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A Christmas Getaway
by A.A. Abbott

Disclaimer: this is a work of fiction. Any similarity to real people or places is completely coincidental
and unintentional.

“Fetch a little something while you're up there,” Gavin yelled.

Ariana patted her enormous belly, her glossed lips set in a grim
line. With regret, she scanned the lavish nursery: the Colefax &
Fowler rocking horse paper, the sash window overlooking Mayfair’s
Mount Street Gardens, the hand carved crib. She had spent
extravagantly in a flush of excitement, when she was still in love with
Gavin.

How naive she had been, buying all his stories. Even the
pregnancy, a complete accident when she’d only known him for
three months, had seemed magical then. Gavin was besotted with
her and with Gavin Junior. As soon as she'd had the scan and knew
she was expecting a boy, Gavin had chosen the name. Brimming with
elation and affection, she hadn’t argued. Perhaps she should have.

Sighing, Ariana reached under the cot mattress, and retrieved a
clear plastic bag. The powder inside was blinding white, catching the
stray rays of winter sun like snow at an Alpine resort. She felt around
some more, then pulled out a dozen identical bags and a shallow
oblong box. Quickly, she removed its contents and stashed them in
her pockets. The cash wouldn't be enough for a new life but it was a

start.



She wouldn't even be contemplating such a thing if it wasn't for
Chloe, she realised. Gavin's profession and business methods
weren’t the most appealing, but she was broadminded. She wouldn't
condemn him for satisfying a demand.

Gavin, sitting on a barstool in the kitchen, drummed his fingers on
the white marble countertop. “Come on, give me that pick-me-up. We
can't afford to keep my folks waiting for Christmas lunch.”

A frown marred his handsome, regular features. He looked smart
and professional, blonde hair carefully brushed back, Savile Row suit,
crisp white shirt with a top button playfully left undone. He could
have been mistaken for a lawyer, or the film producer he'd claimed
to be when they met. There was no trace of the quirky grin that had
first attracted her when he sauntered onto the set.

Ariana forced out an ingratiating smile. “Can't we stop for a glass of
champagne first, darling? Get ourselves in the party mood. It's my
first Christmas seeing them and | am a tiny bit nervous.”

That much was true. She disliked his clan, a gaggle of petty
criminals. Gavin, with his Porsche and Savile Row lifestyle, was their
poster boy. He had no qualms about being a role model for his little
nieces and nephews.

If only she could have gone to her parents, as usual. They'd always
welcomed her to their seasonal celebrations in the sun, even though
she hadn't been close to them since drama school. Her father had

thrown that in her face when she mentioned Gavin. She could have



done better for herself. Her parents had paid for her education and
her nose job so she could achieve dreams of stardom, not shack up
with a drug dealer. How her father knew of Gavin's trade when she
hadn't yet worked it out, she had no idea.

Pride had made her storm straight out of her father’s luxurious
villa, then fly from Spain back to London and Gavin’s willing arms.
She hadn't spoken to her father since. Her parents didn't even know
a grandchild was on the way.

Gavin's grimace softened. He was tempted, certainly. But then he
said, “Aren't you worried about the impact on Junior? | thought you'd
given up booze.”

He wasn't totally wrong about that. Like any responsible mother-
to-be, she had forsworn alcohol. She’d occasionally had a small glass
with friends, though: a little secret that was outweighed by the much
larger skeletons lurking in Gavin’'s cupboard.

Ariana adopted a wheedling tone. “Well, it is Christmas Day, Gav.
Just a taste for me, and Junior won't notice. I'll still be OK to drive but
you can have more. We've got time. And the champagne is already
chilling in the fridge.”

Gavin nodded. She’'d thought he would agree. Alcohol amplified
the high for him.

He turned away to snort his coke, using the marble worktop for a

purpose its designer may not have intended.



Ariana opened the champagne and poured two glasses, slipping a
pill into Gavin's. “Cheers, darling.”

“Cheers,” he said, adding, “Pop upstairs to get changed, will you? |
don't like that dress. It's too drab.”

Ariana bit her tongue. If anything, her outfit was too gaudy. She
was wearing red, with an obligatory designer label for Gavin to boast
about. When she’d looked in the mirror, the sight reminded her of a
plump Christmas robin. Being colour blind, Gavin probably saw a
sparrow instead. He couldn’t even read the festive Advent message
she'd picked out in red and green stars on their front window.

Still, he was always mean when he did coke, and this wasn't a
battle worth fighting. Ariana set down her glass. “I'll find something
else.”

“Good girl,” Gavin said in a rare note of approval. His eyes were
sparkling. They wouldn't be for long,.

*k
When she returned in a little black number, Gavin was slipping
under. It had happened surprisingly quickly. Ariana had to help him
off the bar stool and usher him through to the lounge, onto the sofa.
There, he snored as she rifled his pockets. She made sure he was
sitting upright, and kept an eye on his breathing. It wouldn't do to Kkill
him. She would serve time for that, for all that he was a waste of
space. Besides, her revenge would be more fun if he was involved in

it.



First, she found his credit card and phoned the country house
hotel where they had spent a decadent weekend early in their
relationship. Yes, they said, they were taking last-minute bookings
and the honeymoon suite was available. She paid in advance.

Next, it was his phone. There were three in his pockets, but
naturally, she chose the top of the range iPhone. Facial recognition
wouldn't work while Gavin slumbered, so it was lucky she knew his
password.

She opened his messages, immediately spotting a new one from
Pizza Hut. Did they never close? When she tapped it, her instincts
proved correct.

“Merry Xmas, babe. Leave the snobby fat cow at home and I'll give
you one to remember. C xoxo”

Bile rose in Ariana’s throat. Snobby fat cow, indeed. She jabbed at
the screen, instructing Chloe to drive to the hotel. The fat cow, who
knew nothing, would deliver a Porsche to her for the purpose.

Stopping only to wipe the chat thread, rearrange the Advent
window and raid Gavin’'s wallet, Ariana drove her car to Chloe’s flat in
Clapham. Gavin was probably paying the rent, or perhaps it was
Chloe's earnings as an OnlyFans model. Ariana supposed that was
where Chloe had caught his eye.

The Porsche was silver, chosen by Gavin to match his gold version.
Chloe, already standing on the corner like a tart, smirked as Ariana

pulled alongside.



“Give me those.” Teetering in her stilettoed boots, Chloe grabbed
the keys from Ariana’s hand the very second the door was opened.
“Stick my case in the boot, will you?”

Ariana resisted the urge to slap Chloe’s fake-tanned face or yank at
the bleach-blonde hair extensions. Instead, heaving the bright pink
suitcase into the car, she said, “A surprise trip, is it? Enjoy.”

The Porsche zoomed out of Ariana’s life, taking with it the tracker
she knew Gavin had placed under the carpet. Gavin would have a
shock when he followed the car, and another when the cops reacted
to the amended Advent message. She didn't know for sure he kept
drugs under the loft insulation, but she had her suspicions.

Ariana called an Uber. As it whisked her away, a twinge of regret
surfaced. She wasn't in the habit of helping the police. Still, perhaps a
local lowlife or two would spot the window first. If they made a mess,
it wasn't her problem anymore. She hardly cared who raided Gavin’s
house, or when, or whether he'd be there. What mattered was that
he'd wake up to a nightmare.

She’d paid extra to have a hire car available on Christmas Day. The
taxi dropped her at the garage where a Mini Cooper awaited. In
minutes, she would be driving up the M1, which she hoped would be
quiet for a change.

Her Christmas preparations didn't end there. With the help of an
actress friend, an apartment had been rented in a northern city, her

stamping ground as a child. It would be stocked with all the furniture,



clothes and food she needed. However, as a contraction spiked
through her belly, Ariana realised she wasn't driving anywhere. She
dialled 999 for an ambulance.

A London hospital was too close to Gavin. What would he do to
her, or to Gavin Junior? Ariana winced, determined to call her son
anything but that.

She waited for the sight of a blue light in the distance. Chill
December air whipped her lightly clad legs, stinging her cheeks and
making her eyes water. Her breath emerged in gasps and moans,
panic only increasing her pain. Gavin would lose face even if he made
it through intact. Reprisals would be stupid, but he wasn't the
smartest. Miss OnlyFans was proof of that: Gavin hadn't engaged his
brain when he took up with her.

She had to protect her child. There was also the small matter of
her career. She'd put acting on hold for Gavin, but once she was
settled, she planned to start work again. If she didn't want to skulk in
fear, she’'d have to eat humble pie.

Ariana tapped her phone. “Merry Christmas, Dad.”

After all, he might have moved to Spain, but he was still a crime
lord whose empire spanned the north of England. If he couldn’t get a
small-time crook off her back, who could?
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If you enjoyed “A Christmas Getaway”, you'll love “Lies at Her Door”. A

murder she can't remember. A cop convinced she's a killer. Will
her battle for freedom become a fight for her life? Read this

heavy-hitting psychological thriller today!
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