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My name is Evelyn Harper, seventy years old, and I’ve been writing in this diary for as long as I can remember. I live alone in a little white house on Maple Lane, just outside the sleepy town of Willow Creek. The neighbors think I’m eccentric—some say I’m “old-fashioned,” others whisper I’m “a bit lonely.” They’re right about the loneliness, but they don’t know the real reason I smile every single morning when the postman knocks.  

His name is Lucas Kane, twenty-two years old, built like the young men in the movies my grandkids used to send me—broad shoulders, dark hair, that easy smile that makes your heart do something it hasn’t done in years. He’s the mailman now, but I like to pretend he’s still a young cowboy or a soldier come back from war. The letters he brings me are the only thing that ever made me feel alive again.  

I remember the day it started. It was a Thursday in late October, leaves turning golden outside my window. I was sitting on the porch swing, knitting a scarf I would never use, when I heard the truck rumble up. There he was, stepping out in his green uniform, cap tilted just right.  

“Morning, Mrs. Harper,” he said, voice smooth as warm honey. “Got your letters again. All the way from Florida.”  

He handed me the small stack—five of them, always five, like he knew exactly how many I needed to read before lunch. My hands shook as I took them. That’s when I first felt it: a little spark, like static electricity in the air before a storm.  

I thanked him, and he lingered a second longer than usual. “You know, Mrs. Harper, you could just call the office if you don’t feel like waiting. We can hold your mail.”  

I looked up at him—really looked—and saw those kind brown eyes. “No, thank you, Lucas. I like the ritual. The smell of the envelope, the way the paper feels... it’s old-fashioned, I know. But it’s mine.”  

He smiled again, that crooked smile that I later learned could melt steel. “Yes ma’am.”  

That was the first time he called me “ma’am” instead of “Mrs.” It felt intimate, like a secret.  

I closed the door behind him and immediately went inside, heart racing for the first time in twenty years. I sat at my little desk by the window, the one my late husband built, and pulled out the first letter.  

It was from my granddaughter in Miami, full of gossip and the usual nonsense. But I didn’t read it. Not yet. I set it aside and opened the stack. Envelope after envelope, all addressed in neat printer handwriting. I tore them open one by one, fingers trembling, and began to read.  

By the time I finished, the room smelled like fresh paper and my own perfume—lavender, the kind my mother used to wear. My cheeks were flushed. I hadn’t felt this alive since my husband passed.  

That night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, replaying the way Lucas had looked at me. I told myself it was just the loneliness talking. But I knew, deep down, it wasn’t.  

The next morning, I was waiting on the porch again. When he pulled up, I waved. He waved back. “Morning, Mrs. Harper.”  

“Morning, Lucas.” I said it without thinking, and the words felt right in my mouth.  

He handed me the letters, and this time our fingers brushed. Just for a second. A tiny spark. I kept it hidden behind a smile.  

That was chapter one of something I never imagined I would live.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Obsession Begins


[image: ]


Ten days later, the letters had become my entire world. I counted them now. Every Thursday, without fail. I arranged my schedule around his truck. I made sure the porch light was on. I even bought new yarn for the scarf so I would have something to do with my hands while I waited.  

Lucas started noticing. One afternoon he parked a little longer, leaned against the truck, and said, “You look like you’re expecting someone special today, Mrs. Harper.”  

I laughed, but it came out shaky. “Just an old woman waiting for her grandkids. Nothing special.”  

He didn’t believe me. His eyes flicked over my face, down to the way my hands moved nervously, then back up. “You sure?”  

I nodded too quickly. “Of course.”  

But inside I was screaming. Every day I told myself it was harmless—letters from family, the old-fashioned way. But the way his voice wrapped around my name, the way he lingered, the way his uniform hugged his shoulders... I was losing my mind.  

I started writing my own letters. Silly things, really. Notes to him about the weather, about the roses in my garden that he always mentioned because he could see them from the truck. I folded them small and left them on the porch for when he came. He never found them, but that didn’t stop me from leaving more.  

I began to dream about him. In one dream he was twenty again, standing on my porch in the rain, holding a single letter addressed only to me. In another he was older, silver at his temples, holding me in his arms and whispering my name like a prayer. I woke up every morning wet between my legs and ashamed, but I couldn’t stop.  

My daughter called once. “Mom, you sound... different. You’re smiling more. Is that mailman still bringing your letters?”  

I smiled so wide my cheeks hurt. “Yes, honey. He’s a nice boy.”  

Nice boy. That’s what I called him to everyone. But to myself, I called him “my young man,” “my favorite,” “the one who makes my heart race.”  

One Thursday he handed me the letters and said, “You know, Mrs. Harper, your grandkids could just email these days. But I like delivering these. Makes the route feel... special.”  

My knees nearly gave out. Special. The word echoed in my head all day.  

That night I wrote in my diary until my eyes burned:  

I think I’m in love with the mailman.  

I’m seventy. He’s twenty-two.  

I’m terrified and thrilled at the same time.  

I can’t stop thinking about the way he says my name.  

Lucas.  

Just Lucas.  

I cried happy tears. I was obsessed. Completely, utterly, dangerously obsessed.
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November brought the first hard frost. The leaves were gone, and the town felt like it was holding its breath. Lucas and I had fallen into a rhythm. He would always bring my letters early. Sometimes he would even sit on the porch swing with me for five minutes, talking about his college classes or the new dog he was training.  

One Thursday he brought my letters and, for the first time, he had something extra—an old paperback I mentioned in one of my letters weeks ago. “Saw this in the bookstore and thought of you,” he said, handing it over.  

I took it, our fingers touching again. This time he didn’t pull away.  

“Thank you, Lucas.”  

He smiled. “Anytime, Mrs. Harper.”  

But he stayed. We sat on the swing until the sun went down. He told me about growing up poor, about how he worked hard to get to college, about how he loved the quiet of driving through small towns. I told him about my late husband, about how I still baked his favorite pie every Sunday even though I was alone.  

By the time he left, we were laughing like old friends.  

That night I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about his laugh, the way his uniform stretched across his chest when he reached for the letters. I touched myself thinking about him, ashamed and aroused at the same time.  

The next morning I left a letter on the porch addressed to him. Not
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