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      In krampus’s POV chapters you’ll see a great number of pronouns used instead of a name. It's a purposeful choice that you’ll figure out while reading the story.

      

      Krampus is autistic coded, and in addition to that, his nature as a demon makes his knowledge and comprehension of humanity harder. I tried my best to show that those are just additional factors adding to his occasional confusion and cluelessness, and not the only cause of them.
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      This book includes multiple time skips. I tried my best to not make them too confusing, but if you still find yourself in need of some help, I included a rough timeline at the end of the book (if you want to check it out before reading the story, be warned: it contains spoilers)
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            Rescuing Krampus

          

          NAOMI

        

      

    

    
      “Naomi Thompson” was the only name written in her elderly neighbor’s will, and she really couldn’t figure out why.

      Two years before, Naomi had moved into her first apartment by herself. It was a flat just barely big enough for one person, but she had been happy with it. Her closest neighbor had been Felicity, an old Black lady living in the same building as her.

      On the day Naomi had first met her, she had just come back from work to find Felicity dragging heavy bags of groceries up the stairs, as the building’s elevator was once again out of order. Naomi had run to help, taking the weight from her and lending Felicity an arm to hold as they took the steps together.

      “Finally, some young soul with good manners,” Felicity had mumbled.

      From that moment, Naomi kept visiting her any time she was free—sometimes to just keep her company, sometimes to help with house chores or to drive her places.

      Felicity didn’t have any family left, and in the end the fact that Felicity was alone meant that she didn’t have anyone to pass her possessions to.

      Well… no family to pass them to.

      That’s how, at twenty-four, Naomi became the owner of a small chalet in the mountains, an old property Felicity had never even spoken about before. Naomi hadn’t even realized she had meant so much to Felicity for her to do something like that, yet there she was, with a property now in her name.

      She was set on selling it, despite the guilt of knowing that Felicity had entrusted it to her. But Naomi really had no use for a house in the middle of nowhere, and she couldn’t imagine how spending time and money for its upkeep could benefit her.

      Before getting a real estate agent, however, she needed to see the place for herself. Since she owned it already, she thought, why not take a brief vacation and spend a few days there? It was a once in a lifetime opportunity, after all.

      When she had been younger, Naomi had spent a lot of time in the wild, on camping trips with her family and with youth groups, so she was confident she could travel there and have a little vacation on her own without problems.

      The two-story chalet stood in the valley of a mountain, right in the clearing of a forest. It was early December, so everything around it was already covered in white, the scenery looking like it was straight out of a postcard.

      Naomi was surprised to find the interior of the chalet completely clean and organized, and couldn’t help but wonder if Felicity had hired someone to take care of the place when she was away. Maybe this house had a sentimental value to her, even more than it already seemed.

      The electricity still worked, and so did the hot water. There was no house router, but Naomi couldn’t really complain about that. She’d have to use her phone’s internet—which seemed to be just barely decent there—but she could live with it.

      Two big, old couches occupied most of the space in the living room—one facing the fireplace, while the other was positioned toward a wall decorated with photos and memories. From the many people included in the pictures, it seemed that Felicity had a big family.

      Naomi’s heart ached, sad about her late friend, who was seemingly surrounded by so many people, yet was still completely alone at the end of her life. Naomi had never pressured her about it, seeing how hard it had always been for Felicity to mention anything even remotely related to her family. What she would give, now, to ask Felicity what had really happened…

      She sighed sadly, passing a door that connected the living room and kitchen, so large that it made the area look like an open space. All the appliances and furniture looked in good condition, and the space was fairly big. In the years Naomi had known her, Felicity hadn’t been able to cook much on her own, but she must have been a dedicated cook back in the day.

      Naomi eventually lit the fire in the living room and cozily read a book on the couch. Many sofas hurt her body after staying on it for too long, but this one was perfectly soft and comfortable. It was so pleasant that she chose to give up the bed, grabbing her silk bonnet from her bag and spending the night on the couch in front of the sizzling fire.

      Naomi blissfully slept in the following morning, then after lunch, she decided to take a walk around the woods, to take in the scenery and see if there were other chalets hidden around. With such a pretty view, it seemed strange that there was only one property.

      Not having been to the mountains in a while, Naomi had spoiled herself by buying a maroon, tight winter jumpsuit that had a scoop in the front. She paired it over a thick, black turtleneck sweater, only to reluctantly cover the cute combination with a down jacket because it was, unfortunately, very cold.

      After checking herself out in her mirror and approving the outfit choice, she set out for her adventure.

      The ground was a blanket of white with fresh snow still untouched, crunching under the soles of her boots. Whenever it snowed in the city, it was always quick to turn brown, stained by the cars and the general dirt of the city. Seeing fresh snow like this always made her smile, almost making her feel as if she was in a fairytale.

      A few feet into the forest, however, the clean snow was suddenly stained by lurid patches of blood. Naomi gasped, her surprise immediately turning into worry about where it came from, and why it was there in the first place.

      Smears of blood connected larger puddles, accidentally forming a macabre path, and Naomi quickly followed the trail. The stains grew bigger and bigger, and the more she followed them, the more she worried.

      Was all that blood from an injured animal? It seemed like too much, though, but maybe it was a big animal. But what if it was a person? She absolutely needed to check.

      The blood trail ended right where hooves poked from behind a bush. The limbs looked like goat legs, but they were abnormally large. Naomi stepped around for a better view. At the sight of the full creature, the gasp that tore out of her echoed through the trees in the silence of the empty forest.

      The beast was huge, tall and muscular, and round in the belly. Despite the goat legs, the curved horns, and the overall beastly features, the build still looked oddly humanoid. Its face, too, still looked mostly human, with only the long-pointed ears and sharp teeth to portray its monstrous nature.

      It was completely naked but covered in thick, black fur, which was longer around the face like a mane—or a beard. A long and thin tail with a tufted point came out from its lower back.

      It wasn’t fully unconscious; its odd face scrunched up in pain occasionally, but it didn’t seem lucid enough to even notice she was there. Naomi wasn’t sure what it was, or who it was, but it was clearly dying and she couldn’t just leave it for the wolves to prey on.

      It was too enormous and likely too heavy for her to pick up and bring home by herself, but maybe she could drag it back if she could put it on something.

      Naomi rushed back to the chalet, searching through the small shed in the backyard, and found a wooden board she could use. She quickly drilled a few holes and looped ropes through them, then ran back to the beast.

      It was still there in the same position, its chest rising so slowly that Naomi wondered if she had been too late. Grabbing its shoulders, she used all of her strength to slide the plank under it, far enough that its body would come along with her if she pulled.

      “Muscles, don’t fail me now,” she mumbled to herself as she started pulling the ropes.

      The journey back was slow. She had to take many breaks to regain strength, stealing glances at the beast from time to time to ensure it was still breathing.

      She dragged the creature into the shed, knowing she wouldn’t be able to get it inside the house on her own due to the front porch steps. After dropping it off she rushed inside the chalet, grabbing every towel and med kit she could find, then came back to tend to the beast.

      Naomi struggled to find its injuries with all the thick fur covering its body, but she took deep breaths and chanted to herself quietly, “don’t panic, don’t panic.”

      Naomi inspected under the wettest patches of coat, doing her best to stitch the cuts and wounds on its body. All the nights spent watching medical TV shows and listening to her doctor cousin—who complained about all the procedures and inaccuracies—gifted her with enough basic knowledge to do a good job. Hands now covered in its blood, she covered the injuries with bandages wherever she could. After giving it an injection to avoid infections, Naomi fell back on her ass, staring at the giant beast in front of her.

      She wasn’t sure what it was, and trying to blindly administer more medicine would have been more dangerous. It had lost so much of its blood during the journey and on the shed’s floor, that Naomi worried about how much was even left, but she couldn’t donate hers, either. All she could do now was let it rest and hope it regained its strength.

      Something so big and tough should be able to do that, right?

      Before leaving, Naomi covered its body with a blanket. It felt silly considering it was already covered in thick fur, but with the blood loss and the lack of heating in the shed, it was better to keep it as warm as possible.

      Naomi locked the shed and stumbled back inside the chalet, her arms and legs like jelly. Her hot shower lasted longer than it should have, all spent scrubbing the blood from her hands and letting the water wash over her aching muscles, attempting to soothe the pain.

      Naomi was so exhausted, physically and mentally, that she fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

      The next morning, Naomi startled awake to loud thumping.

      What the hell is happening? Is someone trying to get into the house?

      Naomi jumped from the bed, quickly putting a coat over her pajamas. Grabbing a hatchet, she looked outside the window.

      There was no one at the door. There was no one around at all, not even an animal, yet the rhythmic sound was still present. It took Naomi a couple seconds to shake off the sleepiness and remember what had happened the day before.

      The beast!

      She rushed to the back of the house, and there it was. The door of the shed trembled with each thud.

      If the beast was awake and had enough strength to bump against the door, then she had succeeded in keeping it alive. However, it was locked inside and clearly didn’t like it, which was not a good sign. Naomi didn’t even know if it was more than just an animal. Was it just a beast, or did it have intelligent thoughts? Could she have an actual conversation with it?

      Her throat was fully dry and she couldn’t bring herself to speak, to call the beast and tell it to calm down. Instead, she chose another approach. If she quickly opened the door wide and hid herself behind it, maybe the beast would rush out and run back into the woods without looking back.

      She tightened her grip on her hatchet then swung the door open. There was silence for a moment, then the door was ripped away from her and a clawed hand grabbed her by the arm, shoving her to the ground.

      The impact wrenched the hatchet out of her grasp, tumbling away in the snow. She gasped but the scream died in her throat. The beast crouched over her with its huge body caging her in. Its hands pinned down her arms and its sharp mouth was just a few inches from her face, snarling down at her. Naomi was frozen in fear, tears burning behind her eyes.

      “Who. Are. You,” the beast growled, enunciating every word.

      It was more of an order than a question. Naomi fought to find her voice.

      “I-I’m no one. I-I just found y-you in t-the—” she bit her lips in between stutters. “I’m sorry. I’m s-sorry.”

      It sniffed her, its gaze gradually following her arm until it reached the sleeves of her coat. Its blood was still there, dry now—she hadn’t had time to wash it the evening before.

      “What did you do?”

      Again, its question was barely more than a growl.

      “You w-were dying,” she rushed to say. “I tried to help.”

      A tear slid down her cheek, and the beast leaned back just enough to watch its journey down her face, fascinated.

      “Why did you trap me in there?”

      “I didn’t want animals following the blood trail and attacking you when you couldn’t defend yourself.”

      That choice had made sense to her the night before, but she understood why it could be hard for the beast to believe her. It leaned down and sniffed her again, its face and fur brushing against her neck. Naomi shivered, cold and fear overtaking her as she pressed her eyes shut, praying it wouldn’t rip her throat out. It must have been content with what it discovered because it loosened its grip on her.

      “I don’t mean any harm,” she whispered, too scared to speak loudly as she opened her eyes slightly. “I’m sorry.”

      It stared at her, and Naomi really looked into its eyes for the first time. They looked generally normal, like a human’s, but the irises were a deep, dark red, with speckles of golden brown in the light. Its eyes gradually lost ferocity and eventually, the beast let her go, stepping back. The creature sat in the snow by her feet, one of its arms going to its bandages. When her eyes followed its movement, she noticed how bloodied some of them looked.

      “You pulled the stitches,” she exclaimed, worried.

      “I’ll survive,” it grunted.

      On instinct, she wanted to reach out, to look under the bandages and fix the problem, but she forced her arms to stay by her side.

      “But you lost so much blood, and you had so many wounds!”

      Its eyes narrowed at her, as if trying to understand why she was worried in the first place.

      “I heal faster than humans. The bleeding just needed to be stopped.”

      It gave her a stern look, probably be the closest thing to a “thank you” she would ever receive, but it was more than what she thought she’d receive.

      Naomi replayed its words in her head, wondering if asking would be a good choice or not. If it hadn’t killed her already, maybe that was a good sign? Maybe it would not be offended.

      “What… what are you?”

      It hesitated for a moment, but then seemed to decide it was safe to speak. “I’m a krampus.”

      Naomi’s eyes widened. She had heard of krampuses before; though she didn’t know much about them, she knew that they were demons and that their role was to punish people. How did a krampus even end up here, in the middle of nowhere where there was no one around? It hadn’t come to punish her, right?

      She felt confused, and in shock, and still a bit scared—despite not feeling directly threatened anymore.

      They looked at each other in an awkward silence, its gaze so intense that she shivered. Naomi’s eyes fell to the bloodied bandages and her heart ached. Its face still looked pained by the injuries, and while it said it would be fine, part of her still worried about the wounds.

      “Do you… do you want to come inside?” she asked, pointing at the chalet with a shaky finger. “While you fully recover.”

      It studied the house, and the silence stretched for so long that Naomi wondered if she should just leave without a response. It was a silly proposal, after all, so maybe it would be better if the beast declined. It was likely very dangerous and foolish, and⁠—

      “Okay.” The beast agreed.

      Attempting to keep her composure, Naomi pressed her lips together, stood up, and brushed the snow off her clothes and bonnet. When she turned around to look at the krampus, it was already standing, and it took her breath away.

      Naomi wasn’t short at all, standing at five foot eleven, but the demon truly towered over her. It looked even scarier like this. Comparing it with the size of the shed behind it, she did a quick calculation and guessed it was around seven foot eight, although the horns gave even more height.

      She found it hard to swallow but instead of commenting on her frightened look, the krampus gestured for her to start walking. Her legs shook as she guided it inside her house, a voice in her head screaming that it was a terrible idea.

      She thought about the krampus as they walked inside, her confused brain forming even more questions. Should she be calling this beast “it”? The krampus clearly showed they were more than just an animal, but she wasn’t sure she could apply human rules to them, either.

      Was there etiquette on what to call supernatural beings?

      In the warmth of the chalet, Naomi quickly took off her bloodied coat and bonnet. She could really do with a cup of hot tea and a very long nap… the peculiarity of the situation was giving her a headache.

      “There’s a fire if you want to keep warm.” She awkwardly gestured to the fireplace in the living room.

      The demon simply nodded and sat in front of it. Naomi looked at them in distress and bit her lip, unsure what to do with herself now.

      What have I gotten myself into?
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