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It was a warm week in July, not scorching. The neighborhood was half-deserted for vacation, and so was our student collective. The brothers from Kalix had gone north. My boyfriend, Kristoffer, had flown to Florida with his parents. He’d be gone for weeks.

I had to stay in Stockholm to finish my master’s thesis. Simon, who worked as a bike courier, stayed too.


Kristoffer called in the evenings. “I wish you were here,” he said.

“Me too,” I replied.



But the truth was—I was relieved. After a full semester of sharing space, it felt good to finally have the little room to myself. When I wasn’t writing, I walked, cooked, watched old movies, or spent time on the stationary bike out on the porch.

People passing by sometimes glanced up at the villa, a worn-down relic with paint peeling off the siding. Maybe they remembered their own student years. Maybe they’d heard the music from one of our late-night parties.

The house belonged to Simon’s eccentric aunt. She was teaching art in Mexico City for a year, and he was house-sitting for her. Kristoffer had moved in first. Then Simon let in the brothers from the north. When I found myself suddenly without a place to live, I moved into Kristoffer’s room.

Now, for the first time, Simon and I were alone in the house. We didn’t talk much. I got the sense he didn’t like me. Most guys did—more than Kristoffer appreciated—and I wondered if Simon was jealous.

Sometimes I had the feeling he was watching me.

Like that night, at our end-of-term party. The place had been packed, and I’d caught Simon sitting alone, staring at me from across the room. But the second I turned my head, he looked away. After that, he acted like I didn’t exist.

I used to roll my eyes and complain to Kristoffer, calling his friend a total sociopath. 

But I’d gotten used to Simon’s silence, his brooding presence in the background.

I didn’t think much about him.

Not until that morning. 

When I caught a glimpse of something on his computer.

Simon’s clattering in the kitchen woke me. He usually slipped out early for his courier shifts, and most mornings I didn’t notice. But today, I was instantly alert. Now, the sound of the shower echoed from the bathroom.

I got out of bed and headed downstairs to grab a glass of water. On the way back, my eyes landed on something by the door—his denim jacket, neatly folded over a half-open bag.

Something inside the bag was sticking out.

Upstairs, the shower was still running. I stepped closer, lifted the jacket, and peeked into the bag.

Bundles of narrow white rope. And a red ball attached to a strap—just like the gags used in BDSM.

I stared, frozen for a moment. Then I put the jacket back and hurried upstairs, pulse racing.

The moment I heard the front door slam shut behind him, I dressed and went straight into his room. The blinds were still drawn.

The bed was unmade. I glanced at it, imagining his tanned, muscular body between the sheets. Simon was undeniably hot—but somehow off-putting too. And apparently not many women got past that surface, because he never brought anyone home.

He wasn’t unfriendly. Just ... removed.

I sat down at his desk and nudged the mouse. No password. The screen lit up, revealing a desktop full of folders.

I knew I shouldn’t be looking. But I couldn’t stop myself. 

He was such a mystery to me.

Most of the folders were schoolwork: his political science thesis, a few take-home exams. I clicked through a slideshow from a trip he’d taken. Another folder contained photos from a swim meet.

Then something in the taskbar caught my eye—a minimized window. I clicked it, and a black-and-white video feed popped up. It showed a dim room, like a laundry room in someone’s basement.

I froze. A woman had entered the frame.

My heart skipped. Was Simon spying on someone?

She had shoulder-length dark hair and wore a thin, silky nightgown. She moved around casually, folding clothes. When she turned slightly toward the light, I recognized her—our neighbor Vigdis. Her husband, who traveled often for work, was rarely home. Vigdis ran her own accounting firm. I’d seen her gardening in her bathrobe, hair undone. We’d exchanged polite nods, the occasional chat over the fence.

Now here she was, moving gracefully through the laundry room, clearly unaware she was being filmed.

Was Simon some kind of pervert? Had he broken into her house and set up a hidden camera?

Then—another shadow.

A man stepped into frame behind her. He approached silently, grabbed her from behind, covering her mouth with his hand.

My gut clenched. What was I seeing? Was this an actual assault? Right now, in real time?

Vigdis was forced to the floor. I could still only see the man from behind—but he was blond. The denim jacket looked familiar.

Then I saw the bag. He opened the zipper, reached inside, and pulled out the same bundles of rope I had seen earlier that morning.

It was Simon.

I stared, completely transfixed, at the scene unfolding on the screen. For the most part, I saw only Simon’s back as he knelt beside the woman—methodical, focused—tying her up with disturbing precision. When he finally stood, Vigdis remained on the laundry room floor, still in her glossy nightgown, her arms bound tightly behind her back, her legs lashed together. The red ball gag—the one I’d held in my hand just twenty minutes ago—was now strapped between her lips.

She lay oddly still. Her eyes met Simon’s just before he turned and walked out of frame.

I panicked. Was he coming back here now?

I darted to the window and peeked through the blinds. There he was, on the driveway—calmly placing the bag on his bike rack and pedaling off down the street.

I returned to the screen. Vigdis was still lying on the floor. She shifted slightly, testing the ropes. The bindings looked tight. Real. Unforgiving.

My mind spun. Unlawful imprisonment. That had to be a serious crime. Should I call the police? Talk to someone?

Instead, I closed the video feed and opened a file titled Work Schedule. Thursdays were Simon’s day off.

So where had he gone? Was he... planning something worse? 

I stood quickly. The basement was accessible from behind Vigdis’s house. I glanced around to make sure no one was watching, then stepped over the fence and made my way through the bushes along the wall.

One of the basement windows was slightly ajar. I pushed it open the rest of the way and slipped inside, landing awkwardly on a bench.

It was quiet. The only sound was the distant hum of a washing machine.

I crept forward, sticking to the wall. The laundry room door was closed—but not locked. I paused, heart racing. 

Then I pressed the handle down. 

Vigdis lay on her side, facing away from me. I stood motionless, staring at her elongated, graceful body wrapped in the short, silky nightgown. Her arms twisted behind her back, restrained with cruel precision. The ropes bit into her ankles and thighs. Simon had tied her tightly—and beautifully.

She must have sensed me. With a sudden gasp, she rolled over, and her wide blue eyes locked on mine—shocked and wild. She looked panicked. I dropped to my knees without thinking, fingers trembling as I loosened the strap around her head and helped her spit out the red gag.

She swallowed hard and sucked in a deep breath, her chest rising. But then her voice was sharp. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

I froze, halfway to untying her arms.

“Get out,” she hissed. “Did you hear me? Go. Now.”

“I just—I thought you needed help...”

She laughed, low and amused. “You’ve got it all wrong. I don’t need saving.” She sighed, and her voice softened, like she felt sorry for me. “Simon and I... we play. This is our thing. You need to stay out of it.” 

My face burned. “You... enjoy it?”

Her gaze was steady. “I love it. You should try it sometime. Don’t you live with Simon?” 

A flush spread through me, heavy and slow, like heat blooming beneath my skin. I felt like I was blushing everywhere. Vigdis must have been over forty, but she looked effortlessly alluring—confident and powerful, even in bondage. Maybe especially in bondage.

“Better get moving,” she added, nodding toward the ceiling. I looked up and saw it: the small camera mounted in the corner.

“He watches me,” she said, almost dreamily. “He likes to make sure I’m okay. He knows I want to stay like this for about half an hour before he comes back. Simon’s good like that. You can trust him.”

My heart pounded. I wasn’t sure what I was feeling—shock, curiosity, arousal? My head was spinning. I had no idea what to think. 

“Put the gag back in,” she said sharply. “Hurry—before he sees us.”

The thought of Simon, seated at his computer, catching me on the camera feed, sent a thrill down my spine. I did as she said, even though it felt surreal—pressing the red ball back into her mouth, tightening the leather strap around her head. 

Then I slipped out of the basement and climbed back over the fence.

The next day was Friday. Simon was at work. After breakfast, I saw Vigdis drive off.

I tried working on my thesis, but the pull toward Simon’s room was too strong. I returned to his computer and started digging again. In a folder labeled Future Studies, I found several image folders. And then—I saw it. A folder named Yumi.

My stomach flipped. I clicked.

The heat came first, flooding my chest and neck, leaving me lightheaded.

On the screen was a woman lying on her side in lingerie. Her body was bound—arms tight behind her back, legs roped together. Her face ... was mine.

Kristoffer had taken that photo of us just before he left. Simon had cropped my face from it and pasted it onto this bound woman’s body.

I clicked again. A new image. A young woman bound face down, wrists and ankles lashed together, her back arched, looking up at the camera.

My face again.

Each image was different—but every single one showed me, transformed into someone’s captive.
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