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It took just ten minutes behind the wheel to get from the most 
deprived scheme in Edinburgh to millionaires’ homes. From Niddrie 
they cruised through Craigmillar on the main road, past Peffermill 
and the biscuit factory, the smell of burnt oats coming to Tyler in the 
back of the car. Round Cameron Toll and they were into the afflu-
ent Southside. He wondered if people around here even knew that 
Niddrie and Greendykes existed. Edinburgh was so small that every-
one was cheek by jowl, investment bankers round the corner from 
families like the Wallaces. Most of these people were ignorant of the 
fact they were being stalked and targeted. This was their hunting 
ground, from Mayfield through Newington and Marchmont, down 
to The Grange, Morningside and Merchiston. Every once in a while 
they would explore a little further, into the New Town and Stock-
bridge. It kept the heat off if they’d had a close shave. Sometimes it 
made sense to leave the Southside fields fallow for a while, give home-
owners time to relax and lower their guards again.

They turned up Mayfield Road, left into Relugas, then into the 
smaller streets. They stayed off the main thoroughfares and stuck 
to residential areas, less passing traffic and more chance of going 
unnoticed.

Barry was driving, Forth One playing a stream of charmless pop 
on the radio. Tyler’s half-sister Kelly was chopping out coke lines on 
the car’s manual, pulled out of the glove compartment and placed on 
her knees. They were in Barry’s metallic-grey Skoda Octavia, boosted 
a year ago from outside a place in Sciennes when they found the keys 
in a bowl next to the front door of the house. It’d been fitted with new 
plates by Barry’s mate Wee Sam at his garage. An Octavia was perfect, 
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a nothing kind of vehicle, not flashy or tacky, and every second car on 
the road these days was grey.

Tyler watched Kelly. She was twenty but looked older, tall and 
broad, peroxide hair. Wide nose, wide hips, wide shoulders, everything 
about her was wide. Her bright hair wouldn’t make any difference for 
the job, they always had their hoods up in case of CCTV. Like Tyler 
and Barry, she was wearing a nondescript hoodie and joggers, Primark’s 
finest, no logos or patterns.

They were in Lauder Road now. Some colossal houses here but the 
road was wide and exposed. Barry slowed the car but not too much, he 
didn’t want to be conspicuous. There were 20 mph limits all over the 
city now which helped them, allowed them to go slow and check the 
area without seeming suspicious. 

Kelly bumped a large line of coke then passed it to Barry, holding 
the rolled-up note for him so he didn’t have to take his hands off the 
wheel. He kept his eyes on the road and snorted, shook his head and 
flexed his jaw.

Kelly reached over and placed her finger under his nose, wiped 
up some grains there. She held the finger out to Barry, who leaned 
forward, sucked it and grinned.

Tyler looked out of the window, checking for houses with no alarms 
and lights off like he’d been taught. Preferably detached in case the 
neighbours heard something, but it was amazing how seldom that 
happened. People don’t like to get involved in someone else’s business, 
especially if that business could get them hurt.

‘Some fucking gaffs, these,’ Barry said, jittery now from the buzz. 
They never offered Tyler any, mostly because they wanted it for them-
selves, but also because they knew his stance. He’d seen what drugs did 
to their mum.

Barry turned right into the narrower, winding Dalrymple Crescent. 
Quite a few candidates here. It wasn’t a school holiday, that was their 
busiest time, when homes were empty for weeks. But rich people had 
social lives, they’d be out at dinner or a party, the theatre or cinema. It 
didn’t take long, this thing, in and out in minutes.
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Tyler hated that he knew all this. He didn’t want to be here but he 
had no choice. Barry and Kelly needed someone small to squeeze into 
top-hung fanlight windows if the doors were deadbolted. He could fit 
and he couldn’t say no. Barry was already making noises about bringing 
Bean along instead and Tyler couldn’t allow that.

Barry came to the end of the road and turned right into Findhorn 
Place, then down to the bottom and right again. They went round the 
block, Kelly doing another line, then Barry too. Back in Dalrymple 
Crescent. Barry had spotted a place. Tyler had too, he just hadn’t men-
tioned it. When they passed the second time, he took it in more fully. 
Semi-detached, but no lights on in either house, low horizontal fence 
at the front. No alarm box, security lighting or cameras, a handful of 
mature trees in the front providing cover and suggesting a decent shed 
full of garden tools. 

It was perfect.
They went round the block one more time, Tyler feeling a trill in his 

stomach, a flutter in his chest. He thought of Bean, tucked up in bed 
back at the flat, snuggling into Panda, bedside light on. He thought of 
his mum crashed out in her bedroom and hoped Bean didn’t wake with 
a bad dream, like she’d been doing recently. 

They drove past 13 Dalrymple Crescent one last time.
‘That one,’ Barry said, then pulled in thirty yards along the road.
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