
         saw one of them enter my room and reach for the fruit, and 
with the fruit in hand, come to my bed and bring it to my hard 
cock. I know you’re not sleeping, they’d say, and gently press the 
soft, overripe peach on my cock till I’d pierced the fruit along the 
crease that reminded me so much of Oliver’s ass. The idea seized 
me and would not let go.
I got up and reached for one of the peaches, opened it halfway I got up and reached for one of the peaches, opened it halfway 
with my thumbs, pushed the pit out on my desk, and gently 
brought the fuzzy, blush-colored peach to my groin, and then 
began to press into it till the parted fruit slid down my cock.
...The fruit was leaking all over my cock. If Oliver walked in on 
me now, I’d let him suck me as he had this morning. If Marzia 
came, I’d let her help me finish the job. The peach was soft and 
firm, and when I finally succeeded in tearing it apart with my firm, and when I finally succeeded in tearing it apart with my 
cock, I saw that its reddened core reminded
me not just of an anus but of a vagina, so that holding each half 
in either hand firmly against my cock, I began to rub myself, 
thinking of no one and of everyone, including the poor peach, 
which had no idea what was being done to it except that it had to 
play along and probably in the end took some pleasure in the act 
as well, till I thought I heard it say to me, Fuck me, Elio, fuck me as well, till I thought I heard it say to me, Fuck me, Elio, fuck me 
harder, and after a moment, Harder, I said! while I scanned my 
mind for images from Ovid—wasn’t there a character who had 
turned into a peach and, if there wasn’t, couldn’t I make one up 
on the spot, say, an ill-fated young man and young girl who in 
their peachy beauty had spurned an envious deity who had turned 
them into a peach tree, and only now, after three thousand years, 
were being given what had been so unjustly taken away from were being given what had been so unjustly taken away from 
them, as they murmured, I’ll die when you’re done, and you 
mustn’t be done, must never be done? The story so aroused me 
that practically without warning the orgasm was almost upon me. 
I sensed I could just stop then and there or, with one more stroke, 
I could come, which I finally did, carefully, aiming the spurt into 
the reddened core of the open peach as if in a ritual of 
insemination.insemination.

I
What a crazy thing this was. I let myself hang 
back, holding the fruit in both hands, grateful 
that I hadn’t gotten the sheet dirty with either juice 
or come. The bruised and damaged peach, like a 
rape victim, lay on its side on my desk, shamed, 
loyal, aching, and confused, struggling not to spill 
what I’d left inside. It reminded me that I had what I’d left inside. It reminded me that I had 
probably looked no different on his bed last night 
after he’d come inside me the first time....He 
grabbed it and kissed it, then lifted the sheet 
and seemed surprised to find me naked. He 
immediately brought his lips to where they’d 
promised to return this morning. He loved the 
sticky taste...“Is this what I think it is?” He sticky taste...“Is this what I think it is?” He 
brought the half peach to bed, making certain not 
to spill its contents as he took his clothes off.
“No, you’re not sick—I wish everyone were as 
sick as you. Want to see sick?” What was he up to? 
I hesitated to say yes. He dipped a finger into the 
core of the peach and brought it to his mouth. 
“Please don’t.” This was more than I could bear. “Please don’t.” This was more than I could bear. 
“I never could stand my own. But this is yours. 
Please explain.” “It makes me feel terrible.” He 
simply shrugged my comment away. “Look, you 
don’t have to do this...” ...I watched him put the 
peach in his mouth and slowly begin to eat it, 
staring at me so intensely that I thought even 
lovemaking didn’t go so far. “If you just want to lovemaking didn’t go so far. “If you just want to 
spit it out, it’s okay, it’s really okay, I promise I 
won’t be offended,” I said to break the silence 
more than as a last plea. He shook his head. I could 
tell he was tasting it at that very instant. Something 
that was mine was in his mouth, more his than mine 
now.                                                          
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