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Chapter one
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The Prisoner Awakens





Krampus' eyes snapped open, his mind foggy, his memories shrouded in darkness. Where was he? And why was he imprisoned?  

He looked around, but everything seemed fuzzy. He sat up, using his elbows to prop himself up. His bright blue fur was a bit messy, and his arms wobbled a tiny bit as he tried to remember how he got there. He blinked a few times, and slowly, the dim light from the torch outside his icy cell started to make sense.

I’m in a prison! His eyes lingered on the bars in the doorway. A torch flickered outside on the left side of the doorway, barely enough to light inside the cave. 

A magical prison perhaps, he thought, because I’m not dead, hungry, or thirsty. 

Krampus sat up and looked around. He was in a big, icy cave! The ceiling was high and round, with long, sparkly icicles hanging down like diamonds. The walls were covered in thick, glittering ice that shone like a thousand tiny mirrors.

Krampus breathed out, and he could see his breath in the chilly air. He looked down at the snowy ground and saw that he had been lying on a bed of soft spruce and pine needles. But even though it was cold, Krampus didn't feel chilly. His thick, bright blue fur kept him warm and cozy.

Krampus touched his horns to make sure they were okay. He felt his head, arms, and legs, and everything seemed normal. He stood up, feeling strong and refreshed, like he'd just had a long, wonderful sleep.

Krampus looked down at himself and smiled. He wore dark, stripy tights on his legs, but the rest of his bright blue, furry body was bare. He didn't need clothes because his amazing fur kept him warm. His black claws gleamed in the dim light, and his hooves clicked on the icy floor. The heavy black chains across his chest seemed familiar, and the tiny black metal skull in the middle reminded him of his boss, the Devil.

Krampus went to the doorway and shook the bars. But no one came. There were no guards, no one to stop him. He was all alone!

Krampus looked up at the bars and saw that they were stuck into the snow and ice. "Good," he thought, "no metal. I can pull these bars out and escape!" And that's just what he did. He yanked and pulled until the bars came loose, and he could step through the hole.

Krampus looked around and saw two paths leading away from his prison cave. He chose the left path, took the torch from the wall, and walked quietly ahead. He didn't know who or what he might meet, but he was ready for an adventure!

As Krampus walked, he peeked into the rooms he passed. Some had big barrels filled with yucky, moldy stuff. Others had pots of dried herbs and weird, wiggly roots. There were even shelves with jars of colorful powders!

Krampus saw huge piles of white and black feathers in one room. "Why would someone collect so many feathers?" he wondered. He shrugged and kept moving.

In another room, Krampus spotted a shelf with containers filled with pointy fangs and sharp claws. "This must be a witch's storage," he thought. "But where is the witch?"

After walking for an hour, Krampus saw a bright light ahead. He walked faster, his heart beating excitedly. As he reached the end of the tunnel, he stepped outside into a big, empty snowscape. No trees, just snow and mountains. Krampus looked around, feeling happy and free.

"I did it!" he exclaimed. "I escaped!" But as he looked around, he realized that he was all alone. And he had no idea how he'd ended up in that prison. But Krampus wasn't worried. He was free, and he was ready to get back to work. He would find those naughty children and take them with him to Hell. After all, it was his job!
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