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Chapter One - Changes
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Detective Chief Inspector Steve Winwood was back in the office early Monday morning after his three weeks extended holiday. Sergeant Miles Davis was already at work, scrolling though screens on the desktop computer. Steve did not ask why or what he was searching for.

To no one’s surprise Steve’s face was coloured many shades of red from lobster though to pillar box and his girth had expanded to overflow the suit that Mrs Winwood had dry cleaned before they left on holiday, ready for his return to work. Of course he attributed this to the dry cleaning establishment somehow shrinking it. At least he was able to start the working week looking like a professional. The freshly ironed shirt was a little tight and the tie resisted the knot he had tried to tie that morning. However the week was young and there was plenty of time to return his appearance to normal.

“What news Davis?”

He looked over at Detective Sergeant Miles Davis who reminded him of a portrait of himself as a young man. His suit from a better class High Street outfitter was a perfect fit, he had a clean shaven face and a haircut regularly trimmed by the new Turkish hairdressers in Blunstone. 

He was not unattractive but he had excellent dress sense. He was quite normal really; no excess fat on his face and his dark blue eyes did not shine as brightly as he might have liked. But he was happily married to Elise who worked for a City Bank where she was equally happy in her work. Nothing like the older Steve Winwood at all. But that was just the beginning.

Where had all those years gone?

Davis was the epitome of the newer graduate intake with a joint higher second degree in economics and statistics which Steve admired rather than being envious of. 

“I did not see myself in the police force,” he had admitted to Steve quite early on in their relationship. 

“I saw myself in a multi-national or large corporate organisation that had world-wide representation and required a complex network for financial dealings.

“At a University jobs fair the police offered me opportunities that I understood. Crime has changed. It’s white collar and technology now, not aggravated burglary with a crowbar.”

“You are not wrong,” agreed Steve, and so they had forged an understanding of each other’s strengths which often dovetailed almost perfectly with what the other was lacking.

Steve was a grammar schoolboy and disguised his constant love of learning and appreciation of classic novels, poetry and Shakespeare behind an unkempt exterior which baffled even his own superiors.

“You missed the Chief Super’s leaving-do.”

“I had a few drinks with him before I left for holiday. What is his replacement like?”

“I think you’ll find that Chief Superintendent Diane Bliss is different from your old mate Bill Ransome; she is very strong on paperwork and getting reports filed and on time.”

“I have heard of her by reputation. No doubt I will discover more as the week progresses. More importantly has there been any crime happening that should interest me now that I’m back?”

“A few burglaries but more interestingly we had a hit and run on Friday. Well, it appeared to be a simple hit and run. It’s been raining for weeks and he was found on the bridge over the Rutter river. Once he was removed for a detailed examination McKenzie’s relief found a single stab wound. He had no ID on him so we have circulated what we have to all the stations in the area. So far, nothing. Uniform are checking with dentists and all the local hotels and bed and breakfasts. Missing persons files have been scoured. We may have to spread the net wider.”

“So where has McKenzie been?”

“On a rugby vets weekend booze up in Brighton. He should be back later today.”

“When was he found?”

“Early hours of Saturday morning.”

“What about the murder weapon. Have the streets been swept? What about the river?”

“The Chief Super did not want to commit any further overtime or extra units until there is proof positive that the man was stabbed where he was found. He could have been moved and just dumped by the roadside. That’s why we are waiting for a more expert hand on the case.”

With a deep groan Steve had a vision of the future. He needed to acquaint himself further with the case but before he had the time the call came that he was fearing. He was required upstairs, a meeting with his nemesis.

It was with some trepidation that Steve entered Chief Superintendent Diane Bliss’s office. She fulfilled all his greatest fears now that Bill Ransome had been moved upward to be Assistant Chief Constable. This was going to be a new and different relationship.

“Sit down Steve.”

Steve took a brief look around the office to which he had previously been a regular visitor as colleague, junior officer, and confidante.

There were a few more pot plants scattered around the floor and on the occasional tables. The portrait of Queen Elizabeth the Second had been moved sideways to accommodate a recent one of King Charles the Third. They dominated the landscape photographs of the new Chief Superintendent amongst her peers. The frames got slightly larger as the subject matter inside was just his new boss.

“Coffee?”

“No thanks Ma’am. I’ve just had one.” 

He tried to sound genuinely honest. He had bought a fresh coffee from the Olde English Coffee Shoppe which he had just finished when the call came. There was another reason for his polite refusal in that coffee never tasted the right way from a coffee machine that accepted pods.

“My predecessor left me his coffee machine. He was not a fan of it. I found instructions on the internet and it has given me no problems.”

Diane Bliss was the kind of woman who would accept no broach to her authority be it young, uniformed officers fresh from training school or Chief Inspectors or even coffee machines.

“He was certainly no fan of it, that’s true.”

“Good holiday Steve? I take it you have no problem with me calling you Steve?”

“Steve is fine Ma’am, We cruised the Mediterranean. Something Mrs W had been wanting to do for years.”

“Good. Good. In your absence I have manged to speak to all the station’s complement of staff. You are the final officer I need to talk to. It may seem that I am leaving the best to last but I will proceed.”

It was obvious that she did not believe in informality in her dealings with staff. Her black hair was pulled back into a bun in a way that it could not be tugged at by a determined suspect.

She did not believe in too much make-up or indeed if any at all. Her high cheekbones were left unaccentuated and if she wore lipstick it was a very neutral colour. Chief Superintendent Diane Bliss was wearing a crisp, white shirt and there was a penetrating look in her large brown eyes. She was not a woman to be trifled with. Work was work and pleasure was kept out of the office and the two were never to be mixed.

“Fortunately your extended leave has given me time to reflect on what I need to say. In the natural order of things I would have spoken to my senior officer first but that has been to both our advantage.

“I am aware that there was a certain familiarity between yourself and the previous occupant of this chair. I am not a believer in such things. There are times when it is appropriate to assert discipline.

“I am fully aware of your shortcomings Steve. Take your suit. I am pleased to see that you have taken some effort on your return to the office. Please do try and maintain this standard. It may have had a fresh dry clean but like your shirt and tie a little too tight. Everyone has remarked on your culinary habits. Breakfast at the local greasy spoon, elevenses which seems to me to be mounds of sugar coated bread pudding and everyone knows where to find you at various times of the day; the Long Bar of the Fleetwood Arms Hotel.

“All of this was conveniently overlooked by ACC Ransome. This is not my way Steve. This is not the image of a modern police force I expect my team to project to the public. I know this is a small town and there has to be some mixing of cultures but there are limits. You understand?

“The more that I have spoken to people when I was appointed here I have been reminded on more than several occasions of your successes in cases where this local knowledge and shall I say your eccentric lifestyle, has led to a satisfactory conclusion where a certain degree of diplomacy was needed. You know more than I about this.

“The same people, people well above my rank and some who move in very dark and secret circles are aware of your disciplinary shortcomings but for their own reasons seem to approve of such actions. It is not for me to counter this opinion.

“It seems we are stuck with each other. This is not an official report or even an unofficial appraisal just laying out the grounds for our own special relationship.

“I expect to be updated daily on all cases, paperwork complete, overtime kept to a minimum and food and drink not appearing on expenses. We have a canteen, simple as it is in its offerings. Some of this may appear alien to you but this is how I expect all my team to work. I have spoken to your Detective Sergeant Davis. He seems a sound man. You are lucky there. Take care of him.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“I believe we have a murder case on our hands. Anything you can update me on?”

“Davis has brought me up to speed and I am waiting for Dr McKenzie to return to get fuller account of the victim and how he met his end.”

“Good. Keep me informed.”

In that briefest of one sided meetings Steve knew that he would have to change completely to adapt to the new regime that Diane Bliss was about to inaugurate.

“How did it go guv?”

“I have had my knuckles rapped and my backside firmly spanked. She has a lot to learn about a small market town where politics and business rivalries go very deep.”

Those that knew Detective Chief Inspector Steve Winwood would have recognised him instantly in Chief Superintendent Diane Bliss’s pen picture of him but he was much more complex. Grammar schoolboy he may have been but his education was second to none being that his reading list would have been described by his old English teacher as ‘catholic’. A phrase that Steve did not understand but he still read as widely as possible and absorbed as many differing political views as were out there, although not fully agreeing with any of them..

But in some respects she was right on the money. His favourite watering hole and where he could often be found was the Long Bar of the Fleetwood Arms Hotel to where he was looking to escape following that bruising introduction.

“You seem to have things under control Davis”, he said to his DS. “You keep it going. Brian asked me over for a chat. But first let’s see if Doctor McKenzie has made it back to civilisation.”

An hour later Steve and Davis were standing around the torso of the dead man in Ian MacKenzie’s hospital mortuary.

Rutherford did not have a general hospital despite the growing population. The nearest hospital was run by the Desmond
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