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He knocked, she answered—and her life took an unexpected turn.

In a quiet neighborhood, a charismatic salesman arrives with a collection of elegant intimates. What starts as an ordinary sales pitch ignites desires, she never knew she had. His charm and confidence draw her into a world of vulnerability, passion, and self-discovery.

As boundaries blur, their encounter transforms into a provocative journey of seduction and dominance, revealing the power of surrender and the liberation that comes with it. This is a tale of trust, power, and the allure of letting go.

Writing “The Secret Seller” has been an exhilarating journey—a blend of bold imagination, daring storytelling, and unflinching honesty. This book marks the beginning of my exploration into the complexities of human relationships, desires, and the often-unspoken truths that linger behind closed doors.

Welcome to the world of “The Secret Seller”. Let the journey begin.

— Arjun Pitcher

Instagram Handle - PENNPLOT_PRODUCTION
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Chapter 1 – The Girl, the Rain, and the Knock at the Door
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The rain taps gently against the window as twilight settles over the quiet neighborhood. Inside her cozy home, Emma sips a cup of tea, wrapped in a thick cardigan, enjoying the rare stillness of the evening. A crackling fire casts a warm glow in the dimly lit living room.

Knock at the Door

The sudden sound of knocking breaks the tranquility. Startled, Emma places her cup on the table and moves cautiously to the door. Peering through the peephole, she sees a sharply dressed man standing on her porch. He holds a sleek black case and wears a polite, almost disarming smile.

Curious but wary, she opens the door slightly.

"Good evening," the man says with a charming tone, tilting his head in a slight bow. "My apologies for the late hour. I represent Braziz’s Intimates, purveyors of exclusive, high-quality lingerie. Might I interest you in our latest collection?"

Emma stares at him, unsure whether to laugh or be suspicious. His presence feels oddly out of place in this serene neighborhood.

The rain patters on. 

Emma hesitates, her hand still on the edge of the door. A part of her is cautious—this is an unusual situation after all—but her eyes flicker to the sleek briefcase the man holds. Through a slightly open flap, she catches a glimpse of soft satin and intricate lace, the kind of lingerie that oozes elegance and allure. Her heart skips a beat, and she feels a mix of excitement and temptation.

The prospect of stepping out to shop for a new set before her big date tomorrow seems exhausting. She glances at the man again. His demeanor is professional, his smile unthreatening, and he doesn't appear to be in a hurry.

"Alright," she says finally, pulling the door open a little wider but keeping her posture guarded. "You've piqued my curiosity. Let’s see what you’ve got, but only for a moment. It's been a long day."

The salesman steps back courteously, lifting the case onto a small foldable stand he swiftly retrieves from his side. With a dramatic click, he opens the briefcase. Inside is a meticulously arranged collection of lingerie—luxurious fabrics, delicate patterns, and colors ranging from bold reds to soft pastels.

"Everything in this collection," he begins, his tone smooth and practiced, "is designed for both comfort and confidence. Perfect for any occasion, including..." His eyes sparkle slightly. "...a memorable evening."

Emma feels a blush creep up her cheeks as she considers the possibilities.

The rain continues to drum softly against the windows, filling the pause. 

The salesman’s smile broadens slightly, sensing Emma's growing interest. With a practiced elegance, he gently lifts the delicate bra from the briefcase, its intricate lace and satin shimmering under the warm light of the living room. He places it carefully into her hands as though presenting a treasure.

"Ma’am, please take your time," he says with a respectful nod. "The fit and feel are as exceptional as its design. I’ll wait here while you try it on. You won’t regret this decision."

Emma examines the piece closely. The fabric is soft, almost ethereal against her fingers, and the stitching speaks of impeccable craftsmanship. The label, BRAZIZ, is subtly embossed—a mark of exclusivity.

She glances at the salesman again. He stands composed, his eyes respectfully avoiding her direct gaze as if to reassure her of his professionalism. The allure of the offer, combined with the undeniable quality of the item, makes her decision easier. Emma's thoughts whirl:

Why am I hesitating? It’s just a quick try, and if it’s as good as it looks, I’ll have something perfect for tomorrow.

Emma steps back into her home. "Alright, give me a moment," she says, a slight flush on her cheeks as she takes the piece and heads toward her bedroom. She keeps the door open and the salesman waits there for Emma to return.

The rain outside continues its soothing rhythm, filling the silence. The salesman adjusts his stand, maintaining his poised demeanor as he waits.

Trying on the Dream

Emma, still entranced by the beauty of the BRAZIZ bra, steps into the washroom, eager to try it on. The small room is lit softly, its mirror reflecting both her excitement and the luxurious fabric she holds in her hands. The excitement of owning something so elegant consumes her, and for a moment, practical concerns fade into the background.

As she closes the washroom door, she notices that the lock isn’t functioning properly. She frowns, attempting to jiggle it into place, but the mechanism stubbornly resists. Worse, the door doesn’t fully shut, leaving a small gap through which the angled mirror outside offers an indirect view of the washroom.

Emma glances toward the salesman, who remains stationed (at the door) by the open briefcase, his posture polite and professional. Her cheeks warm with a hint of embarrassment as she considers the possibility of being seen. But then she reassures herself:

He’s just doing his job. He doesn’t seem like the type to take advantage of a situation. Besides, it’s not like he can see much.

Shrugging off her hesitation, Emma quickly slips out of her blue cardigan and examines herself in the mirror. The BRAZIZ bra feels like a dream against her skin—silky, supportive, and with a design so exquisite it takes her breath away. She adjusts it carefully, admiring how perfectly it fits.

Meanwhile, the salesman stands outside, his gaze seemingly focused on his briefcase and stock. His composed demeanor remains unchanged, and Emma, believing him to be entirely focused on his work, continues to admire the bra.

The faint sound of the rain outside blends with her thoughts as she evaluates her reflection. 

Emma stands in the washroom, holding the elegant BRAZIZ bra in her hands, captivated by its beauty. With a shy smile, she removes her top, her cheeks flushing slightly as she glances at her reflection. The way the intricate lace and satin shimmer in the light makes her heart flutter. She takes a moment to appreciate the craftsmanship and imagines how perfect it would be for her upcoming date.

Carefully, she removes her old bra and slips on the BRAZIZ piece. The silky fabric feels exquisite against her skin, and as she adjusts the straps, she can't help but admire how it fits her perfectly. The delicate embroidery highlights the design’s uniqueness, and she feels a new sense of confidence.

Turning slightly, she angles herself in front of the mirror, marveling at how dazzling the bra looks. She smiles to herself, utterly mesmerized. For a moment, all her doubts and hesitations fade, replaced by a growing excitement about her purchase.

Outside, the salesman waits patiently, maintaining his professional demeanor. The rain continues to fall gently, a rhythmic background to the unfolding evening.

Emma adjusts the door slightly to ensure some privacy, though it remains imperfectly closed due to the faulty lock. Immersed in her excitement, she doesn’t notice that the mirror's angle from outside offers a partial view into the washroom.

As the salesman waits by the display, his eyes unintentionally catch a glimpse of Emma through the mirror. Startled, he immediately averts his gaze, his professional instincts kicking in. However, the momentary image lingers in his mind—a glimpse of her admiring herself in the luxurious BRAZIZ bra, clearly enchanted by its elegance.

Emma, oblivious to the salesman’s brief glance, continues to marvel at how well the bra fits. The fabric, soft and snug, enhances her confidence, and she smiles at her reflection, feeling beautiful and prepared for her big day tomorrow. She decides it’s worth every penny.

Outside, the salesman remains composed, though a slight flush colors his cheeks. Focus on your work, he thinks to himself, returning his attention to the neatly arranged case of lingerie.

Emma turns slightly in front of the mirror, admiring the bra from different angles. Though it looks stunning, she notices that it feels slightly loose around the band. She tugs gently at the straps, trying to adjust it, but it doesn’t quite offer the snug fit she had hoped for. Disappointed yet determined, she decides to step out and share her concern with the salesman.

The Fit Matters

Opening the washroom door, she steps back into the living room and the house door next to it. Covered in her cardigan, with the BRAZIZ bra tucked discreetly in her hands, Emma approaches the salesman at the door. Her expression is a mix of excitement and hesitancy.

"I tried it on," she says, holding the bra out for him to see, "and it’s beautiful—really, it is—but it’s just a little loose. I don’t think this size works for me."

The salesman nods understandingly, maintaining his professional demeanor. "I see, ma’am. That can happen sometimes, but don’t worry. I have other sizes available in the same design. Let me find a size that fits you perfectly. Would you like to try one size smaller?"

He opens his briefcase again, carefully sorting through the collection. "The right fit makes all the difference, especially for a piece as elegant as this. You’ll feel the full comfort and appeal once it’s tailored to you."

Emma watches him, feeling reassured by his calm and courteous approach. 

Emma hesitates for a moment, her fingers brushing the intricate lace of the bra she had tried. The idea of trying multiple sizes feels time-consuming, and with her date looming closer, she needs a solution quickly. Gathering her resolve, she looks at the salesman, her voice calm yet slightly shy.

"Would it be possible for you to take my measurements?" she asks. "I just want to make sure we get the right size this time, and I’m really running out of time."

The salesman blinks, surprised by her request, but quickly nods with a reassuring smile. "Of course, ma’am. I’m trained in accurate fittings to help customers find the perfect size. I’ll guide you through this professionally and quickly."

A Subtle Suspense

As the salesman reached into his sleek briefcase, selecting a delicate tape measure with practiced precision, Emma felt an inexplicable tension fill the room. The warmth of the fire seemed to flicker differently, shadows stretching in ways they hadn’t before. Was it simply her nerves about the fitting, or was there something more to this polished stranger and his elegant wares? A question stirred in her mind, but before she could dwell, his voice broke the silence:
“Shall we begin?”
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Chapter 2 – Measurement Begins – Behind Closed Doors
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The salesman retrieves a soft measuring tape from a pocket in the briefcase, his movements precise and respectful. "If it’s alright with you, we can do this over your clothing to ensure your comfort. Shall we begin?"

Emma nods, feeling a mix of urgency and trust. She stands still as he approaches, keeping his gestures measured and his tone professional. The tape gently wraps around her bust, then her ribcage, as he notes down the measurements with efficiency.

"It seems the band size was slightly off," he says, looking up with a confident expression. "Let me grab the perfect fit for you. I’m certain you’ll feel the difference."

Emma steps back as he turns to retrieve the adjusted size. The room feels calm, the sound of rain providing a soothing backdrop. 

Close Proximity and Racing Thoughts

As the salesman begins taking her measurements, Emma’s thoughts race, her emotions a mix of shyness and nervous energy. She holds her arms slightly out to the sides, unsure of where to look or what to say. The soft tape measure brushes against her over her cardigan, and she can feel the proximity of the salesman as he works.

This feels a little too close, she thinks, her cheeks burning. But it’s just for a fitting. He’s doing his job... professionally, right? Her thoughts flit back to the dazzling bra and her upcoming date. I have to look my best tomorrow... it’s not every day I get a chance like this. It’ll be worth it if the bra fits perfectly.

She tries to focus on the rain tapping against the window, but she can’t help but notice his steady, practiced hands and the closeness between them. Her heart races—not from fear, but from a faint, lingering uncertainty. This feels strange, but I suppose it’s fine... isn’t it?

Meanwhile, the salesman is equally torn. As he works, his eyes remain fixed on the task, yet he can’t entirely suppress his thoughts. She’s stunning, he thinks, admiring her figure from a respectful distance. But focus. This is about finding the right size for her. Be professional.

The soft scent of her perfume wafts through the air, making it harder to ignore the situation. He catches a glimpse of her flushed cheeks and shy demeanor, which only makes her appear more endearing. Control yourself. She trusts you to handle this properly, he reminds himself, adjusting the tape carefully.

The Right Fit

"Alright, I have the measurements," he says finally, his voice steady but slightly softer than before. "You need a smaller band size, but the cup is perfect. I’ll grab the right fit for you now."

Emma exhales, feeling a mix of relief and continued flustered energy. She nods, offering a shy smile. The salesman steps back to his briefcase, keeping his focus on the task at hand, though his thoughts linger on the moment.

The salesman retrieves a smaller size of
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