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​The Certified Letter (by Harper Kade )
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I’ve been haunting these country backroads for over ten years now, behind the wheel of my little yellow car, delivering everyone else’s news. I’ve crossed the threshold of my thirties, an age where women are generally expected to have "settled down," but I’ve stayed single by choice—out of a kind of vital necessity. My freedom is my most prized possession, a luxury I wouldn’t trade for anything in the world. Physically, I’m no cover girl, and I know it. I’m not particularly beautiful, nor am I exactly fighting off suitors, but I make absolutely zero effort to change that. Makeup makes me feel like I’m wearing a plaster mask, and the thought of wasting my time at a hair salon for some superficial small talk bores me to tears. I prefer the rustic comfort of jeans worn thin by the wash and a thick wool sweater that lets me feel like myself, far away from the "sexy" artifice that seems to be the norm everywhere else.

Yet, don’t go imagining that my life as a woman is a desert or that I deprive myself of the pleasures of the flesh. On the contrary, my sex life is particularly fulfilling, precisely because I organize it according to my own rules. I have my "boys"—men I meet up with here and there, whenever the mood strikes or my libido spikes. My little black book is a gold mine just waiting to be tapped. It’s got a bit of everything: childhood friends where the chemistry eventually turned into tumbling in the sheets, holiday flings met on a beach or in a harbor bar. Some wear wedding rings; others are free as birds. Occasionally, some have had the bad idea of mentioning marriage or moving in together, but they’ve always hit a brick wall. I won’t budge on this: sharing a roof, sharing the same air and space—it’s the beginning of the end. I tried it two or three times in the past, but the walls always ended up closing in, and the idyll invariably sank into petty arguments and bickering that drove me insane.

What I want is total sovereignty over my existence. I want to wake up whenever the hell I feel like it, lounge under the covers until noon if the mood takes me, or grab a bite standing up in the kitchen at three in the morning without answering to anyone. I have sex when my body demands it, and I channel-surf through the brain-dead trash on TV without having to endure a partner’s sighing. If I want to spend an all-nighter wandering the internet, I don’t want to feel a judgmental gaze burning into my back. If I decide to get up at five to go running in the woods and breathe in the scent of fresh humus, I refuse to be called "crazy" by someone rolling over under the duvet. Maybe people call that selfishness, but it’s a selfishness I claim proudly, like a banner. Life is far too short to let yourself be poisoned by a husband’s compromises or, worse yet, the grueling constraints of kids. On that front, fate made the call for me, and I couldn't be happier: I’m sterile, and it’s a peace of mind I never get tired of.

When it comes to my taste in men, I have a predilection for the raw, the muscular, the virile. I’m not necessarily talking about the size of his member, though a nice package never ruined the party. No, for me, virility is a matter of stamina and temperament. I like the solid, tireless type—the kind of man who can throw you around the mattress in every possible position and fuck you for hours without losing his breath or his edge. The problem is that despite my well-stocked contact list, those specimens aren't exactly thick on the ground. Most men I cross paths with are actually riddled with insecurities, far more talkative and boastful in bars than they are once the clothes hit the floor. More than once, I’ve ended my nights playing "soul nurse," consoling these gentlemen through their doubts or their failures. It’s not unpleasant—a little tenderness feels good sometimes—but on a purely physical level, it often leaves you hungry.

In my job as a postwoman, contrary to what the tiredest fantasies suggest, I don’t stumble upon packs of males in heat at every gate. The textbook cliché of the mailwoman getting bent over between two letters is a pure invention of frustrated screenwriters. For one thing, the reality of the job is a race against the clock; productivity leaves no room for impromptu romps. For another, in our small villages, anonymity doesn’t exist. If I were getting laid at every street corner, the news would be around town before I’d even finished my route, and the gossip-mongers would have me nailed to the wall. And let’s be honest, most men are respectful; they don't spend their mornings lurking behind the door with their dicks in their hands waiting for me to pass. In ten years of my career, I’ve only succumbed to temptation on the clock three times. For a free, single woman, that’s practically an ascetic’s record.

The first two times go back to my early days, with an old friend I had a serious thing for. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t regret this lack of professional action. I’d hate to have satyrs waiting for me around the hedges to jump me with their filthy hands and crooked cocks. I’m much more susceptible to the charm of a discreet flirtation—the manners of a man who knows how to invite me to dinner or take me to a movie before getting down to business. All this to say that what happened the other day remains, fortunately, a total exception in my well-oiled routine.

There are two of us sharing the mail in the village. There’s Nicole, who’s nearing fifty and pounds the pavement on foot, and then there’s me, Mathilde—the specialist of wide-open spaces and back alleys, always behind the wheel of my little company car. The incident happened at an isolated farm, a somewhat dilapidated old main house inhabited by a couple of retired farmers who refuse to give up the land. It’s a place I almost never set foot in because they hardly receive anything besides a few useless flyers. Usually, I just slide the bills into the rusty mailbox at the very end of the lane, saving myself a tedious detour.

However, that morning, I had a certified letter to deliver to them personally against a signature. So, I had to turn onto their path, gritting my teeth and praying that my tires wouldn't get bogged down in the ruts gorged with black mud. When I arrived in the courtyard, I found no doorbell to announce my presence, but the silence wasn't broken by any barking, which was already a relief. The main door of the farmhouse was wide open to the outside, shielded only by a curtain of multicolored plastic fringes that hung limp. I stepped forward, letter in hand, preparing to belt out a loud "Is anyone home?" but the words got stuck in my throat. The sight that met me, right there in the kitchen, nailed me to the spot. The old farmwife was bent forward over the massive wooden table, her dark petticoats crudely hitched up over her hips. The old man was right behind her, pants down at his ankles, his pale buttocks in motion. He was plowing into her with savage energy, swearing like a sailor in the heat of the effort. I’m no prude; I’ve seen it all and my ears are used to filth, but such vulgarity, such sheer brutality in words—it was unheard of. He bellowed:

"So, you old carcass, what do ya think of my big stick reaming out your pipe, huh? Does it remind you of being twenty and a virgin, or do I gotta pound your cum-hole even harder to make you remember? Fuck, if you hadn't turned into such a shriveled, hideous old hag, I'd come and empty my load in there way more often, believe me!"

The effort reached its peak. The old farmer gave his final thrusts, jerky and brutal, while his calloused hands gripped the old woman’s hips with an iron vice. He finally went still, his body shaken by one last spasm, and he emptied himself inside her with a beast-like howl, a guttural cry that seemed to come from the depths of time and the throat of a wounded animal. Immediately after, without a single gesture of tenderness, he pulled out his gear. It was a massive prick, an oversized piece of meat, purplish and laced with bulging veins, as far as I could tell from my involuntary vantage point. With a casualness that chilled me, he wiped it unceremoniously on the old woman's pale buttocks, then finished cleaning it off with the hems of her dark skirts. He pulled up his pants in a hurry, patching himself back together while letting out a loud belch that echoed in the heavy silence of the room.

"Now that you're good and full of my seed and you've had your fill for the month, move your fat ass and pour me a good glass of red, goddamn it! I'm dying of thirst from tilling your guts!"

The old woman, without a word, obeyed with mechanical submission, straightening her clothes with a weary gesture before grabbing the bottle. There was little chance she had taken even the slightest pleasure in this grotesque mounting, devoid of all humanity; I even wondered if, in forty years of marriage, she had ever even known what an orgasm was. Taking my courage in both hands, I finally decided to make my presence known. I knocked three sharp times against the doorframe and stepped into the kitchen. The air was thick, almost palpable. The smell of cum, musky and acrid, still floated in the confined atmosphere, mixing with the scent of simmering soup and dust.

"Good morning, sir. Good morning, ma'am. Sorry to disturb you, I have a certified letter for you, I’ll need a signature."

The old man spun around abruptly, his gaze still clouded from the effort, and approached, violently shoving his wife who was in his way.

"Odette, hurry up and get out of here, for God's sake! Go take care of the stable and the animals instead of standing there catching flies. Clear out of here, fast, and let me deal with the mail lady and her papers!"

The poor woman slipped away without a look, leaving me alone with this rural satyr. He grabbed the certified letter, turning it over and over in his earthy fingers as if it were some strange artifact or a threat. I held out the receipt book and my pen, trying to maintain a professional composure despite the unease knotting my stomach.

"Well now, my little hussy," he threw at me with a predatory grin that revealed rotten teeth, "I always suspected you mail girls were a bunch of perverts, always dragging your eyes everywhere and spying on what honest folks are up to."

"I beg your pardon, sir? I’m just doing my job."

"Ohhh! Don't you go trying to play the prude with me! I saw you right there, behind the curtain, eyes wide open watching me bonk Germaine! And don't give me that shit about looking at the scenery; your gaze was planted right on my proportions. You're all the same, sluts in heat. Always looking for big dicks to fill your holes. You wanna feel mine, see if it’s to your liking?"

And, without a shred of modesty, he pulled his meat right back out of his unbuttoned pants. The old pig wasn't even wearing underwear. His gnarled shaft, impressively thick, was still all shiny and slimy from the romp he’d just had with his wife. I was torn between visceral repulsion and a morbid fascination that I couldn't suppress. My eyes, like magnets, couldn't pull away from that monstrous tool, and this focused attention seemed to act on him like a stimulant. Under my gaze, the cock began to stiffen, swelling with blood until it reached a frightening rigidity. It was a mass of dark, thick flesh, topped with a proud glans, and his two large, dangling balls, heavy with promise, completed the picture. In my life as a free woman, I had never seen one that size; it was a freak of nature.

"It’s a damn sure thing my big rod’s always had people talking, and every perverted bitch in the county’s been interested in it since I was old enough to use it. And you, little mail girl, with your 'sweet innocent' act, you look like a real prize slut yourself."

He closed the gap between us, the stench of stale tobacco and sweat hitting my nostrils. With a rough jerk, he grabbed my hand and slammed it unceremoniously onto his tool. His skin was burning, harder and coarser than I had ever imagined.

"Go on, get a good feel of it, feel the weight of the goods. You can see it already, can't you? This big column buried deep in your cunt, scouring your guts right to the core? That's gotta be getting you real worked up, you little pervert... Admit it, you’re dying for it!"

I don’t know what demon possessed me in that moment, but I couldn't find the words to protest. He was right. A liquid heat flooded my crotch, and I felt my legs waver. The desire to be possessed by this raw force, by this massive, slimy cock, overrode my reason. When he grabbed me by the shoulders to turn me around, I offered no resistance. He unbuttoned my work pants with brutal haste and yanked them down in one sharp motion, taking my panties with them. I let him do it, breathless, and leaned forward over the kitchen table, adopting exactly the same position as his wife just minutes before. Without a hint of foreplay, without a single caress, he rammed his enormous, gnarled prick into me. The penetration was incredibly violent, nearly tearing me apart, and he immediately began to work me over with an infernal rhythm, pounding my hips while drenching me in insults and raw, vulgar filth. Under the shock of this carnal assault, I didn't take long to come, my body exploding in a spasm I couldn't contain. This seemed to surprise him; he likely wasn't used to a woman reacting that way to his shock treatment. He went soft for a brief moment, but his fire returned quickly. Since he had emptied himself recently, he had gained endurance. I came a second time, then a third, my face pressed against the cold wood of the table, before finally feeling his hot jet flood me. It was an endless stream—I felt as if he were emptying an entire bucket inside me, to the point where I wondered if he was actually pissing, so abundant was the liquid. The brute didn't even bother to vary the pleasure; he fucked me like a dog, in the dust and the vulgarity. He finally withdrew and started "patching himself back together," as he put it, after once again using my ass like a common rag to wipe his cock. He blew his nose loudly into his fingers, wiped them on his pants, and went to pour himself another glass of his acidic swill.

As I pulled my clothes back up, my hands trembling and my legs like jelly, the woman reappeared in the doorway. There was no point in hiding it: she had heard everything, understood everything. Yet, she said nothing; her face remained a mask of cold resignation, sculpted by years of abuse. Before she even had time to protest, he was already screaming at her for forgetting to bring in the milk cans. The old man, with a shaky hand, finally signed my receipt and handed it back to me. In front of his wife, who didn't flinch, he threw one last challenge my way:

"If you ever get an itch in your backside again or if your little hole gets lonely, you can come back whenever you want, mail girl. I’ll fix you up in no time, don’t you worry."

Shame washed over me, not for myself, but for this poor woman who endured this monster every day. I took my leave in a hurry, fleeing that cursed kitchen. I was considerably late on my route, but that was the least of my worries. I could feel the old man’s slimy juice slowly running down my thighs, a persistent sensation that reminded me of my debasement. I felt dirty, soiled to my very soul, and I hated myself for giving in so easily to temptation with such an abject and vulgar being.

Since that day, I’ve carefully avoided going back to the farm. I haven't seen that dirty-handed satyr again. I sincerely hope that, if our paths were to cross again, I’d show more backbone. But in the secret of my lonely nights, I have to admit a disturbing truth: I often relive that scene in my dreams. I see myself bent over that table, I feel the old man’s weight on me again, and I often end up touching myself frantically while thinking back to that moment of pure brutality, imagining the old man’s massive, gnarled prick drilling through my insides once more.
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​Jennifer’s Secret (by Tatum Ash  )
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Spring had finally settled over the capital, chasing away the last bites of the Parisian gloom. For me, it was the long-awaited signal: I could finally pull my workout gear out of the closet and go burn off the toxins accumulated over the long winter months. The need to sweat, to feel my muscles tighten and my breath quicken, had become a total obsession. As soon as the end-of-day bell rang at the office, I didn't linger. I headed home with a brisk step, my mind already focused on the exertion, and quickly threw on my gear before lacing up.

Once my sneakers were tight, I headed toward the Bois de Boulogne. My strides were heavy at first, but I soon found my rhythm and that almost masochistic pleasure of sweat beading on my forehead. The sky began to take on orange hues as the sun sank slowly behind the treetops. The streetlamps along the main avenue that cuts the woods in two flickered on one by one, casting circles of pale light onto the asphalt. Faced with the influx of Sunday runners crowding the main path, I decided to veer off. I pushed into the narrower trails, where the shadows of the undergrowth grew dense and the air turned cooler. I had been running relentlessly for an hour now, and I felt my body reaching a boiling point. The fatigue was there—and it was delicious. I spotted a solitary bench away from the path and decided to stop there to catch my breath. As I began my stretches, my t-shirt, completely soaked with sweat, clung unpleasantly to my chest and back, highlighting every movement of my still-warm muscles.

Suddenly, the snap of dry branches broke the silence of the forest behind me. I jumped and spun around, my heart beating a little faster. A woman emerged from the bushes, dressed in a long dark coat that completely concealed her figure. She walked toward me with a confident, almost feline grace and sat down on the bench I had just chosen. An enigmatic smile, both soft and provocative, played on her lips.

"Hello there, handsome," she said in a velvet voice. "Am I interrupting your workout, or are you finished conquering the woods?"

"Hello! No, no, not at all. I was just taking a little break so I didn't end up dead on my feet," I replied, trying to regain a normal breathing rhythm.

"Are you alright? You didn't push yourself too hard, did you? Is your heart beating too fast in that chest of yours?"

"I'm fine, really fine, thanks. It’s just the price to pay for the overly sedentary winter I just put behind me. I’ve got to get back into the swing of things."

"Do you come running here often? Is this your usual playground, or did you just happen to get lost in the depths of the forest?"

"Usually, I prefer to stay on the main avenue. It’s better lit and more open. But tonight, there were just too many people... I was looking for some quiet. I wanted to be left alone to finish my session."

"That was a great intuition. It’s very nice here. It’s a particularly quiet spot, hidden from prying eyes. It’s my little secret corner of paradise."

I tried to get back to my stretching, forcing myself to look natural despite the troubling presence of this stranger watching me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her reach into her pocket, pull out a cigarette, and light it with a slow gesture. She took a drag, the smoke rising lazily into the damp evening air, all while never taking her eyes off my movements. The silence that settled in wasn't awkward; it was charged with an electric tension that I felt rising inside me. Suddenly, in one fluid motion, she crossed her legs. The coat fell open, and I discovered her legs—absolutely magnificent, perfectly curved and encased in black stockings of exquisite thinness that caught the light of the distant streetlamps. I fought to remain stoic, not to let my agitation show, and continued my flexibility exercises with feigned concentration.

"It looks like you’re really burning up," she remarked, blowing out a thin stream of smoke. "You’re giving off an impressive amount of heat. You’re like a furnace."

"That’s an understatement. I’m literally drenched. But it’s an incredible feeling. It feels damn good to sweat this much after a workout."

"You shouldn't stay in that wet fabric sticking to your skin; you’ll end up catching a cold with the chill setting in. Come on, be sensible. Take off your shirt and let your body breathe a little in the open air."

Without even thinking, as if pushed by an invisible force, I obeyed. I grabbed the hem of my soaked garment and pulled it off, exposing my bare torso to the light evening breeze. The contrast of the cool air on my burning skin sent an immediate shiver through me.

"If you only knew how much I understand you... I’m starting to feel a bit cramped myself, and I’ve suddenly become very hot."

She had barely finished her sentence when she abruptly threw open the sides of her coat. The shock was so great that I stood there mouth agape, my breath hitched. Under that wool protection, she wore nothing but a set of jet-black lingerie: a garter belt that emphasized her hips, a tiny thong, and a lace bra that barely held her breasts. She clearly savored my stunned reaction, and her smile widened, more predatory than ever.

"Don’t just stand there like a statue, babe. Come and sit a little closer to me."

Responding to her invitation like an automaton, I sat back down on the bench right next to her. The scent of her perfume mingled with the smell of the forest. Immediately, she placed a firm hand
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