
	HOLIDAY AWAY

	Two Adam Dutton & Beverly Laborde Mystery Short Stories

	by

	BV Lawson

	Crimetime Press © 2024

	These stories are works of fiction. All of the names, characters, places, organizations and events portrayed are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	SIGN UP FOR BV LAWSON’S NEWLETTER VIA HER WEBSITE 

	and receive A FREE EBOOK!

	 

	 

	
OTHER BOOKS BY BV LAWSON

	Scott Drayco Mystery Series:

	 

	Played to Death: Scott Drayco Series #1

	Requiem for Innocence: Scott Drayco Series #2 

	Dies Irae: Scott Drayco Series #3 

	Elegy in Scarlet: Scott Drayco Series #4

	The Suicide Sonata:  Scott Drayco Series #5

	Deadly Dance:  Scott Drayco Series #6

	Melody of Murder:  Scott Drayco Series #7

	Fatal Fugue:  Scott Drayco Series #8

	False Shadows: Eight Scott Drayco Short Stories 

	Ill-Gotten Games, a Scott Drayco Novelette

	The Maltese Moon Rock, a Scott Drayco Novella

	 

	Adam Dutton & Beverly Laborde Mystery Series:

	 

	Steal Away:  Adam Dutton & Beverly Laborde Series #1

	Hide Away:  Adam Dutton & Beverly Laborde Series #2

	Burn Away:  Adam Dutton & Beverly Laborde Series #3

	 

	 

	
TABLE OF CONTENTS

	A Murder in Three Acts

	At a costumed Halloween charity event, con woman Beverly Laborde blends into the crowd, her past hidden behind charm and deception. But when an attempted murder occurs during a theatrical performance, the night takes a deadly turn. Detective Adam Dutton locks down the venue, but Beverly can’t resist investigating on her own. As her sleuthing puts her in the killer’s sights, she must outwit a murderer lurking among the guests before she becomes the next victim.

	The Vase Chase

	At a lively Christmas food and antiques festival, con artist Beverly Laborde and detective Adam Dutton are on a mission to recover stolen antique plates from their friend’s shop. But when their search reveals an elderly woman desperate to sell a rare vase for her medical bills, a much darker crime surfaces. Using Beverly’s wiles and Adam’s expertise, they navigate deception in the midst of holiday cheer, racing against time to restore what’s been taken—before Christmas is stolen, too.

	Note to Readers

	 

	About the Author

	 

	 

	
A MURDER IN THREE ACTS

	ACT I

	(The Stage is Set)

	What they really needed was a good murder to liven things up. Beverly Laborde sighed and pasted on a smile. Not exactly her idea of a fun date. After an hour at the boring Halloween charity ball and dealing with itchy fabric, a sequined headband, and a long pearl necklace, she wished she’d come dressed as a nun instead of a flapper. 

	Add in the smells from the mothballed fur costumes, sweaty Viking cloaks, and rubber latex masks, and she was ready to duck outside for some fresh air. Why exactly did she think it was a good idea to say “yes” to this thing?

	Right. The Green Mountain Food Bank. As Vermont charities went, it was one of the neediest, and last year’s ball raised over ten thousand. At least Beverly didn’t have to suffer through her ordeal alone. She grabbed the arm of the man beside her. “Adam, I think the play’s about to start.”

	Adam Dutton rolled his eyes. “I have to wear this getup and watch a play? It had better be a damn good one.”

	Beverly gave him a once-over, not that it was the first time tonight. Nope, she wasn’t enjoying those tighter-than-usual blue pants and that ruffled shirt and debonair black boots, not at all. Mostly, she enjoyed the way he was squirming.

	She couldn’t help but grin. “I agree it’s odd to have a play at a costume ball instead of a musical group, but someone apparently thought it was a grand idea. Cheer up. At least, it’s not Cats.”

	They sat in the front row to watch the central attraction of the ball’s festivities, wedged between a man dressed as a scarecrow on Adam’s left and a Bride of Frankenstein on Beverly’s right. The performance was actually more interesting than Beverly feared—a play-within-a-play about a theater troupe rehearsing a staging of Macbeth. 

	One of the actors in particular, Benjamin Klavitt, was a standout. Beverly looked at the program. He had quite the résumé—the American Repertory Theater, Hartford Stage, Yale Repertory Company. It didn’t hurt matters that he was easy on the eyes. The young man had a bright future ahead of him if she was any judge of acting…and photogenic hunks.  

	She settled in to watch, relieved to see even Adam was getting into the spirit of things. Suddenly, all the lights in the hall winked out. Great, just great. A power outage. She waited for them to come back on, hoping the players would pick up where they left off. But as the seconds ticked by, she started to worry. And then someone screamed. 

	Adam whispered to Beverly, “Is this part of the play?”

	As suddenly as the lights had blacked out, they flickered on again. When everyone’s attention turned to the direction of the scream—the stage—Adam jumped out of his seat and climbed onto the platform faster than Beverly thought anyone could move. 

	She immediately regretted her earlier musings about “livening up the proceedings” when she saw exactly what had made Adam move that fast. In the middle of the stage, Benjamin Klavitt lay covered in a seeping red liquid that bloomed across his white shirt. Beverly had seen a lot of fake blood during her own college acting days, but this wasn’t like that. No, this looked all too real.

	Adam stooped over the man to take a pulse, shouting commands to the security guards who also rushed the stage platform. The other actors could only stand around looking shell-shocked, although one, with heaving shoulders and a greenish face, scurried off into the wings. 

	The initial gasps in the audience turned to murmurs, followed by a louder chorus of confused voices. When the audience grew restless, Adam faced them and said in a commanding voice, “Ladies and gentlemen. It seems we have an actual attempted murder on our hands. I’m afraid no one can leave yet.”

	The Bride of Frankenstein seated next to Beverly called out, “And just who are you to demand that?”

	“Detective Adam Dutton of the Ironwood Junction Police Department. We’ll try to make this as quick as possible. I know each of you will be happy to cooperate.” His tone of voice added, “Or else.”

	Some audience members stayed in their chairs while others got up to mill about, talking to each other in hushed tones. Snippets of those conversations wafted Beverly’s way. “Outrage,” “What a disaster,” and one that made Beverly want to laugh derisively, “Refund?”

	Beverly managed to carve a path through the crowd, close enough to the stage to overhear one of the officers joking about Adam’s outfit, the usual morbid police-gallows humor. Adam glanced over, and seeing her, growled, “Shouldn’t have let you drag me to this costume thing. I’ll never live this down.” He yanked on his pants and added, “Just try to stay out of trouble this time. And for once, forget you were a con woman in your former life, ’kay? I’ve got a lot of other things to worry about.”

	“Me? Cause trouble?” She scurried away when he replied with a piercing glare.

	Adam jogged over to talk to the arriving EMTs, leaving her to wander around and listen to what the other police officers were saying. Mostly, it was chatter about guarding the exits and taking audience names. She did learn it was one of the security guards who turned the lights back on after the building went dark. So who’d turned them off in the first place? The attacker? An accomplice? 

	The EMTs carried the unfortunate victim out of the auditorium on a gurney, but Beverly noted they hadn’t placed a sheet to cover his face. She took that as a hopeful sign Benjamin Klavitt had a fighting chance to survive the attack. 

	So much for the whole Macbeth curse thing just being a superstition. Even a play about the making of that play was enough to trigger a real-life tragedy.

	ACT II

	(The Plot Thickens)

	The breezy “this should be quick” part of Adam’s comments to the audience was a bit of a stretch. The clock ticked by a half hour and then an hour while members of the police department went about their tasks. Never the type to sit on her hands, Beverly sidled up to one of the PD staff she recognized, Officer Naigle. “What happened, Bill?”

	“Benjamin Klavitt, the victim, was stabbed by an unknown weapon. Not sure he’s gonna make it, but that’s in the hands of the doctors, now.”

	“Since it was dark when the lights went out, I’m guessing he didn’t see who did this? Or know why?”

	“The why, no. The who, well, the victim didn’t see anything. But he thought he felt a barb or a thorn-like sensation when stabbed. Not that it’s much help.” 

	“A thorn? Surely he meant a knife.” She frowned. “And what about that knife? Did you find it?”

	“We think it’s a knife, but we haven’t found any weapons yet. And I got the impression the thorn part was something else.”

	“Oh.” Beverly bit her lip. “Thanks, Bill—” But she was talking to a blur as Officer Naigle sped off to check with Adam, who was beckoning to him. 

	She studied the various costumed people. All those wigs, masks, hats, and—whatever that furry thing over there was—couldn’t hide the frowns, impatiently tapping feet, and angry conversations. The constant checking of Rolex watches was a sign this particular event included folks not accustomed to being told they couldn’t leave. Or to being suspects. They were the type who lived up in Stowe’s Spruce Peak in multi-million-dollar homes with indoor Jacuzzi views of Mount Mansfield. 

	Beverly’s years spent in the shadows as a con woman hadn’t prepared her for living a more normal life. She wasn’t there yet, but she was trying, for Adam’s sake. Still, it had taught her a few things about feeling out of place. Hoping to use those instincts from her past, she scanned the crowd looking for the outliers, anyone acting oddly. 

	She did a double-take when she spied a group of three witches chatting in a corner. Cast members or guests? She meandered around the large hall, taking in the odd architecture with the circus tent-pole-like ceiling with arched wooden beams. Even the wings that jutted off on each side had rows of colorful, painted-on trompe l’œil doors that led to nowhere. All the place needed were some funhouse mirrors.

	Her gaze landed on a superhero-type fellow in a red cape and mask, who kept inching toward a side door, only to be turned back by one of the uniformed officers. Suspicious patron number one. Adam told her to stay out of trouble, but talking to people wasn’t exactly getting into trouble, was it? What better way was there to pass the time? 

	She grabbed a pumpkin pie martini from a passing waiter’s tray and approached the red-caped man with an exaggerated roll of her eyes. “I can’t believe this, can you?”

	The man folded his arms across his chest. “They won’t let me go. It’s an outrage. I didn’t get to the top of ZigTran Enterprises to be treated like a common crook.”

	“I thought I recognized you,” she lied, squinting up at him. “Andrew…” Beverly shook her head. “Sorry. The mask, you know.” 

	“Drew Surrell. No one calls me Andrew anymore.”

	“Ah, yes, of course. Drew.” Boy, had she gotten lucky. Her first choice of a name pulled out of the air was going to be Peter. 

	Beverly took a sip from her drink, which was a little too light on the vodka and a little too heavy on the pumpkin pie spice. “Well, naturally, you’re not guilty. But how do you think it was done?” She batted her eyes at him. “I just can’t begin to imagine.”

	“Who knows?” Surrell flicked his cape over his shoulder. “The only crime topic I’m an expert on is some judicious ‘creative’ accounting, if you get my drift. Now and then.”

	She smiled knowingly. “And who doesn’t do that?” She assessed his costume, looking for something that might feel like the “barb” the victim felt. No luck, but maybe the stabber wasn’t wearing

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	ACT III

	(The Play’s the Thing)
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