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        For Rebecca Roth, aka MichiCAN,

        I hope you enjoy this holiday foray into Fife-dom

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      You will notice the section titles reference a certain famous holiday song that was not written in the 1920s, during which this story takes place, but in the 1930s. All I can say in my defense is that this tale and that song are both timeless. (And the section titles are cute AF.)

      

      Happy Holidays!

      

      ~Chris Holcombe
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      With regret, Nicholas Fife looked away from the naked, sweat-slicked man, and returned his gaze to the flimsy piece of paper in his hands.

      “It never ceases to amaze how many people think they can fool me,” he murmured as he pulled on his thick, pink lips.

      Wim, his personal secretary and private driver, toweled himself off as he replied, “Everyone hopes they’ll be the exception, Mr. Fife.”

      “Yes, but people should never attempt to cross me.”

      “There’s a thin line between hope and stupidity.”

      Fife glanced back at the young man with dark hair and long, narrow dimples carved into his cheeks. “Very wise, my dear boy, very wise.”

      Wim winked and draped the towel around his neck. His eyes sparkled with a peculiar yet beguiling sense of innocence and mischief. And his lips smiled, as they always did, as if the world was nothing less than a wonder to behold at every second of every day.

      What it must be to live like that? Fife wondered.

      Though many who looked upon him for the first time likely assumed the same level of innocence and joy, what with his round, boyish cheeks, warm, chocolate eyes, and thick, brown hair that held just a hint of curl. But unlike Wim, Fife’s friendly appearance melted away into a fiery fury should anyone test his temper. (And for those who did, very few lived to tell the tale.)

      “The good news,” Wim said, “is that there aren’t that many fools this year.” He started piling his discarded clothes onto a nearby wooden chair.

      “Hmm.” Fife paused to admire the young man’s nude body, which included a deliciously plump backside Fife had made considerable use of this evening.

      Which was then tragically covered when Wim pulled on his underwear.

      Fife sighed. “I suppose we should be grateful.”

      Wim grinned. “’Tis the season.”

      “So they say.”

      They were in Fife’s private office in one of his many warehouses sprinkled throughout the city and the boroughs. A business like his—importing and selling illegal liquor to the island of Manhattan—required several safe spaces for his prized bottles. On the off-chance one location experienced a raid (it happened, you know), his operation could still…well…operate.

      He tapped the typewritten page in front of him. “And you’re completely certain about this list?”

      Wim nodded as he lifted the cigarette smoldering in the ivory ashtray on Fife’s desk. “Yes, sir. I triple-checked all the books.” He pointed to the list. “Those clubs are behind on their payments to you.”

      He passed the cigarette over to Fife and then removed the towel from his neck so he could continue dressing.

      Fife took a long drag.

      Every year on the night before the night-before-Christmas, Wim audited the accounts and composed what he so, pardon the pun, whimsically called “The Naughty List.” The list held the names of club owners who still owed Fife his percentage for supplying them with booze and providing them protection from nosy policemen and even nosier federal agents.

      The next night, Wim visited Fife in his office with the list in hand. Usually with a twinkle in his eye that Fife could hardly refuse. (And on this very night, he drew down the office’s window shades and didn’t refuse twice.)

      Now lounging in his red silk robe, Fife breathed in the intoxicating mix of smoky tobacco, zesty cologne, and the lingering musk of his and Wim’s lovemaking. A heady perfume that threatened to lull him into a warm and satisfying sleep. Must he brave the biting wind and freezing temperatures outside?

      Reluctantly, he focused on the task ahead. He’d have to fly around the city like Santa Claus in his motorized “sleigh,” a royal blue Stutz that was breathtaking to behold, and slip into people’s clubs and homes.

      Only instead of leaving behind gifts, he often left with them.

      Most of the time.

      My, my, he sincerely hoped he didn’t have to kill anyone again. Last year was particularly messy.

      “Mr. Fife?”

      “Hmm?”

      Fife snapped out of his musings to see Wim smoothing down his chauffeur’s uniform, a smart charcoal gray coat with brass buttons and a pair of matching trousers tucked into calf-high black leather boots. He reached up with white gloved hands to adjust the brim of his hat and shot Fife an expectant look.

      “Right,” Fife replied, standing up and snubbing out the cigarette.

      He strolled across the office floor towards the wardrobe that held the elegant suits impeccably tailored (by one of his speak owners, no less) to his tall and formidable frame. He opened the door, thumbed through a few options before selecting the tan one with red pinstripes. It would go nicely with his chocolate brown hair and eyes. A green paisley tie and a bright red handkerchief added just the right amount of festivity to the outfit.

      Once attired, Fife clapped his hands. “Off we go, my little Wim. Let’s visit those who’ve been very, very bad this year.”
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      Most of the clubs went without a hitch.

      There were the usual blanched faces and stammered voices, the excuses and apologies, and, of course, the reassurances that it would never happen again.

      Tiresome, really. If they only held up their end of the bargain.

      At least Wim is good company.

      The dimpled man stayed perched in the Stutz’s driver’s seat. He volunteered to come with Fife into the clubs, but Fife stressed it wasn’t necessary. He wanted to keep some of that innocence in Wim’s eyes. If the boy saw what Fife sometimes had to do, was forced to do, his eyes would sparkle less. And Fife so enjoyed the way the light danced across Wim’s face.

      Thus far, no killings yet. A few fists slamming on the bar (Fife’s), a few faces slapped (theirs). All in all, nothing too dramatic.

      Until the last stop on the list.

      “Which place is this?” Fife asked from the backseat of the Stutz.

      From the driver’s seat, Wim consulted the piece of paper. “Vlady’s. Above the restaurant there.”

      Fife peered out the passenger window. Surprising. Elina Ivanov always paid on time. What happened this year?

      Wim turned around to face Fife. “This is unusual, isn’t it? She’s never missed a payment before.”

      “Not once.” Fife tapped his chin. “Let me see what the problem is.”

      After Wim let him out of the Stutz, he strolled across the street. The night felt calm and
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