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			About the Book

			BURY THEM DEEP

			The tenth book in the Sunday Times bestselling Inspector McLean series, from one of Scotland’s most celebrated crime writers

			When a member of the Police Scotland team fails to clock in for work, concern for her whereabouts is immediate . . . and the discovery of her burnt-out car in remote woodland to the south of Edinburgh sets off a desperate search for the missing woman.

			Meanwhile, DCI Tony McLean and the team are preparing for a major anti-corruption operation – one which may raise the ire of more than a few powerful people in the city. Is Anya Renfrew’s disappearance a coincidence or related to the case?

			McLean’s investigations suggest that perhaps Anya isn’t the first woman to have mysteriously vanished in these ancient hills. Once again, McLean can’t shake the feeling that there is a far greater evil at work here . . .
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			Sawney Bean was a Lothian man, who left his home and the honest profession to which he was born. He took up with Black Agnes Douglas, a woman of low morals. Both unsuited to work, they travelled the land as beggars until they made a home in a cave on the Ayrshire coast. Sawney provided for his wife by robbing travellers through the nearby woods, and soon realised it was better to murder them than risk being identified, caught and hanged. And how better to dispose of the bodies than by eating them?

			This gruesome trade he continued nigh on twenty-five years. The couple had many children and incestuous grandchildren, all nurtured on human flesh and hidden away in their deep, dark cave. That which they didn’t eat fresh, they pickled in salt, and anything left they threw into the sea. Many a local stumbled across grizzly finds washed up on nearby shores. A hand, a foot, mayhap a whole leg.

			And so it might have continued, had Sawney not accidentally allowed a man to escape. His tale reached the ears of King James himself, and a party of men and dogs searched the woods and the coast for this savage attacker. Even then, the true horror might have gone unfound, but the dogs entering the cave gave up a great cry.

			Sawney, Black Agnes, children and grandchildren were taken away to Edinburgh for summary execution. There was no trial, for there was no doubting the horror and evil madness of the whole Bean family, no hope for them as had no souls. And besides, they all remained unrepentant throughout. They were taken to Leith, where the men had their hands, feet and testicles cut off, left to bleed to death while the womenfolk and children were burned at the stake. 

			Or so the story goes. As with all these things, it is short on verifiable detail and high on horrific sensationalism. There is no record in the historical archives to corroborate the tale either, and it thereby begs several pertinent questions. What could possibly turn a man, even one so base as Sawney Bean, to cannibalism? How did he manage to elude capture for so many long years? Why, when finally discovered, was he not taken to the nearest Sheriff Court at Ayr, but dragged back to Lothian and the place of his birth? And why, truly, were he and his entire brood summarily executed without trial? 

			Barnaby Fortnum, A History of Scottish Myths and Legends, 
Edinburgh, 1935
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			She hates herself.

			All the way from work, back to her compact top-floor flat, she feels the loathing in her gut, even as she feels the excitement too. It’s always this way, the tug of war between the self-loathing and the desire. Showering away the grime and sweat of the day doesn’t help either. The filth is deeper than skin, resistant to soap. And, besides, she doesn’t want it to be washed away. She wants to wallow in it. That’s part of the allure.

			The clothes she picks out are her disguise, and with each layer the disgust fades, the excitement builds. It’s been over a month now, the anticipation growing like a tumour in her stomach. The ache of longing.

			One last look in the mirror before she goes. Her transformation is so total she can almost believe none of her colleagues would recognise her in the street. But then that’s the whole point. If they knew, she’d be out of a job. She needs that other life too much to risk losing it. Not so much for the money as for the calm, the certainty. This other world, this other her, is about excitement. It’s about risk and the sweet, sweet pleasure it brings.

			A quick check of her phone confirms everything is set for this evening. A little flutter of nervous anticipation tickles her throat as she readies herself to leave. At the door she almost forgets the package, grabbing it at the last minute, slipping it into the pocket of her long leather coat. Swiftly down the stairs, out the back door, across the broken pavers and concrete drying green shared by the rest of the tenement. Through the gate that leads out to the back lane. This is the nervous time, when she might be seen, recognised, challenged. But no voice calls out, no curtain twitches. Nobody knows who she is. Who she really is.

			The drive across town takes longer than she’d like, traffic jamming the roads around Cameron Toll. She’s about to turn off onto the Braid Hill road when the text comes in. Police presence at the car park. She’d laugh if she wasn’t so hyped up already. There’s another meeting place, not somewhere she’s been before, but not far either. Satnav shows her the route.

			It’s getting dark by the time she arrives. Not many other cars about, but that’s hardly surprising. She finds a suitable spot, under some trees, away from the road. Engine off, crack the window down a little, switch on the passenger compartment light. Wait.

			The first tap at the window comes after less than a minute.
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			A low morning sun streamed in through the glass window wall of his office, painting the whole room orange-red with the threat of unbearable heat later on. Unless the weather broke of course, although that seemed unlikely. What was the children’s rhyme? Red sky at night, shepherd’s delight. Red sky in the morning, shepherd’s warning. Well, it was certainly red, and certainly morning. Way too early for anyone with any kind of sense.

			Detective Chief Inspector Tony McLean shuffled the papers he’d been pretending to read, case notes, staff rotas and all the other things he needed to know for that morning’s briefing. Except that he didn’t really need to know any of it. There were detective inspectors who could deal with the planning, detective sergeants to shout the orders and detective constables to carry them out, moaning all the while. He sat close to the top of the pyramid, the gritty details of each investigation so far away he’d need spectacles to see them. Or perhaps a telescope. His life revolved around strategy meetings, budget reconciliation, juggling egos. It was almost enough to make a man cry.

			‘You got a minute, sir?’

			The question came at almost exactly the same time as a light knock at the open door. McLean looked up to see Detective Inspector Kirsty Ritchie standing in the doorway, a worried crease across her forehead. Lately she’d taken to cropping her strawberry-blonde hair short, almost a boy’s cut. It suited her better than the frown.

			‘A minute, an hour. What’s up?’

			‘Operation Caterwaul. I’ve been going over the security clearances for the admin staff.’ Ritchie stepped into the room, and now McLean could see the thick wedge of papers she was carrying. More adorned his desk, an endless tide that threatened to drown them all.

			‘Any problems?’ He had to ask, even though he knew there must be or Ritchie wouldn’t have been here.

			‘Nothing serious. Just had a couple of kickbacks from the NCA. I guess their vetting’s a bit more serious than ours. They’re talking to the Feds too.’ She handed the papers to him with a half-apologetic shrug. McLean took them and leafed through the pile. Records for a dozen of the many civilian workers who kept the station running almost smoothly. It was yet another thing to worry about, although normally the support staff had sufficient security clearance to work on most investigations. Clearly Operation Caterwaul was considered more risky, although not so risky it couldn’t be given a stupid name.

			‘We’ve got enough cover though?’ He handed back the files, noting Ritchie’s shoulders slump slightly. If she’d been hoping he’d take the problem off her hands, she was going to have to learn to live with the disappointment.

			‘If everything goes to plan, aye. You know the saying about plans and first contact with the enemy though.’

			‘Ah well. If it goes tits up, they can send some of their own people over to pick up the slack. Not sure why we’re involved in this anyway. It could all just as easily be run out of the Crime Campus.’

			Ritchie stepped clear to let him out of the office, then fell in alongside him as they both walked to the operations room. ‘Most of it is, to be honest. We’re just coordinating the financial stuff, seeing as how Edinburgh’s the financial centre.’

			McLean said nothing to that. He’d far rather deal with a violent crime, a burglary or even the drugs and sex-trafficking rings that popped up more quickly than you could knock them down. Financial crimes, corporate fraud and all that kind of thing gave him a headache. Sure, the crimes needed investigation and the criminals to be punished, but money bought politicians and brought pressure from above. Sweep it under the carpet, or clear it up as quickly and quietly as possible. Neither option sat well with him.

			‘We got the go-ahead to start yet?’ he asked as they both entered the small room given over to the operation. It was relatively empty for a change, a couple of detectives, some uniformed officers and admin staff all hand-picked by the suits at the National Crime Agency. Trustworthy, dependable, unlikely to talk to the press.

			‘Started already, sir. We raided a firm of accountants yesterday morning. Lofty Blane’s going through their books with the forensic accounts team.’

			McLean scanned the room, and sure enough there was the giant form of Detective Constable Blane lurking in the corner, his shoulders round, whole body hunched to make himself less of a looming presence over everyone.

			‘Must have missed the memo.’ Or more likely he’d been distracted by a hundred and one other memos all needing his immediate attention. ‘Guess I’d better rally the troops then.’

			‘Morning, everyone. Quiet it down now.’

			McLean watched while DI Ritchie brought everyone to attention. Not that the room was exactly packed; that was the whole point. Operation Caterwaul was so clouded in secrecy even he didn’t know what the full objective of it was, only that it involved co-operation with the NCA, Interpol and several other foreign law enforcement and intelligence agencies. High stakes didn’t begin to cover it, which was probably why it was being compartmentalised so thoroughly. Why everyone in this room had been vetted and vetted again.

			Ritchie finished her warm-up act swiftly and efficiently before stepping aside to make way for him. McLean hadn’t brought any briefing notes with him; it wasn’t that kind of investigation. All he needed to do was frighten them all into line. Not something he was particularly comfortable doing, but sometimes that was the job.

			‘I don’t really need to tell you that everything said in this room is classified, but I will anyway.’ He cleared his throat, not quite sure what to do with his hands since he had no papers to rustle. 

			‘This investigation is extremely sensitive. Word gets out about what we’re doing and not only will the whole operation collapse, we’ll be in a very sticky diplomatic situation. So speak about it to no one. Not your colleagues in the canteen or locker room, not your significant other at home, and certainly not any of our friends in the press. If any of this gets out without authorisation, we will find the leak, trust me. And it won’t just be a sacking offence. You could end up in jail.’

			He paused to let that sink in, took the opportunity to survey the crowd. As well as DC Blane, he could see DC Harrison in the small team, and Grumpy Bob had found himself both a comfortable chair to sit in and a mug of coffee. 

			‘As you’ll know, we raided the offices of Smail and Associates yesterday morning on the pretext that they’ve been laundering drug money.’

			‘That’s actually true, sir.’ DC Blane spoke softly, but the room was quiet enough and empty enough for his words to be heard.

			‘It is?’ McLean asked.

			‘Preliminary analysis of the records we confiscated show they’ve been putting drug money through a number of small businesses in the region. Pop-up shops, nail salons and a couple of online stores. It’s quite sophisticated.’

			‘Really?’ McLean knew it wasn’t what the operation was looking for, but once you got DC Blane started it wasn’t easy to stop him.

			‘Aye, they sell stuff through the major online retailers. Amazon, eBay, a couple others. Only it’s not real. Second-hand books for a thousand quid, but they’re just old paperbacks no’ worth pennies. Sale goes through, no goods change hands, but the cash comes out clean enough. They even pay tax on it. Well, some.’

			‘That’s fascinating. But it’s not what we’re here for, is it?’

			Lofty’s head drooped, bringing it down to the same level as most of the other people in the room. ‘Aye, well, no.’

			‘Don’t worry. I don’t expect you to close the whole operation before it’s run a week. It’s good that you’ve found something though. Helps to keep our real targets in the dark.’

			‘Are we allowed to know what the real target is, sir?’ Another question, this time from one of the support officers.

			‘When it’s all done, the objective will become clear. That’s all you need to know right now. You’ve got your jobs, people, so get to them. The fact that you’ve been selected for this operation means you’re the best of the best in this station. I’d like to think we’re the best of the many teams working this operation across Scotland. Let’s prove me right on that one, eh?’
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			McLean watched the assembled officers and admin set to their tasks like a well-choreographed dance troupe. This was the part of any investigation that he liked the best. Right at the beginning, before all the problems had started to surface. People knew what they had to do and got on with doing it.

			‘Think that went OK.’ DI Ritchie cradled a mug of coffee in both hands as she approached. McLean raised an eyebrow, then noticed Grumpy Bob following on behind. Wherever Detective Sergeant Laird was, fine coffee would not be far away. How they’d all cope when he retired at the end of the month was anyone’s guess.

			‘It’s a good team.’ McLean nodded his head towards the bustling room. ‘Surprised not to see any of our NCA colleagues at the briefing though. Didn’t think they trusted us enough to fly solo yet.’

			‘They’re coordinating with Aberdeen at the moment. Need to tread a lot more carefully up there for now.’

			‘I guess so.’ He looked past Ritchie to where one of the admin support staff was waiting patiently to ask a question, a young man with a pale, freckled face and wiry ginger hair. For a moment McLean struggled to remember his name, but Ritchie came to his aid. 

			‘You needing something, Ben?’

			‘Aye, ma’am, sorry to bother you. We’ve no’ had the Holmes 2 terminal access sorted yet.’ He turned slightly, indicating the line of computers arranged along one wall of the room, all their screens blank.

			Ritchie frowned. ‘Can’t you ask Anya? She’s usually on top of that sort of thing.’

			‘Aye, I would, but she’s no’ here.’ Ben shrugged.

			‘Anya? Not . . .’ Ritchie looked at her sheaf of papers, but didn’t flick through them. ‘She should be. She’s on the list. Couldn’t not be. For something like this.’

			‘Anya?’ The question was out of his mouth before McLean realised he knew the answer already. ‘Oh, Renfrew. Yes.’ He shouted to DC Harrison as she walked past. ‘You seen Renfrew, Constable?’

			Harrison stopped in her tracks, began to do the same meerkat routine, then shook her head. ‘No, sir. Is she part of the team?’

			‘Should be.’ Ritchie finally gave in and leafed through the stack of papers until she found her list. ‘Anya’s probably got better security clearance than any of us.’

			‘Bet she’s been poached by one of the other investigations,’ McLean said. ‘I’ll have a word with McIntyre and see if we can’t get her back. This is exactly her sort of thing.’

			‘You want me to speak to the duty sergeant, sir?’ Harrison asked, all eagerness to help, as ever. ‘She’s maybe just off sick.’

			‘Anya? Sick?’ Ritchie’s laugh startled a couple of junior constables nearby. ‘Don’t think I’ve ever known her take a day off.’

			‘May as well ask anyway,’ McLean said. ‘And if she’s not, find out where she is, OK? I’ll be in my office.’

			Harrison nodded once, then scurried off like a busy mouse. He watched her go, then turned back to Ritchie and Grumpy Bob.

			‘You got everything under control here?’

			‘Reckon so. Anything comes up, we know where to find you. More likely to be a problem out there than in here though.’ Ritchie waved a hand at the window, indicating the wider world beyond the walls of the station. McLean had to admit she was right; inside the investigation room the most that could go wrong was them missing some link in the paper trail. He had to hope that her mention of problems wasn’t an omen of things to come.

			The coffee machine at the far side of his office yielded something rather less appealing than the fine brew Grumpy Bob usually managed to rustle up. Nevertheless, it was warm and wet and the drinkable side of disgusting. McLean refilled his mug, splashed too much milk in it, and retreated to his desk. The visit to the operation room and his short pep talk to the team had been no more than a brief, welcome break from the grind. He had no choice now but to get on with the budget reconciliations and staff allocations. At least until something else came up to provide a legitimate distraction.

			It arrived sooner than he was expecting, in the form of his mobile phone vibrating away in his pocket. He pulled it out and stared at the screen, a number he didn’t recognise. Normally he’d let it ring through to voicemail; if it was important they’d leave a message and he could call them back. On the other hand, if he answered it, then he didn’t have to worry about the meaningless spreadsheet in front of him for at least the duration of the conversation. Thumbing the green button, he lifted the handset to his ear.

			‘Detective Insp— . . . Detective Chief Inspector McLean.’

			‘Oh, ah. Hello.’ A woman’s voice on the other end. Young, if he was any judge. Edinburgh accent, even though the call hadn’t come from a city number. She clearly hadn’t been expecting him to answer.

			‘Who is this?’

			‘Oh, yes. Sorry. My name’s Millicent. Millicent Graham. Doctor Millicent Graham.’

			A pause, which McLean found himself uncharacteristically compelled to fill. ‘And what can I do for you, Doctor Millicent Graham?’

			Another pause, and he considered hanging up. Although as crank calls went, this didn’t really fit the bill.

			‘It’s . . . well. It’s a bit complicated. I work at Bestingfield? The secure psychiatric hospital?’

			A chill ran down McLean’s back. He hunched forward, phone pressed harder to his ear now. There weren’t many reasons why someone from Bestingfield would be calling. Even fewer good ones. ‘Go on.’

			‘I work with some of the long-term patients. Those with the most well-formed delusions. We can’t hope to cure them, as such, but we can stabilise them, make their lives a bit easier. And ours.’

			‘I’m sure you do your best for your patients, Doctor. I’m not exactly sure what it’s got to do with me though.’ Except that he was sure. He just didn’t want to have to face the fact of it. All the paperwork in the world would be preferable.

			‘Well, one of my patients is here because of you.’ Dr Graham paused again, then started up before McLean could reply. ‘I’m sorry, that came out wrong. He’s here because of what he did of course. But you were the one who caught him.’

			‘You’re talking about the man who claims to be Norman Bale.’

			‘Claims to be . . . Oh, yes.’ McLean heard a shuffling of papers over the line that suggested Dr Graham’s desk was every bit as chaotic as his own. ‘That’s right. You said he couldn’t be Norman Bale because Norman Bale died when he was six years old. Leukaemia, wasn’t it?’

			McLean remembered the case all too well. How many years ago was it? Not that many. Not nearly enough for it to be coming back to haunt him now. ‘It was, and he did. I knew him when he was a boy. The man you’re treating is not him, whatever he might claim. That’s a delusion you really should be tackling right now.’

			‘Ah.’

			There was something about the way Dr Graham said that one, short word that made McLean shiver all over again.

			‘Ah?’ he asked. ‘I don’t much like the sound of “ah”.’

			‘You’ll recall Norman’s parents were found in his . . . their house?’ 

			The faintest hint of a question at the end of her words, but McLean did indeed recall. The dining room where he’d shared meals with the young Norman, watched over by the boy’s stern mother. That same woman many decades older, and many years dead, sitting in that same dining room across the table from her equally dead and equally well-preserved husband. Not a thing a person could forget easily, even after a blow to the head with a short scaffolding pole.

			‘I thought you’d have seen the report, what with you being the arresting officer and everything.’ Dr Graham’s voice banished the image from McLean’s mind.

			‘Report?’ He looked over his desk. There were so many.

			‘Yes, the pathologist took DNA samples from the two bodies in the house. They match Norman’s. They’re his parents.’ The doctor paused a moment, and this time McLean left the silence hanging.

			‘I’m sorry,’ she said eventually. ‘I assumed you knew.’

			‘No. I didn’t.’ He stared blankly across the office, out through the window wall to where a beautiful morning had just turned hellish. But then it occurred to him it didn’t matter if Bale was who he said he was. The man was insane and had murdered at least five people. There was no way he was ever leaving the secure psychiatric unit alive. 

			‘So why are you calling me?’ he asked. ‘Not to tell me about DNA tests, I’m sure.’

			‘No. Not at all. I’m sorry. I had no idea you didn’t know that.’

			‘What then?’ McLean asked, even though he knew.

			‘Norman has issues, as you well know. But he’s much improved over the past year. He’s far more lucid, and he acknowledges that what he did was wrong. He talks a lot about his childhood, about his only real friend when he was a boy. He wants to talk to you.’

			And there it was. What he’d known it would be all about the moment the doctor had told him where she worked. Well, it wasn’t a hard decision to make.

			‘I’m sorry, Doctor Graham. I can’t help you. There’s nothing I want to say to that man, and nothing I need to hear from him.’

			McLean stared at the blank screen of his phone, reflecting the square ceiling lights back at him as it lay on top of the paperwork he’d been reading. Trouble always had a way of finding him, but he’d never have expected it to come in quite such a form. Norman Bale. He’d not thought about that case in a while, not followed it up once the man himself had been committed indefinitely to the secure psychiatric unit. That was the end of it, or at least it should have been. There was no cure for the sickness that festered in his head. No doctor would ever pronounce him sane enough to stand trial for his crimes. He’d murdered at least five people, probably many more. There was no way he’d ever not be a danger to the public.

			But the news about his DNA results, the confirmation of the identity he claimed, that was a shock. Norman Bale had taken ill that last summer before McLean was sent away to his hated boarding school down in England, not yet seven years old. Norman Bale had died from childhood leukaemia some time during that first term away from home. Norman Bale was buried in the graveyard of McLean’s local church, the headstone smoothed by more than forty years of Edinburgh weather. Was that a lie? Was that grave empty?

			The graves of his parents were, so why not his? It was a disquieting thought, that graveyard filled with empty coffins. The dead still wandering the streets. It brought to mind another case, another unidentified body, a shadow in a dead man’s house, and something McLean tried very hard not to think about.

			A knock on the open door helped. He looked up to see DC Harrison standing there, a worried frown on her face.

			‘You OK, sir? Look like you’ve seen a ghost.’

			‘Probably not the best choice of words.’ McLean shook away the strange feeling that had settled over him. ‘Sorry. I’m fine. Just had an interesting phone call. Not sure what to make of it.’

			‘Wasn’t Anya Renfrew, was it?’ A little light of hope flickered in her eyes.

			‘Ah, no. I take it you’ve not tracked her down.’

			‘She’s not phoned in sick, no. And she’s no’ answering her phones. Home just rings and mobile’s going to voicemail.’

			McLean picked up his own phone and slid it back into his pocket. ‘Get a squad car round to her place, aye? And while they’re doing that, have a word with anyone here who’s friends with her. It’s irregular and unexpected, but I’ll not panic yet. Probably a perfectly good reason we can’t find her.’

			Harrison looked unconvinced, and McLean couldn’t blame her. His internal alarm was ringing now, and not just because of his conversation with Dr Graham. That call and the missing admin support were two completely different things, after all.

			‘I’ll ask around, see who knows her best. Should have next-of-kin contacts on her personnel file too.’

			‘Let’s not go phoning her folks before we have to, OK? Don’t want to cause any undue alarm.’

			‘Aye, sir.’ Harrison nodded once, then turned and left. McLean went back to staring out the window, over the rooftops to Salisbury Crags. People moved about Holyrood Park like tiny ants, unaware they were observed. Edinburgh was in its fourth week of sunny weather, much to the delight of both the tourist board and the ice cream industry. And yet for all the heat and light, he couldn’t help feeling a horrible, dark chill of foreboding, deep in his gut.
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