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My Dad said, “Never marry the first woman you fall in love with.” 

She carried a ribbon around in her purse, as a flower for her hair. Sometimes it was a bookmark, dangling between her legs; other times it got tangled around my neck as I went down on her, sprawled out on the couch cushions. The first time we made love, what I wanted to know most of all was how she tasted.


“Are sperm visible to the naked eye?” she asked me over the phone. 


I said no. But that question deserved an explanation.


She said that after I’d left, she’d peed and floating in the toilet bowl was some left over cum in the shape of a sperm, but bigger obviously. And it was oddly beautiful because it reminded her of babies and me, sex, love and marriage and all that stuff.


I kissed the phone receiver and could feel her thin little lips.


“It’s such a strange feeling wanting to have kids with someone,” I said, “because part of the feeling is sexual, but there’s so much other stuff underneath that’s hard to pick apart. When I think about it, I think first of what it feels like to finish inside you, then I think of your body and I think of us kissing, first in bed, then in a garden with sunlight; I feel myself kissing the golden hairs of your hairline, then the warmth of your belly with my arms around it, me in your body like a marshmallow in a microwave; then I see a kid in your arms, and I reach over and brush back his hair and then I think of what an amazing adventure it would be to raise a kid with you—how much we’d learn.”


I thought of all I didn’t know about her. She said she loved me.


“I love you too,” and for the first time in a while I wasn’t sure if I meant it. But I went along with it because I thought, I’m just afraid of commitment, and since I know that’s silly, I can pre-empt the feeling and get on with my life.


We got married in a garden. At our wedding, she requested that the figurines on our cake be life-size replicas of the two of us. But it was her wedding and there was only enough cake for a figurine of her. I was okay with it: all I wanted to know was how she tasted, but a ribbon came loose from the decorations and wrapped itself around me, holding me down while she, drunk with champagne, lovingly kissed me. By the time I got to the dessert table, all of her had been eaten and there was nothing left to taste.


The rabbi came over to me and put a hand on my shoulder. 


“Matzel tov, Moshe! How do you feel to be a married man?” he asked me.


“Hungry.”


“Does she taste good at least?”


She was the first woman I’d fallen in love with and she tasted like wedding cake. She was so sweet. 

She looked up at me from across the dessert table. I had nothing to say to her, so I took her into my arms and ate.
