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  To God—for keeping me alive long enough to tell this wild tale.

To my family—for loving me through the chaos and probably wondering what I was up to half the time.

And to John David Anderson—for giving me the chance to learn “secret skills” and survive them. You started it… wink wink.







  
    
      He didn’t ask for much—just peace, pancakes, and to not fight supervillains in snowstorms. Instead, he got drama, explosions, and a rogue Santa suit. William “Tank” Thompson may be gone… or he’s just napping somewhere with a burrito. Either way, rest in peace—or until the next holiday crisis.


    

    
      —Michael “Big Smooth” Frazier


    

  





  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Foreword
        
      

    
      	
        Preface
        
      

    
      	
        Acknowledgments
        
      

    
      	
        Tinsel, Donuts, and Deadlines
        
      

    
      	
        Santa, Sabers, and Surveillance
        
      

    
      	
        The Mall Cop Awakens
        
      

    
      	
        Into the Firehouse
        
      

    
      	
        The Dam Truth
        
      

    
      	
        The Long Way Out
        
      

    
      	
        Back Into the Fire
        
      

    
      	
        Santa’s Junction
        
      

    
      	
        The Crimson Trap
        
      

    
      	
        Let It Burn
        
      

    
      	
        Where Are They Now?
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
      	
        Also by Michael “Big Smooth” Frazier
        
      

    
    


  



  Foreword



Every family has secrets. Some are tucked away in old shoeboxes. Others wear a security badge, eat donuts for lunch, and moonlight as black-ops legends in retired tactical Santa suits.

This story began as a joke—a what-if whispered around a holiday dinner table. What if your dad wasn’t just a sleepy mall cop? What if he used to drop from helicopters, take down warlords, and still showed up in time to pick up milk?

The Claus Protocol is a tale of what happens when peace and chaos collide, when past and present refuse to stay in their lanes—and when a man is forced to choose between the quiet life he built and the storm he ran from.

It’s action. It’s comedy. It’s family dysfunction with a flamethrower.

So buckle up, grab some cocoa, and keep your eyes on the tree line. Because this holiday… the past is unwrapping itself.

Enjoy the ride.

—Michael “Big Smooth” Frazier







  Preface



I never wanted to be remembered as a hero.

I wanted to be a father who showed up. A husband who remembered anniversaries. A guy who grilled on Sundays and cursed at the dog for knocking over the trash can.

But the past doesn’t stay buried—not when you’ve worn the uniform I did. Not when the people you thought were ghosts come back wearing metal suits and holiday vengeance.

I kept secrets to protect my family. I built a life on the lie that I was done being a weapon. But the truth has a funny way of showing up—sometimes in the form of a psycho in a tactical Santa suit and a vendetta ten years old.

This story isn’t just about me. It’s about what happens when the world you ran from crashes into the people you love. When old warpaths freeze over, and you’re forced to fight not for medals—but for the right to tuck your kids in again.

So if you’re reading this… well, things probably got messy.

But I promise you this: I didn’t go down without a fight.

—William “Tank” Thompson
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First and always, I give thanks to God—my source of strength, purpose, and the peace that holds even when the world turns upside down. Without His grace, this story wouldn’t exist. Every twist, laugh, and second chance is because of Him.

To my family—you are my why. Thank you for letting me dream big, write wild, and occasionally disappear into a world where mall cops save Christmas.

To my friends who endured the late-night rants, the random voice notes, and my deep discussions about tactical Santa suits—you’re real ones.

To the donut shops that unknowingly fueled this mission: bless you.

To every reader who picked up this book looking for action, heart, and maybe a little redemption wrapped in chaos—thank you. I hope you found a story worth your time.

And finally, to anyone living a quiet life with a not-so-quiet past… this one’s for you.

Keep your faith strong and your aim steady.

—Michael “Big Smooth” Frazier
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Snow fell lightly from a pale sky, dusting the rooftops of a quiet middle-class neighborhood lined with inflatable reindeer and twinkling string lights. Two kids zipped by on bicycles, red scarves trailing like holiday streamers as they passed a brick-faced home wrapped in all the trimmings of Christmas cheer.

Inside, warmth radiated from within the house. A shaft of golden morning light spilled across a rumpled bed, where William Reynolds lay sprawled like a fallen Viking in a fortress of flannel blankets. His snores echoed off the walls, deep and guttural, interrupted only by the sudden blast of an alarm clock.

“Run, Run Rudolph” exploded from the speakers with all the subtlety of a rock concert in a toy store.

William groaned. “Oh my God. Why?”

He stared at the ceiling in silent protest, then groaned again as he swung his legs over the edge of the bed like a man facing battle.

Before his feet touched the floor, the bedroom door flew open and in stormed Debera Reynolds, a whirlwind of energy with a phone in one hand and a to-do list in the other.

“I’m dropping off the kids, going to the MIA meeting, there’s a ten o’clock I cannot miss, the Roberts are looking at that house down the street, and Jaxon has a dentist appointment—”

“Good morning, dear,” William said, still squinting against the light. “How are you so chipper this early?”

Debera hurled his uniform pants across the bed. He caught them with a grunt and collapsed back onto the mattress.

“Are you even listening to me?”

“Yes, dear,” he mumbled, rubbing his face. “Just not in this world yet.”

He began the slow process of dressing himself, one sock at a time.

“After work, fix the leak in the kitchen. And pick up some chicken. I invited the Roberts over for dinner. Oh—and don’t forget to drop the kids off at the church for volunteer wrapping.”

William paused, slipping on his undershirt. “Slow down. How do you know I have time after work?”

“What do you mean? I’m busier than you. I don’t think I ever stop.”

He reached for his old tactical watch on the nightstand. “You do at night,” he muttered.

Debera narrowed her eyes. “What was that?”

“I said, you’re exactly right.”

She tugged at his shirt, straightening it with military precision, and kissed him lightly on the lips before vanishing from the room.

William stared at his reflection in the mirror. The face that looked back was older, heavier, lined with fatigue. He adjusted his shirt and tried not to look too long.

Downstairs, the Reynolds children were already mid-chaos. Victoria, sixteen and perpetually glued to her phone, nibbled avocado toast while texting. Abby, fourteen and fiercely territorial, glared across the table at Jaxon, thirteen, who was busy challenging the breakfast seating hierarchy.

“You can’t sit with me at the pep rally,” Abby snapped. “You’re a seventh grader.”

“What does that matter?” Jax shot back.

“Eighth graders sit at the top!”

“I could be different,” he said, popping his collar with flair. “I’m going up there.”

“NO YOU ARE NOT!” Abby shouted.

“Well, Vic doesn’t have any good-looking friends,” Jax added with a grin.

“They wouldn’t want you anyway,” Vic replied without glancing up.

“MOM! Jax is being gross!”

Jax flung cereal. Abby launched a spoonful in return.

“MOM!” they yelled in unison.

Debera swept into the kitchen like a general entering the war room. “Jaxon, you don’t need to worry about girls.”

William strolled in behind her and gave Jax a thumbs-up. “Being good-looking is a curse.”

Jax slumped dramatically. “Ugh.”

“Alright, kids, wrap it up,” William said, slipping on his black security jacket. “Time to go to church.”

He reached into a ceramic cookie jar for a protein bar. His watch vibrated violently.

He slapped it with a practiced hand. It went still.

“Do I have to go?” Jax whined. “Sister Agnes always tries to kiss me. She smells like onions!”

“Your sisters don’t mind,” William said.

“Vic only goes to see Gavin!” Jax said smugly.

“JAX!” Vic’s ears turned red.

“Gavin?” William’s dad-radar flared. “That the Wilde kid?”

Debera nodded. “His mom opened a shop near The Bedroom Store. They seem nice.”

The watch buzzed again. William stared at the screen. Numbers flashed across the face.

“Hey, are you okay?” Vic asked.

William forced a smile. “Yeah. Just thinking I
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