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The bedroom was a cozy haven of holiday cheer, bathed in the soft, twinkling glow of multicolored Christmas lights strung along the headboard and windowsill. A faint scent of pine from the fresh wreath on the door mingled with the lingering aroma of cinnamon candles that Cynthia Louise Geisel had burned earlier that evening. The king-sized bed, draped in red flannel sheets adorned with tiny snowflake patterns, creaked softly under her weight as she stirred from a deep, dreamless sleep. Outside, a light snowfall whispered against the frosted windowpanes, blanketing the suburban neighborhood in a serene white hush. It was Christmas Eve, and Cynthia— Cindy to her friends and family—had drifted off with visions of sugarplums and Santa's sleigh dancing in her head. At 35, she still clung to that childlike belief in the jolly old elf, a secret she guarded fiercely, convinced it kept her firmly on the Nice List. After all, she was a good wife, a devoted mother to their two young kids (safely tucked in downstairs), and a pillar of the community bake sales. What could possibly go wrong?

But something was very, very wrong.

Cindy's eyes fluttered open, her heart pounding as a wave of disorientation crashed over her. She was on her knees, face down against the pillow, her cheek pressed into the soft fabric that now felt suffocating. Her body was utterly exposed—naked, the cool air of the room raising goosebumps along her bare skin. Her wrists were bound tightly behind her back with what felt like thick, prickly strands of... garland? The kind with shiny tinsel woven through it, the type she'd used to decorate the house. It wrapped around her arms and torso in intricate knots, pulling her shoulders back and forcing her chest down while lifting her hips high into the air. Her knees were spread apart, secured by more of the festive binding, leaving her bare ass vulnerably presented like some obscene holiday offering. She recognized the style from those steamy romance novels she devoured in secret—Shibari, they called it, the art of rope bondage that always left the heroines trembling with forbidden desire. But this wasn't a book; this was real, and terror clawed at her throat.

"Oh God, what... what's happening?" she gasped, her voice a hoarse whisper. Panic surged through her like ice water, her mind racing with fragmented thoughts—intruder? Kidnapping? Some twisted prank? She twisted her head to the side, her long auburn hair falling across her face, and spotted her husband, Mark, lying beside her. He was still in his plaid pajamas, snoring peacefully, oblivious to her predicament. "Mark! Mark, wake up! Help me!"

She bucked against the bindings, the garland digging into her skin with a festive scratch that sent unwelcome tingles through her body. But Mark didn't stir; his chest rose and fell in steady rhythm, his face slack with deep slumber.
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