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Preface
This story takes place in 1991 and in a leafy part of West London. I chose the year for no real reason other than that the technology we now take for granted was still a few years away. This year saw the start of the World Wide Web. Mobile phones weighed almost two kilos, and the first text message was still more than a year away.
Helen Sharman was the first Briton to go into space.
And  for those who care, the FA Cup went to Spurs for the eighth time, and Bryan Adams, Queen, and Right Said Fred all made it to number one on the UK charts.  
The story's main setting is where I lived for the first 30 years of my life. I was born in the West Middlesex Hospital, Syon Lane, Isleworth, Middlesex. We lived in a tiny Victorian workers cottage, with an outside toilet. The terraces were knocked down a few years later to make way for the Ealing Broadway Shopping Centre. 
I was christened at the church in my just up the road, and went to the school that was part of the church. We moved to Hanwell in 1967, and for the next ten years, I got to explore the area on foot, by bike, and with all my friends.
We played a lot in places that had been bombed during World War II, like the Old Cuckoo Schools grounds, where there was a crater. School for me in those days was Hobbayne Infants and Junior School. 
After I failed my 11 plus in 1973, I went to Brentside Secondary Modern for Boys, which wasn't very modern but was definitely secondary. In fact the same school my father had attended. I wasn't very good at book stuff, preferring Art, woodwork and of course Metalwork, and my CSE and O level results proved this.
There were allotments behind the houses opposite ours, and we spent many a summer day wandering around and ‘borrowing’ fruit and veg, obviously from the ones our parents had and not other people’s, honest.
The A4020, commonly referred to as the "Uxbridge Road" in the area, is one of the principal thoroughfares. It begins in Shepherd's Bush and travels directly west through Acton, Ealing, Hanwell, Southall, Hayes, and Hillingdon, ultimately ending in Uxbridge. In Ealing, it is known as "The Broadway" and "The Mall," while in Acton, it is called "The Vale," but it is universally recognised as "The Uxbridge Road."
Many famous people have had a say in the area's history, and most people will know who they are. I also tried to add more history and make each place as real as possible.
Ealing, a borough in London, has a long and fascinating history. The Domesday Book talked about Hanwell, and for most of the 1800s, it was mostly farmland. William Hobbayne made the town famous by leaving his money and homes to help the poor in the area. 
But, as always, the rich and powerful used this gift to get what they wanted. The railway came in 1838, and the Grand Junction Canal was dug at the end of the century. In 1901, Ealing became a borough, making it the first in the county of Middlesex.
During the 1920s, the area experienced significant industrial growth, which resulted in the construction of Western Avenue. Today, this road forms part of the A40, a critical route into London.
And finally, a personal note: My father passed away in April 2025, and this book had been sitting for a few months before I decided to undertake the rewrites to tidy it up and perhaps address a few minor issues. I changed some names to include my mom and him; the rest are family and friends. In this way, they can remain alive in my memories.
 
Places such as The Bunny Park, St. Mary’s Church, Three Bridges etc. Will only be familiar to those who know the area.
A quick search of the internet and a map will show you the reasons for my placing the bodies where I did.
 
 
Barrie 2025. 
 
 
 
Introduction.
The full moon illuminated the night as Charlie Little departed the White Hart pub on Greenford Avenue in Hanwell; he had convinced himself that it would be acceptable to walk home. A few minutes later, as clouds obscured the moon and the light diminished to a dull grey, he regretted not taking the taxi that had been waiting outside the pub. 
It was a bit of an understatement to say he was drunk. He bumped into the pillar box and laughed, saying, "Excuse me," and then he staggered and wobbled home. The property was a terrace in Hanwell that was built before the war. He lived there alone now, but he wasn't going to get that far tonight.
Stumbling into a lamppost, Charlie veered into the road; he then tripped over the kerb on the opposite side. Laughing softly to himself, he rummaged in his pocket for the front door key and pushed open the little wooden gate, which creaked in protest.
Then, without warning, he felt a sharp spike of pain in his lower back, causing him to stumble forward and drop to his knees. Despite his inebriation, his mind registered the pain, and he was taken aback when he suddenly felt a hand gripping him from behind. His world mercifully faded to black as he was struck on the head.
As he drifted in and out of consciousness, his mind raced, struggling to comprehend the situation. A faint squeaking sound reached his ears, and the object transporting him jostled him around, emitting an unpleasant odour.
Charlie regained consciousness some time later, finding himself bound and lying on a table. As he struggled to focus his eyes, he discerned the shapes of windows around him, and the air was heavy with the foul stench reminiscent of a privy. He let out a groan, and a figure clad in black approached him from across the room, leaning over him.
“Ah, you’re awake at last, Mr Little,” said his attacker, a hint of satisfaction in their voice. “I was beginning to wonder if I had hit you too hard. It’s my first time, and I had to make a guess. The television doesn’t provide much detail, and I certainly couldn’t pop down to Ealing Library and ask for guidance, could I?”
“What do you want?” mumbled Charlie. “Who are you, and why am I here?”
His attacker leaned in even closer and spoke. "You are here because I had no choice but to take you. Because my first intended victim died of natural causes, I had to move my plans forward and change the order in which I had carefully planned them."
"Although his death has given me another nice little piece of information that I can use to lay false clues to keep the police from finding out about my plan too soon."
“And you of all people should know what I want: justice, and I want to teach you all a lesson. For years now I have been brooding over what happened, and none of you, not one of you, ever lifted a finger to see if I was OK. Even worse, nobody has ever given me an explanation as to why he had to die. Well, I’ve waited, oh yes, and now I will get my revenge.”
“You are mad,” Charlie said as a memory was trying to filter up through his weary brain. He tried to keep his captor talking just in case he could worm his way out of this. He decided that whatever this insane person wanted must be related to something in his past, and he could easily guess what it was about, but he still tried to reason with his captor.
“How did you find me anyway? I’ve been trying to keep a low profile for years, and besides, even if any of us wanted to help, we couldn’t. If we had said or done something, the same fate would have happened to us. You know as well as I that we are all still being watched and monitored even after all these years. I couldn't do anything even after my wife died, and I wanted to; I really did.” 
Once more, the furious face leaned in and said, “You and your mates were too frightened of the man at the top. However, with the number two returning to England after all this time, I intended to eliminate him first and uncover his boss’s identity. Thanks to a loquacious cabbie friend of yours, I was able to extract enough information from him to discern who he was.”  
“All I wanted was some acknowledgement, but no, I was ignored while you and the others got away with murder. I sat there in that shithole of a flat until I was evicted and had to start over. I worked my way out of the gutter and now have a nice little business. I spent years on my plan, and now it's time to start pruning the dead wood. Oh, and as to how I found you, well, a big-mouthed taxi driver let something slip. Don't worry; he is on my list and will get what he deserves before too long. I’m going to enjoy dealing with him at some point.”
Charlie was beginning to panic; memories were surfacing, and he didn't like them. And then it came to him.
“Oh, I know you don’t, do I?” He said. “All I did was organise the jobs; the details came from higher up, and I only knew the money bloke. He was too stupid to have come up with the plans, and that’s where I came in, but that’s all I did, honest.
Look in my house; I've got this box. It's hidden, but you can have it. I was saving up money gradually, little by little, so that no one would know its source. Also, I will tell you everything I know about what used to happen; it wouldn't be the first time I've grassed on people.”
Charlie was starting to babble, but he continued. 
“Anyway, as I mentioned, I never knew the bloke at the top, just that spiv. Honestly, all I did was make the local arrangements and keep out of the way. How could I have known what would happen? Look, I’m sharing information and trying to help, right?”
“Arranging for that idiot to drive was your first mistake, and not picking someone else. I now know the top man had all sorts on him, and he would do what he was told no matter what. And you all knew that; he was a snivelling coward.”
And with the swish of a rubber apron, they turned away and reached for a long, thin knife from the table. Charlie let out a single scream, but there was no one nearby to hear him. A fox paused at the sound before scurrying away.
The verger of St Mary's Church in Hanwell was unlocking the gates early the next morning when he slipped on the icy path and saw someone kneeling by a grave. He yelled, but no one answered, so he walked over and shook the figure by the shoulder. 
He was horrified when the body fell over and rested its forehead on the ornate gravestone. He ran to the nearest phone booth, called the police, and then made himself a strong cup of tea.
Within minutes, the police arrived on the scene and discovered the single Indigo Rose clasped in Charlie’s lifeless hands. The rose was tightly bound to Charlie’s fingers, and there was blood smeared across both the flower and the body. Unfortunately, a local reporter was present, working on a piece about the daughters of the painter Thomas Gainsborough, who are interred there. Upon seeing the figure clutching the rose, he coined the term 'Indigo Rose Killer'.
Once the rest of the press got wind of this, they all camped outside the police station waiting for updates. Unfortunately, since this was the first death, the police had little information to work with, but they stated that there was no need for the general public to be alarmed.
For the next week or so, children would be going into school to ask their science teacher how to make a white rose take on a different colour, but even that died down as people got bored and moved onto other things.
The officer in charge of the case became difficult with the press and was moved to a desk job, and the file sat in the pending tray to await further developments.
They had no idea that more victims would soon appear, each with no apparent connection to the others, but someone would notice a pattern. But unfortunately for the police, this person would ultimately become part of the case, and not by chance either. 
She'd be pulled in, and her case would become intertwined with one she'd been working on for years. Could she investigate without prejudice? Only time would tell, but she would be a very different person after this case is complete.
Shall we meet her?
 
Indigo Rose.
1. Beginnings
It has been nearly a month since the first murder, and our hesitant soon-to-be heroine remains oblivious to the role she will play in solving this mystery.  
For now, she stands at the sink in the kitchen of the home she shares with her mother; the sun is beginning to creep up over the rooftops. She shuffles dirty crockery around, searching for a reasonably clean bowl for her cornflakes. 
The twisted yellow gold ring on the small finger of her left hand glints in the light, and she smiles at the memory of the lad who crafted and gifted it to her.
This is Claire M. Williams, a twenty-five-year-old only child who is quite content with her situation. 
She experienced a fairly typical upbringing for someone born in the mid-sixties: wonderful music, eccentric clothing, and a sense of freedom that later generations of young people would not recognise.
She is slightly built, standing at five feet seven inches tall, with large brown eyes that sparkle like jewels. Her hair is naturally curled and also brown. There is little need for her to wear much makeup, as she possesses a natural beauty complemented by clear skin.
Humming tunelessly to herself, she rinses a bowl and spoon. Absentmindedly, she tips cornflakes from the box into the bowl and splashes some milk over them. Turning to the table, she sits down to eat and glances at the headline in the newspaper.
 
 
 
‘Indigo Rose killer: no further progress.’
‘The police are baffled by the recent murder of Charlie Little; no arrests have been made, and the investigation has stalled. The officer in charge has been reassigned to the peculiar case of the rubber duck infestation on the River Brent.’
 
Claire snorted and laughed at the absurdity of it all; she could easily picture the look of disgust that Kim ‘, the detective in charge, would wear on her face. Everyone knew that the rubber ducks originated from the tyre factory in Brentford, where staff were currently protesting due to redundancies. 
After finishing her breakfast and pouring the remaining milk down the sink, Claire picked up the keys to her dad’s old car and headed out of the house on her way to work.
Firing up the Dolomite Sprint, Claire is transported back to the mid-seventies, reminiscing about the days when they would drive down to Brighton for the day. She sighs and sets off for the office, while the fan heater protests and squeals as she navigates around the corner.
In terms of work, Claire is trying to make ends meet by assisting an old schoolmate who describes his business as ‘an upmarket enquiry agency’. In reality, their cases primarily involve divorce proceedings and the occasional benefit fraud investigation. However, if pressed, they are willing to take on any job that pays.
The office is situated above a shop on Hanwell Broadway; although she could easily walk there, Claire is often sent out to verify various matters at Ealing Town Hall or even as far as Acton Vale, so she opts to drive. 
There aren't any issues with parking in this area, and after leaving her car on the corner, she makes her way up the stairs to the office, where, unsurprisingly, her boss, Billy Fisher, is nowhere to be found.
Opening the office door, she stands there for a moment, gazing at the chaotic disarray they refer to as work. She ponders, "What am I doing here?" before removing her coat, securing it on the rack, and heading towards her desk. As she settles into her desk, memories of the day she joined this eclectic group resurface.
It was a Thursday, and she found herself at the local pub, trying to drown her dismal day with a drink when Billy approached her. He asked if she would like to join him, explaining that he needed, in his words, ‘a bird that can tell other birds to see what they are up to’. 'Sod it,' she thought. 'Might as well give it a go,' and she agreed on the spot. 
Being an old schoolmate, Billy had a certain charm, and he was quite a character. He always donned a well-worn trench coat, a scarf, and a flat cap; his nicotine-stained fingers and bitten fingernails gave him the appearance of one of those flashers you encounter in the park occasionally. However, the only thing Billy could flash was his smile, though it was a shame about the broken tooth.
She recalled her time after leaving school, when she worked for a modern jewellery retailer in Sutton. She had enjoyed that job and was excellent at it until the company made everyone redundant. 
It was during this period that the in-house jeweller crafted a twisted wire ring for her little finger and an initial pendant that she always wore around her neck. They even went out on two occasions, but nothing came of it. 
Following her stint at the jewellers, she found herself in a dead-end job back in Ealing, at the job centre, where she was tasked with distinguishing between those who were genuinely seeking work and those who were merely trying to take advantage of the system. It was a challenging role, made all the more difficult by the fact that her bosses didn’t seem to care one way or the other.  
A noise jolted her out of her daydream, and she noticed the other agent entering the room. Malcolm was the complete opposite of Billy, his olive skin tone a clear indication of his Greek heritage. 
Always impeccably dressed and clean-shaven, he spoke with an unusual Mid-Atlantic twang; however, those familiar with him knew he actually had a thick Cornish accent. He smiled at Claire, prompting her to swoon—rather silly, really, considering he was as camp as a pink tent on a battlefield. The way he waved his wrist around made her certain there were no bones in his hand.
Malcolm made the tea, and they chatted for a few minutes. Claire continued sorting the paperwork for the insurance company, who were decidedly unhappy about the robbery at the jewellers in Ealing Broadway. 
Claire agreed; it was clear the thieves couldn't have stolen as much as the owner said. One individual could not have fled that far with a valuable silver tea service, especially considering all the other items they claimed were stolen.
The rest of the day passed fairly quickly; Jenny from the printers down the road popped in for a gossip, and they arranged to go out at the weekend to see the Cycle Sluts from Hell at the Hammersmith Odeon. Jenny mentioned that Motörhead was also performing, but she was a devoted Sluts fan.
 Billy hadn’t come in at all, which concerned Claire slightly; he usually poked his head round the door at least once a day. After locking up the office, she headed home to check whether her mother had ventured out of her room at all that day.
Claire lived in an old Victorian-style terraced house that she shared with her mother. The house is in a part of Hanwell known as ‘the Dell’, which is not far from the railway and close to a well-known park—at least to locals, who refer to it as ‘the Bunny Park’.
 Claire’s mother had become somewhat of a recluse since her husband’s death, no longer venturing outside her bedroom. In her youth, however, she had been a pop sensation back in Australia. 
After completing her schooling, she trained as a medicinal chemist, but she found greater joy in singing with the group she had joined at school. 
This group was known as ‘Soul Salad’, and they enjoyed a few minor hits in Australia before receiving poor advice to relocate to the UK. Their dubious agent proclaimed, ‘There is a place for groups like you in London; the streets are paved with gold, and if you are lucky, you can be as big as Bumble and the Stingers.’  
Sadly, London streets were not golden in 1963; they were full of problems, and Bumble was a one-hit wonder. Soul Salad didn’t even reach that level; all they encountered were dingy nightclubs, rowdy pubs, and the occasional half-decent concert hall. 
Nearly all of their performances were one-night stands, providing little financial reward. The band disbanded in 1965, prompting Silvia to take up bar work and continue singing to earn a living, a pursuit she maintained even after Claire was born. 
At this precise moment, she stands at the window, gazing into space, before turning to look at herself in the mirror. She is nearly five feet tall and showing the signs of age; her light brown hair, with some blonde streaks, is now interspersed with a few grey hairs.
 In her youth, she was regarded as a real stunner, and if she made the effort, she could likely still outshine the young artists currently topping the charts. Occasionally, Claire hears her softly singing in her room, harmonising with the hits of the sixties.
Claire’s father, Roger, was merely another product of the Secondary Modern School system. He left school at fifteen, with expectations to become just another council or factory worker. However, when he surprised his parents by passing the entrance exam for the police, they were overjoyed. He spent time on the beat in Croydon, and the family relocated to Hanwell shortly after Claire was born.
In 1972, he was promoted to sergeant, and a few years later, he joined the detective division of the local police. Unfortunately, working on local crime led to him falling out of favour with some of the residents in Hanwell. 
They had no issues when he was just a PC, but his role as a detective made them uneasy. Roger remained unfazed by their apprehension and continued to excel, a success that ironically attracted the attention of unsavoury characters.  
Roger had been investigating a gang known as ‘The Oxhearts’, who had committed a series of robberies, including a couple of banks, a post office, and three jewellery shops. Together with his partner, Stanley, they had begun to build a case against this gang, but they lacked solid evidence and a definitive list of suspects. Roger was increasingly convinced that someone was orchestrating the operations behind the scenes. The reports regarding the robberies and the descriptions of the perpetrators suggested the involvement of multiple gangs. He had raised these concerns, believing that the robbers were receiving inside information, and he even suspected there might be a corrupt officer on the force, a thought he should have kept to himself.
One stormy day near the end of June in 1978, events took a grim turn as Roger and Stan inadvertently became embroiled in the latest heist executed by the gang. Roger managed to corner one of the gang members, while Stan sprinted back to the car to request assistance from the station. Tragically, the getaway vehicle struck Stan as he was returning, resulting in his death. No one apprehended any of the gang members at that time, and they fled with over £2,000 in cash, gold, and diamonds.
About a week after the robbery, Roger revisited the scene and noticed several discrepancies. He interviewed the shop owner before proceeding to speak with witnesses. He was unaware that someone was following him. After surveying the area where the robbery had occurred, he became convinced that something was amiss, yet he was uncertain to whom he should report his findings.
He made his way back home through the garages, where he stored his prized possession: his nearly brand-new, bright green Dolomite Sprint. Also in the garage were his tools and a large filing cabinet that contained some personal items and the odd case file.
Later that day, when he had not arrived home, Sylvia phoned the station. Upon his arrival, the constable found Roger severely injured and the garage's contents strewn all over the floor. It was generally assumed that the Oxhearts had decided to finish him off, but there was little evidence, and the police left the case open pending further action.
Roger had always expressed his wish for Claire to have the car, intending for it to remain in the garage until she was old enough to enjoy it. The police repaired the garage doors and held a small ceremony to hand over the keys to the still young Claire. She took her driving test at seventeen and passed it on her first attempt. Her mother enlisted a friend, whose son owned a local garage, to service and carry out the MOT on the car.
While a Triumph Dolomite Sprint might not be the type of car most young women would typically choose, Claire adored the sound it made and the way it handled in tight corners. Admittedly, it was becoming unreliable; rust had formed in several areas, and the heater made strange noises without providing proper warmth, but she cherished this car.
2. A Last Goodbye
CLICK.
A camera shutter fires. 
CLICK.
 
It is now nearly the end of April, and there has been no progress on the ‘Indigo Rose’ case. The local police have concluded that the first and only victim is simply that, placing the file in the open while awaiting further evidence to accumulate.
A lime green MK3 Cortina is parked up the road from Claire’s house, having made numerous appearances at the same spot over the last couple of months. Its black vinyl roof is peeling, and the interior resembles a skip. 
Inside sits a scruffy man, taking pictures of the road ahead. He pauses, refocusing the camera on the rapidly opening front door of the house.
 
BANG.
 
With a sound reminiscent of Concorde landing on the street, Lydia slams the front door and slips slightly as she bravely manoeuvres her heavy, hastily packed suitcase down the steps, out of the gate, and into the road. She turns to one side and shouts a few obscenities at Claire, who is standing by her car, struggling to unlock it.
“Well, if you feel that way, then good riddance. Go back to that bloke with the sausage fingers, Cedric or whatever his name might be; see if I care," she says dismissively, though internally, her thoughts convey a markedly different sentiment. 
This seems to her to be what Lydia needs to hear. Claire sighs, thinking that things were more fun when they were younger, but those days are gone. Not after the last couple of weeks. Without another word, Claire finally opens the car door and drives off, over-revving the engine and crunching the gears.
Lydia shrugs and pulls her case along the road towards the train station, her thoughts racing. As she reaches the kerb, the shabby man who had been taking pictures approaches her.
“Excuse me, love. Can I ask you a couple of questions?” he asks.
“No, piss off. I’m in a hurry to get away, and you’re annoying me,” Lydia replies, attempting to push past him.
“Answer my questions, and I’ll take you to the station and buy you a cuppa while you wait.”
Lydia lets out a frustrated sigh. “Oh, go on then. I still have no idea what you want to know. Are you from the papers?”
The man smiles in response but doesn’t elaborate, and they both climb into the car, setting off towards the station.
Claire is on her way to her morning meeting with Billy and the rest of his squad, as he affectionately refers to them. Despite being a diverse group of misfits and outcasts, Billy finds them ideal for the jobs he secures. Well, except for Malcolm, of course. The others can easily fit in as beggars and get the job done. 
Claire, however, stands out in this arrangement. Billy is aware that she performs well; it would simply be nice if the police didn’t come knocking after she has been reported for upsetting everyone. 
The thing is, she always seems to be right. The source of her abilities remains a mystery to Billy, and he hopes he will never have to uncover it, as he thinks he will be disappointed if it turns out to be something mundane. 
However, the source of Claire's abilities basically stems from the fact that she is able to 'place' herself in the position of the criminal or witness. She has the innate ability to take the simplest comment or action and solve the puzzle. 
Her initial pendant is the focus point for these abilities; gripping it in her hand calms her, allowing her mind to unravel and see all the possible outcomes. 
Her mother believes it is due to the Aboriginal tribe that told Sylvia she would one day have a child who could dream.
At the train station, Gerry and Lydia are seated in the café, enjoying tea. Lydia considers Gerry to be somewhat alright but slightly creepy. However, she remains uncertain about what he wants from her, so she sits, watching for her train to be displayed on the board outside the station.
“Fancy an iced finger, love?” Gerry asks, helping himself to a second one.
“No thanks, the tea is sufficient, and you do realise those things are merely stale rolls with icing plonked on top, don’t you? Anyway, what do you want to ask me, Gerry?” Lydia enquired.
As he shoved most of the bun into his mouth, crumbs scattered across the already rather unclean tablecloth. "Look, love, I've been asked to keep a watch on that Claire you were living with and to gather information about her," he replied.
He sips his tea from the chipped mug and adds, “My instructions weren’t very clear—just to take pictures and find out what I could about what she’s up to these days. Since you’re the only person I’ve been able to talk to who knows her, I was wondering if I could get some information; my bosses are getting rather upset that I don’t have anything new for them.”
“Oh, is she under investigation then?” Lydia asks, sitting up with interest, thinking she now has an opportunity to get back at Claire.
“Not sure about that, sweetheart; I do know they wanted any and all info I could get. I promise to make it worthwhile for both of us, if you understand what I mean. Gerry leers at Lydia, but she remains oblivious, her attention drawn to something passing by the window and heading towards the florists.
“Did you see that?” Lydia asks. 
“Nope, what was it?” Gerry asked, although he was starting to doubt he would get anything from Lydia after all. 
“I was not sure, but there was someone with a massive bunch of oddly coloured flowers,” Lydia replied. “And you’re about to get a parking ticket on that heap you call a car.” 
“Bugger!” Gerry exclaimed, and with that, he dashed out of the café, shouting at the meter maid. 
'Oh well,' Lydia thought. It was almost time for the train, so she got up and slowly made her way to the other exit, dragging her suitcase behind her.
As Lydia was about to open the door to the little train that links Greenford and Ealing Broadway, a friendly face offered to help her. They boarded the train together and chatted for a couple of minutes. 
The stranger was kind and even offered Lydia a sherbet lemon, which, to be honest, was rather bitter and left a strange taste in her mouth. By the time the train arrived at Ealing Broadway, they had become firm friends; Lydia was animatedly sharing stories about Claire and the problems that had arisen between them. 
Claire had always harboured a grudge against her father, believing he was involved in Roger's death. This belief had caused tension between them years ago, as Claire was adamant that her dad had information regarding Morris, who was Lydia's errant father, but nothing ever came to light. A year or so later, they reconciled and have remained close friends to this day.
Her friend smiled and asked Lydia where she was headed. Lydia replied that she was going to see her cousin Gary, who lived in Lewisham with his mother, and then possibly to Brighton, as she had friends there who could offer her a bed.
As the train pulled into Ealing Broadway, Lydia rose to her feet, feeling slightly lightheaded and unsteady. Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, she opened the door, and they both exited the train, making their way across the platform towards the open gate that led to the Central Line station. They said their goodbyes, and the friendly stranger headed towards the stairs while Lydia continued along the platform.
Noticing there was no train in sight, Lydia placed her case down and planned to sit on it when she suddenly felt a sharp stabbing pain, followed by a growing numbness. A soothing voice whispered, “Now please don't panic, my dear; the injection was just a little extra to subdue you and make you compliant, but it will take a minute or so. Let’s just walk this way, and I will even carry your case for you. Be a good girl and don’t scream or make a sound.”
The two of them climbed the stairs and exited the station, with Lydia beginning to stagger as the now not-so-kind stranger supported her. They crossed the road and entered a black cab, heading off to an unknown destination.
Later that evening, Lydia woke up and attempted to stand, only to discover that her arms and legs were bound to the chair on which she sat. In the dim light, she could just about make out the shape of a piano, accompanied by a peculiar lamp next to it.
Her captor sat opposite her, holding an umbrella and twirling it as one might see in old musicals; the pattern on the umbrella was making Lydia feel nauseated.
“It's wonderful of you to join me, my dear,” said her captor. “Don't worry about the drug I gave you; in small doses, it's rather harmless, but in larger amounts, it can be fatal. It’s derived from tomatoes, you know. Someone mentioned that you are allergic to them.”
Lydia couldn't decide whether to scream or to ask questions, so she remained silent.
“Cat got your tongue, sweetie? Well, don’t you fret; there will be plenty of time for questions later. But for now, would you like a drink of water?”
Lydia nodded.
“That’s a good girl. I suppose you’re wondering why you’re here and what’s going to happen next,” said the stranger.
Lydia is left alone while the stranger goes to fetch her a glass of water. The room remains shrouded in darkness, which is peculiar given the full moon outside, yet she can make out a wardrobe and a bed. Curiously, by the door stands an old record player. The sound of her captor's footsteps suggests they are walking over gravel, which adds to the strangeness of the situation.
After a minute or so, Lydia hears the footsteps returning, and then the door creaks open. Her captor enters, holding a glass of water in one hand and a box in the other. They bring the glass to Lydia's lips, and she drinks.
“Now,” the stranger begins, “you don't know me, but I know you and that rat of a father of yours. He was supposed to have organised everything so that no one would be harmed. Instead, people were killed, and he should really be sitting where you are now. 
Unfortunately, he died before I could exact my revenge for what he did to me and my family. So, my dear, you will have to atone for your father's sins. Even though killing you complicates things, I regret to inform you that I must execute my plan. At least Daddy had some involvement in this; I find it rather poetic, actually.”
Lydia trembled, on the verge of screaming, when her attacker stood up, retrieved a red, floral-patterned scarf from the small upright piano, and tied it around her mouth.
“We don’t want you waking the neighbours,” they remarked, “because none would actually hear you.” I shan't bore you with the details of your father's crimes, but there were many. He had a duty to look after us, yet he failed or simply couldn’t be bothered. Then he just up and left the country and was never seen again. Do you have any idea how long it took me to track him down?”
Lydia shook her head, hoping that if she could keep this person talking, there might be a chance for her to escape.
Leaning forward, the stranger locked eyes with Lydia’s blue gaze and chuckled.
“Did you know that your father was on the verge of returning to the country?”
Lydia shook her head.
“Ah, that’s unfortunate. Perhaps he intended to surprise you, but I highly doubt it. We will never truly understand his reasons for wanting to return, and I must apologise, my dear; regardless of what transpires tonight, your death will serve as a warning to the man at the top. He is my ultimate target, and he will plead for forgiveness, only for me to kill him regardless. Again, I am sorry, but I will ensure that you won’t suffer; I owe you that much.”
Lydia gazes back into those eyes, and then, with a swift movement and a flash, a long-bladed knife is plunged into her heart, killing her almost instantly. As she takes her last breath, the sound of an over-revved engine pierces the silence. 'Oh good,' she thinks. Is that Claire in that bloody car of hers?
Early the next morning as the sun rose into a hazy sky. The azaleas and rhododendrons in Hanwell Cemetery were in full bloom, their lovely mauve and pink blossoms glistening in the sun as raindrops fell from the leaves. 
Young William Arnold, the cemetery's gardener and maintenance man, pushed his wheelbarrow along the path towards the shed when he stumbled upon something that nearly turned his stomach. 
Draped over a grave lay Lydia’s body. William stood frozen for a moment, his mind racing while his feet finally urged him to seek help. He dashed over to the gatehouse and hurriedly brought the head caretaker back to the scene. Both men stood there, mouths agape, for a minute or two before William was tasked with calling the police.
Once the police arrived at the scene, they quickly erected a tent over the body and the grave, commencing their search for clues. The crime scene examiners began examining the area around the body and soon discovered another Indigo Rose; this was carefully bagged and swiftly sent off for comparison with the first. 
As in the previous case, it was noted that the victim's hands were bound and stained with blood. Additionally, a trinket was found hidden within the victim's clothing, mirroring the earlier discovery with Charlie. It was decided that the details surrounding this trinket would remain undisclosed to the public.  
The newspapers eagerly reported ‘Indigo Rose Strikes Again’, while local radio stations and TV reporters speculated on the significance of a body being arranged over the headstone of William Charles Retford.
Questions arose regarding the apparent oversight of the first victim, and the Chief of Ealing Police stated unequivocally that the initial case had been thoroughly investigated, though there was insufficient evidence at that time to suggest a serial killer was at work. 
However, with the tragic death of another local girl and the emergence of yet another rose, they were now convinced it was the same perpetrator, prompting a more earnest investigation. The public was reassured that the police were doing everything possible to apprehend the killer, and residents were advised to continue their daily routines.
The announcement of a potential serial killer did little to alleviate the community's concerns; indeed, the press were well aware that, by strict definition, three victims were required for the classification of a serial killer. Nonetheless, they were all cognisant of the police chief's ineptitude.
The police arrived at Claire's house to interview her the day after the discovery of Lydia's body. The officer assigned to this task was none other than Simon Bucket, Billy's younger brother. The police thought it best to send him, as none of the other officers wanted to face Claire's wrath when delivering the news of her friend's death. 
They were right; Simon spent nearly an hour with Claire, and it took a good three hours for his hearing to return to normal. At least she hadn't thrown anything at him this time. The last occasion had resulted in three weeks of swelling before he fully recovered, and Claire had kept the saucepan as a souvenir, even though it wobbled on the stove due to the dent in its side.
 
3. Three Bridges
Time is passing, and the police are still no closer to a breakthrough, leading to increasing tension in Ealing Police Station. The lead detective has once again been removed from the case due to an incident in which she punched a reporter who made a personal joke about her private life.
The case
	Morris Meadows, 31/12/1990, Benidorm. 

	Charlie Little 28/02/1991 St Mary's Church (grave of Edward Fletcher)

	Lydia Meadows 28/04/1991 Hanwell Cemetery (grave of William Charles Retford)

	William George Russell, 27/06/1991, Three Bridges Canal (he was positioned looking towards the road bridge)

	Jerry Seymour 25/08/1991 River Brent (under the Wharncliffe Viaduct)

	 Death: 23/10/1991, place AND PERSON unknown.

	 PLANNED DEATH.
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