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"There is a dungeon hidden beneath the castle where women are treated as playthings... humiliated in ways an innocent little thing like you cannot possibly begin to imagine," he said with a wicked grin that did not reach his eyes. 

"I am not a child, Victor," I said through clenched teeth, more than a little annoyed that this stranger was judging me without knowing anything about me. 

"Of course not, but there are things that happen in the dungeon that will make you question a lot of things," he said. 

"What kind of things?" I asked, curious despite my apprehension to show him that he was right in guessing my lack of experience regarding sex. I wasn't completely innocent but every time a topic that had to do with sex came up, I would blush and turn away. 

"What do you mean what kind of things?" he asked. 

"What do you use?" I asked. 

"Hmm? What do we use? Ropes, whips, handcuffs, blindfolds, clamps," he shrugged. "Anything that can be fitted inside a woman's-" he stopped and turned to me. "Oh, are you blushing already? Come now, wouldn't you like to have a look?" 

My cheeks flamed red and I turned to stare at him incredulously. "I'm here to work, Victor, not to check out some kinky dungeon," I said. 

"Yes, but you do have to check everything, don't you?" 

I continued gaping at him, a burning sensation tumbling in my belly. "Yes, but-" 

"There is an event tonight," he said. "You should have a look," he suggested.

I looked at him blankly. 

Was he asking me to go to the dungeon with him? Was it some sort of innuendo?

"What... What do I need to do?" I swallowed, suddenly nervous. 

I sounded feeble and weak. 

"Submit," he said with a grin that scared me. 
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First Meeting
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"What's your name?" 

I looked up from the beef stew that I had been stirring listlessly for the past half hour. It was important to not stop, lest the bottom of the pot gets burnt again. Scrubbing that off the last time took hours. My arms were starting to ache and I had to wipe sweat from my face so I could see the stranger clearly.

The man standing in front of me looked twice my age. He was also very tall. I decided I didn't like him straight away. His hair was black and cut short. I didn't like how proper he was dressed. He had a black and white suit that reminded me of the officers from the government. His skin was dark... almost completely black. There are a few black kids around the orphanage but the younger ones get adopted faster these days. 

When he smiled, his teeth shone brightly. I didn't smile back. 

"I'm Giov- Ginny," I corrected hastily. The matron said the reason why I was having difficulties finding a family to adopt me was because my name was too Italian. That was probably untrue. The reason why we were having difficulties was because I did not like any of them and I didn't hide it. They only wanted the monthly allowances. It didn't matter. The matron told me we were shortening it to Ginny. 

He sat on the edge of the table. "You don't look like a Ginny to me," he said with a grin. 

I glared at him for a moment. "Giovanna," I told him. 

"That's a beautiful name," he said.  

I duck my head, not wanting him to see my reaction. Nobody's ever called my name beautiful before.

"My name's Jason," he volunteered. Why don't I help you with that, Giovanna," he said, taking the giant stirring spoon from my hand. I climbed down from the chair and looked at him with a frown. 

"Why are you helping me?" I wanted to know. 

"Well, I'll be helping around here for a while yet, so you better get used to me," he said with a bright smile. 

"Did your parents give you up too?" I asked even though he looked too old to have parents. 

He laughed and his entire posture changed. He was more relaxed and less tensed. I decided that he looked very handsome. "No," he said finally. No, I'm here to help so you don't have to do all the work on your own."

"Oh," I stared at him for a moment. 

"How old are you?" he asked. 

"I'm sixteen," I said even though I was fourteen. "How old are you?" 

"Thirty," he said.  

"Why are you here?" I asked. 

He turned to me, his face serious, "I'm here to help, Giovanna, like I said." 

"It's not Thanksgiving," I said. "I don't think it's Christmas yet either." 

"It doesn't have to be some special occasion," he said. 

"Where's your camera crew?" I asked.

"Do you always ask this many questions to anybody who comes to help?" he looked amused.

"Please don't stop stirring the pot," I cautioned when I noticed he had stopped to talk to me. "If the bottom gets burnt, I would get in trouble." 

"Sorry," he apologized hastily and continued stirring. "How long have you been here?" he asked. 

"I've been stirring it for almost an hour, so you still need to stir the pot for another half hour," I said with a shrug. 

"I don't mean that." 

"I know," I said. "It's rude to ask a girl how long she's been in an orphanage." 

He raised his eyebrows and stared at me as he stirred the pot. It was a ridiculous sight and I couldn't help but laugh. He looked so out of place here, with his fancy suit and perfect teeth. 

"I've been here since I was five," I said. "My parents passed away in a car accident. I've been in and out of homes ever since." I shrugged like it was no big deal.  

"Thank you for sharing that with me," he nodded.  

I shrugged. "What do you do, Mr. Jason?" 

"I'm a CEO in a company," he said. 

"A CEO?" I raised my eyebrow at him. "That sounds boring," I said, backing away from him slowly. 

He chuckled. "Yes, it is." 

"People like you don't come to help without a reason, Mr. Jason," I said, leaning against the door and giving him a suspicious look. 

"You are too young to be this disillusioned about people, Giovanna," he said. "I'll be around for a while yet."  

"Everybody says that at first," I said, looking at him suspiciously. 

"Everybody says what?" he asked.

"Nothing," I started walking away. 

"Where're you going?"

"There's always something else to do, Mr. Jason," I said. 

Everybody says they're here to stay. 

Nobody stayed long. 
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Assignment At The Mansion
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Six Years Later

It's been more than two years since I had seen his face. True to his word, Jason Dalton continued coming to the orphanage twice a week right up until the day where I was told that I was too old to continue staying there.

So it came as a surprise to see his face pinned to the top of my assignment. My breath caught in my chest as I stared down at the photo of him. He had hardly changed at all since the last time I'd seen him. Dark black hair trimmed to perfection and icy blue eyes stark against his dark skin. He was glaring at the cameraman. He obviously did not want to be there. 

No. I didn't think he would be happy about possibly selling his mansion. I was suddenly curious about why he needed to have his mansion appraised. Was his company not doing well? He doesn't talk much about his company but-

"All right there, Ginny?" 

I blinked and looked up at my manager. I almost forgot where I was. I drew a deep breath and smiled brightly at Mr. King. 

"Of course, sir," I said, slipping the assignment into my bag. The rest of the team members were doing the same with their assignments. 

The manager started going through all the procedures involved in appraising the Dalton Mansion. Mr. King spoke with a monotonous drone that could put most insomniacs to sleep in seconds. It didn't help that most of the advice he was giving was not applicable to me. It probably wasn't applicable to anyone at this point. We had heard the same thing a million times. 

I had the easy job of just making sure everything that the rest of my teammates had done was accurate. The only troublesome part about my job was having to be in the building in person to inspect everything. Most of them had already been there in person to check the size, condition, function and quality of the mansion, but my job was unique in that I looked at the hard-to-find imperfections of the house. 

I had to stay there for a few days or sometimes, if there were suspicious happenings in the building, weeks. Most of the time, I find nothing. Sometimes, though, warning signs that don't necessarily show up during basic inspections can only be found in once I'd stayed in the house for a while. The Bassets house, for example, was fine on its own but it took only a few days to find out that the basement was used as a drug exchange hub. The value of the house hit rock bottom after the police was done with it.  

In any case, all of the heavy lifting was already done. The only people in the room were the ones dealing with lawyers, accountants, and well, me. I wondered what the assignment said about Jason. My breathing quickened. It was tempting to take a look inside the assignment so I could- 

"Miss Ginny?" 

Mr. King was staring at me, along half of my colleagues that had not fallen into a death-like slumber yet. 

"Yes?" 

Mr. King's face tightened and I immediately understood that I had missed something important.

"I asked you if you would be fine with staying at the mansion for three weeks."

"Of course not, sir," I answered automatically. I didn't even need to think about it. There was nothing holding me back. 

He looked surprised for a moment and I was reminded yet again about how horrible his memory was. This was not the first long assignment he had put me on. 

"Do you know where it is, Ginny?" he asked, clearly annoyed. 

"It doesn't matter, sir. I'll go wherever you send me," I said. 

His look of annoyance changed to one of grim satisfaction and he focused his attention onto another colleague. I could feel them rolling their eyes at my response. I've heard them give that exact same response to him a few times before. My speeding heart rate slowed to normal and I made a conscious effort to unclench my fingers. 
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