, this takes top priority.’

‘Ah … maybe that'd sound better coming from you, sir? I—’ The look on Insch's face was enough to stop Logan right there. ‘Fine, I'll tell her.’ Isobel was going to kill him. If the inspector didn't do it first. The big man looked like an unexploded bomb.

Logan had a bash at defusing him. ‘According to the cash and carry's records the meat in the container came from a butcher's shop in Holburn Street: McFarlane's.’

‘McFarlane's?’ A nasty smile twisted Insch's face.

Logan pulled out the docket. ‘Two sirloins, half a dozen sides of bacon, a pack of veal …’

But the inspector was already marching towards the exit, uniformed constables and IB technicians scurrying to get out of his way. ‘I want a search warrant for that butcher's shop. Get everyone over there soon as it's organized.’

‘What? But we haven't finished here yet.’

‘The remains came from McFarlane's.’

‘But we don't know that. This place isn't exactly difficult to get into. Anyone could have—’

‘And I want an arrest warrant for Kenneth Wiseman.’

‘Who the hell is—’

‘And tell the press office to get their backsides in gear: briefing at ten am sharp.’

An hour and a half later Logan and Insch were sitting in a pool car outside McFarlane's butcher's shop,‘GOOD EATS

GOOD MEATS’ according to the sign above the big dark window.

Holburn Street was virtually deserted, lonely traffic lights changing from red to green and back again with no one to watch them but a couple of unmarked CID Vauxhalls, a police van full of search-trained officers, a once-white transit van belonging to the Identification Bureau, and two patrol cars. All waiting for the Procurator Fiscal to turn up with the search and arrest warrants.

Insch scowled at his watch. ‘What the hell is taking so long?’

Logan watched him fight his way into a small jar of pills – thick, sausage-like fingers struggling with the child-proof lid – then throw a couple of the small white tablets down. ‘Are you OK, sir?’

Insch grimaced and swallowed. ‘How long's it going to take you to get to the airport from here?’

‘Depends if the Drive's busy: hour, hour and a half?’

‘There's a Chief Constable Faulds coming in on the BMI redeye. I want you to pick him up and bring him back here.’

‘Can we not just send one of the uniforms? I'm—’

‘No, I want you to do it.’

‘I should be helping organize the search, not playing taxi driver!’

‘I said NO!’ Insch turned on him, voice loud enough to make the car windows rattle. ‘Faulds is a slimy tosser – a two-faced, backstabbing bastard – but he's a Chief Constable, so everyone scurries round after him like he's the bloody Messiah. I do not want some idiot PC in the car with him telling tales out of school.’

‘But—’

‘No. No buts. You go pick him up and you don't tell him any more than he needs to know. And with any luck we'll have this whole thing wrapped up before he even gets here.’

Anderson Drive stretched across the city: from a horrible roundabout at Garthdee to an even more horrible one at the other end. Half past seven and Logan was stuck in the middle of a snaking ribbon of scarlet tail-lights shuffling their way towards the Haudagain roundabout. Dawn was little more than a pale yellow smear, its faint light making no difference to the thick pall of grey cloud that loomed over the city.

Some halfwit had broken the car's stereo, so all he had to listen to was the clack and yammer of the police radio – mostly people hustling to and fro, trying to keep out of DI Insch's way as ‘Operation Cleaver’ was thrown together. The fat git had been a pain in the backside ever since he'd started on that stupid diet. Eighteen months of tiptoeing about, trying not to set the man off on one of his legendary rants.

‘This is Alpha Nine One, we are in position, over.’

It sounded as if they were ready to go.

‘Alpha Three Two, in position.’

‘Aye,’ is is Alpha Mike Seven, we're a' set tae go too. Just gie the word.'

Logan should have been with them, kicking down doors and taking names, not babysitting some tosser from Birmingham.

By the time he was leaving the city limits a light drizzle had started to fall, speckling the windscreen with a thin, wet fog, making the tail-lights of the taxi in front glow like volcanic embers as DI Insch gave his motivational speech.

‘Listen up: I want this done by the numbers, understand? Anyone steps out of line, I'll tear their balls off and shove them up their arse – do I make myself clear?’

No one was daft enough to answer that one.

‘Right. All units, in five, four, three, two … GO! GO! GO!’

And then there was shouting. The sound of a door being battered off its hinges. Bangs. Thumps …

Logan turned the radio off, sat in the long line of traffic waiting to turn towards Aberdeen airport, and sulked.

The airport was busy this morning: the queue for security backed up the length of the building – nearly out the front door – business commuters and holidaymakers nervously checking their watches; clutching their boarding passes; worrying about missing their planes while the tannoy droned on about not leaving baggage unattended.

The BD672 was supposed to have landed eight minutes ago, but there was still no sign of anyone getting off the thing. Logan stood on the concourse, next to the twee tartan gift shop, holding up a sheet of paper with ‘CC FAULDS’ scribbled on it in big biro capitals.

Finally the doors at the far end opened and the passengers on the 07:05 flight from London Heathrow staggered out.

Logan didn't think Faulds would be too hard to spot, he was a Chief Constable after all. He'd be in full dress uniform – hoping it would let him cut through security and get extra packets of peanuts on the plane – with some obsequious Chief Superintendent in tow to carry his bags and tell him how clever and witty he was.

So it came as something of a surprise when a gangly man in jeans, finger-tip, length black leather jacket, Hawaiian shirt, shark's tooth necklace, and a little salt-and-pepper goatee beard stopped, tapped the sign in Logan's hands and said,‘I'm Faulds. You must be…?’

‘Er … DS MCRAE, sir.’

Was that an earring? It was: Chief Constable Faulds had a diamond earring twinkling away in his left ear.

Faulds stuck out his hand. ‘I take it DI Insch sent you?’ The accent wasn't marked, just a hint of Brummie under the received pronunciation.

‘Yes, sir.’

‘So let me guess: you're not to tell me anything, and basically keep me out of the way. Yeah?’

‘No, sir. I'm just to give you a lift into town.’

‘Uh-huh. And that needed a detective sergeant?’ Faulds watched Logan wriggle for a moment then laughed. ‘Don't worry: I used to do the same thing when top brass descended on me from other divisions. Last thing you want is some desk-jockey coming in and telling you how to run your investigation.’

‘Ah … OK … The car's—’

‘Do you have a first name, Sergeant, or would that spoil your air of mystery?’

‘Logan, sir.’ He moved to pick up the Chief Constable's bag, but Faulds waved him away.

‘I'm not a senior citizen yet, Logan.’

They crawled back into Aberdeen through the rush-hour, with Faulds on the phone, drawing Logan into a strange three-way conversation about the body parts they'd found the previous night.

‘What? Of course it's raining: it's Aberdeen. … No, no I don't think so, hold on …’ The Chief Constable stuck his hand over the mouthpiece. ‘Do you have an ID for any of the victims?’

‘Not yet, we—’

‘Not gone through the missing persons’ database, or the DNA records?'

‘We only just found the remains, sir. They're still frozen solid. The pathologist—’

And Faulds was back on the phone again. ‘No, they've not done the DNA yet. … I know. … You heard? … Yes. That's what I thought.’ Back to Logan again. ‘You don't need to defrost the whole thing – the sample you need for a DNA test should be small enough to come up to temperature in seconds. I'd better have a word with this pathologist of yours when we get in.’

‘Actually, sir, that might not be—’

But Faulds was back on the phone again. ‘Uh-huh … I think you're right … Did he?’ Laughter. ‘Silly sod …’

He'd hung up by the time Logan was fighting through the long queue that trailed back from the Haudagain roundabout. Two lanes packed solid with cars and a bus lane full of orange cones. Faulds looked around at the collection of shiny new vehicles full of bored-looking people investigating the insides of their noses, while the drizzle drifted down. ‘Is this going to take long, Logan?’

‘Probably, sir. Apparently this is the worst roundabout in the country. Been questions raised about it in the Scottish Parliament.’

Faulds smiled. ‘About a roundabout? You whacky Jocks: and they said devolution wouldn't work.’

‘They estimate it costs the local economy about thirty million a year. Sir.’

‘Thirty million, eh? That's a lot of deep-fried haggis pies.’

Logan bit his tongue. Calling the Chief Constable a condescending wanker probably wasn't the best career move.

They sat in uncomfortable silence, just the squeak of the windscreen wipers interrupting the stop-go of the motor as Logan inched the car forward. At least the bloody roundabout was in sight now.

And then Faulds burst out laughing. ‘You are so easy to wind up!’ He settled back in his seat. ‘Come on then, I know you're dying to ask.’

‘Sir?’

Faulds just smiled at him.

‘Well … I was …’ Logan snuck a glance at his passenger: the clothes, the earring. ‘You're not exactly what I expected, sir.’

‘You heard the words “Chief Constable” and you thought: doddery old fart with no sense of humour, who dresses up like a tailor's dummy because he's got an embarrassingly small penis and truncheon envy.’

‘Actually, I was wondering why someone as senior as you would come all the way up here to sit in on a local murder enquiry.’

‘Were you now?’

‘Yes, sir.’ Logan accelerated into the maelstrom of traffic, swung round the roundabout – trying not to get squashed by the articulated lorry heading straight for them – and finally they were on North Anderson Drive. Halleluiah! He put his foot down, overtaking a doddering old biddie in a clapped-out Mercedes. ‘I mean, why not send a DI, or a Superintendent?’

There was a pause. ‘Well, Logan, there are some things you just can't delegate.’ He checked his watch. ‘This raid DI Insch is on?’

‘That's where we're going now.’

‘Excellent.’ Faulds pulled out his phone again and started dialling. ‘Don't mind me, just got a couple of calls to make, we— Fiona? … Fiona, it's Mark: Mark Faulds … course I do, darling …’

They abandoned the pool car down a little side road and hurried out into the drizzle.

‘You know,’ said Faulds as they crossed at the traffic lights outside Country Ways, collars up and heads down,‘I've been to Aberdeen about a dozen times, and it's always sodding raining.’

‘We do our best.’

‘You buggers must be born with webbed feet.’

‘Only the ones from Ellon, sir.’

Holburn Street had been brought to a virtual standstill – two uniformed officers pretending to be traffic lights as they funnelled the backed-up traffic down one side of the road. The butcher's shop had been hidden behind a cordon of eight-foot-high white plastic screens that reached out into the middle of the street.

A BBC outside broadcast van was parked on the double yellow lines just down from the scene, a woman with a pony tail, an umbrella, and a strange orange tan trying to convince a traffic warden not to give the van a ticket. There was a strobe-light flicker of flash photography and shouted questions as Logan and Faulds ducked under the blue-and-white POLICE tape, then they were through and behind the wall of plastic sheeting.

The IB's filthy Transit van was parked inside the cordon, its back doors open while someone rummaged about inside for SOC suits for Logan and the Chief Constable.

Inside, the shop walls were peppered with recipe cards hung at jaunty angles: goulash, rib roast, minty lamb kebabs … A deli section and a mini greengrocer's sat opposite an empty glass-fronted counter festooned with colourful stickers. The place was full of people in white paper oversuits and the smell of meat.

They found DI Insch in the cold store through the back, with a pair of IB technicians and Isobel, examining yet more chunks of meat.

Faulds took one look at the inspector in his bulging SOC outfit and said,‘Good God, David, you're huge!’ He stuck out his hand to shake, but Insch just looked at it. ‘Yes, well …’ Faulds reached up and adjusted his suit's hood, as if that was what he'd meant to do in the first place. ‘Have you picked up Wiseman yet?’

Insch scowled. ‘Kicked his door down at seven forty-five this morning. He wasn't there.’

‘You let him escape?’

‘No I bloody didn't: I had an unmarked car sitting outside his house from the moment we found the remains down the docks. He never went home, OK?’

‘Oh God …’ Faulds closed his eyes and swore quietly. ‘OK, right, fair enough, too late to worry about that now.’ Sigh. ‘So what are we looking at here?’

‘That.’ Insch pointed at the far corner of the cold store, where Isobel was examining a cut of meat hanging from a hook. It was about two foot long, seven inches wide: the flesh a dark rose colour, the fat a golden yellow, the surface punctuated by pale bones. No skin.

‘Loin of pork?’ asked Faulds, inching forwards.

‘Close: long pig.’ Isobel stood, rubbing her latex-gloved hands down the front of her coveralls. ‘The meat's darker than pork, more like veal – definitely human. The ribs have been severed halfway down their length, but the shape's unmistakable.’

The Chief Constable thought about it for a moment, then asked,‘Care to hazard a time of death?’

Isobel stared at him. ‘And you are?’

Faulds turned the full power of his smile on her. ‘Mark Faulds, West Midlands Police. DI Insch asked me to come up and take a look at the case.’

Which sounded incredibly unlikely to Logan: Insch wouldn't ask for help if his crotch was on fire. From the look on her face, Isobel didn't believe it either.

‘I don't know what kind of pathologists you're used to dealing with down there, Mr Faulds, but in Aberdeen we don't rush to conclusions before we've carried out the post mortem.’ She went back to her slab of meat, muttering,‘God save us from bloody policemen, think we're all clairvoyant …’

‘I see.’ Faulds winked at Logan, whispering,‘I love a challenge.’ He cleared his throat. ‘Actually it's “Chief Constable”, not “mister”.’ If he expected that to impress Isobel, he was in for a disappointment. She didn't even pause, just unhooked the chunk of meat and slipped it into a large evidence bag.

‘Right,’ she handed it to one of the IB technicians,‘I want every piece of meat in here taken down to the mortuary. Mince, sausages, everything.’ She snapped off her gloves then nodded at Insch. ‘Inspector, a word please.’

Faulds watched them march out of the cold room. ‘Is she usually that welcoming?’

Logan smiled. ‘No, sir. She must like you: normally she's a lot worse.’

The shop's owner – the eponymous Mr McFarlane – lived in a large flat directly above the butcher's, so it hadn't exactly taken Operation Cleaver long to track him down. He was a chunky blob with a worried expression, thinning hair, a red-veined nose, and bags under his eyes. He'd clarted himself in aftershave, but it still wasn't enough to cover the smell of stale sweat and last night's alcohol.

McFarlane sat behind the desk in a little office at the back of the shop, watching as an IB technician dismantled a yellow-grey computer and stuck it in an evidence crate.

‘I … I don't understand,’ McFarlane said, looking around with watery pink eyes,‘we're supposed to be open at nine …’

Insch leaned over the desk, looming over the butcher. ‘Do you have any idea what they do to people like you in prison?’

McFarlane flinched as if he'd been slapped. ‘I … But I've not done anything!’

‘Then why have you got a slab of human flesh HANGING IN YOUR FRIDGE?’

‘I didn't know! I didn't! It wasn't me! I never did anything, I've not even had a parking ticket, I'm law-abiding citizen, I do barbeques for charity, I don't even overcharge people! I've not—’

‘You sold human remains to Thompson's Cash And Carry. They sold it on to catering companies.’

‘Oh God …’ McFarlane had gone a deathly shade of white. ‘But—’

‘PEOPLE HAVE BEEN EATING IT!’

‘David,’ Faulds laid a hand on Insch's arm. ‘It might help if you let the poor man complete a sentence.’

The Chief Constable perched himself on the edge of the desk, SOC oversuit rustling as he moved. ‘You see, Mr McFarlane, you own a butcher's shop that sells chunks of dead bodies. Can you see why we might have a bit of a problem with that?’

‘I didn't know!’

‘Uh-huh … Mr McFarlane, you're a professional butcher, yes?’

The man nodded, setting his jowls wobbling, and Faulds gave him an encouraging smile. ‘And you expect us to believe you can't tell the difference between pork and people?’

‘I … I … I don't do a lot of the actual butchery anymore …’ He held up his trembling hands. ‘Can't hold a knife still.’

‘I see.’

Insch placed a massive paw on the desk. ‘You don't remember me, do you, Mr McFarlane?’

‘What?’ He frowned. ‘No. What are you—’

‘Twenty years ago. Three people hacked up and fed—’‘Oh, no!’ McFarlane clamped one of his quivering hands over his mouth. ‘Not … I'm not! I never did anything! I …’ His frantic eyes locked onto Faulds. ‘I never! It's not me! Tell him it's not me!’

‘Where's Ken Wiseman?’

‘Oh God, this isn't happening, not again …’

‘WHERE – IS – HE?’

And suddenly all the colour rushed back into McFarlane's face. ‘I don't know! And even if I did, I wouldn't tell you.’ The butcher clambered to his feet. ‘I remember you now, you and that bastard … what was it…? Brooks! Ken never did anything, you fitted him up!’

‘Where is he?’

Logan listened to Faulds and Insch playing Bad Cop, Worse Cop for a while, then let his attention wander round the little office. A couple of empty display stands were piled in the corner, next to a stack of dusty wicker picnic hampers; two filing cabinets beneath a barred window – Logan poked through one of them, keeping an ear on the conversation behind him.

Insch:‘Tell me where the bastard is.’

McFarlane:‘I've no idea, I haven't seen Ken in years.’

Insch:‘Bollocks.’

The filing cabinet was full of accounts, bills, payslips – nothing really jumped out. Logan pulled a ledger marked ‘OVERTIME’ from the drawer.

Faulds:‘You have to see it from our point of view—’

Insch again:‘—going to send you down for a long, long—’

Faulds:‘Better if you just tell us everything you know—’

McFarlane:‘But I don't know anything!’

The ledger was nearly indecipherable, page after page of dates, hours, payments, and names in the butcher's trembling scrawl. Logan skipped to the most recent entries.

Insch:‘—people like you in Peterhead Prison, with the—’

‘Sir!’ Logan cut across the inspector, and there was an ominous silence as Insch turned to glare at him. Logan held out the ledger. ‘Last page. Third name from the bottom.’

Insch snatched it off him and read, his brow furrowed, lips slowly twitching into a smile. ‘Well, well, well.’

Faulds:‘What?’

The inspector slammed the book down on the desktop, then tapped the page with a fat finger. ‘Thought you said you'd not seen Ken Wiseman for years.’

McFarlane wouldn't look at the book. ‘I … I haven't.’

‘Then why does this say he did two hours overtime, day before yesterday?’
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