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Chapter One
It’s hard to say how, when and why I became obsessed with astrology. I have always been curious about a person’s psychological composition, asking nearly everyone with whom I come into contact: “What’s your sign?”
My obsession may have something to do with the fact I share my birthday with Carl Sagan, the American astronomer and astrochemist; but that’s for the stars to determine. Suffice to say, I learned everything there was to know about my own sign, Scorpio, the eighth sun sign in the zodiac, before diving head-first into the deep end of the celestial pool. I spent countless hours poring over astrology books at libraries and bookstores; forever searching and analyzing the planetary bodies’ influence over human affairs.
Everything I’ve read about my own sun sign rang true for me, ultimately leading me to explore each zodiac sun sign’s unique complexities.
The entire zodiac belt is based on 12 signs, governed by eight planets: Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, Neptune, Pluto and the sun and moon. Each calendar month is ruled by a specific sign, giving those born in that month behaviors and personality traits associated with it.
The 12 signs are divided into four elements: fire, earth, water and air. The meaning of the elements derives from how we experience them. Fire expresses assertion, self-confidence and love of life. Earth grounds us and offers us dependability, materialism and common sense. Air expresses humanity, language and intelligence. Water is expressed through emotion, imagination and empathy. Three signs share the same element: Aries, Leo and Sagittarius are fire signs. Capricorn, Taurus and Virgo are earth signs. Aquarius, Gemini and Libra are air signs. Pisces, Cancer and Scorpio are water signs.
Each sign is represented by a specific celestial image, as those that can be seen above in the sky can also be found below. This further explains each zodiac sign’s inherent traits. For example, I mentioned I am a Scorpio. The scorpion is a nocturnal crustacean known for the lethal sting from its tail if someone tries to harm it.
The human body also corresponds with each zodiac sun sign. Aries, the first sign of the zodiac, rules the head. Pisces, the last zodiac sign, rules over the feet.
Those who don’t believe in astrology argue that specific traits designated for one sun sign can also be found in every other sign. I concur; but have found that a person’s sun sign represents only one aspect of his or her planetary makeup.
It’s important to note that on the day each of us was born there were nine other influential signs in the sky. These other signs added cosmic seasoning to our natal charts, creating a celestial thumbprint in the sky. In other words, every person has a bit of all the signs mixed into his or her unique character—but your zodiac sun sign is the most powerful and influential sign of your personality.
Other planetary influences aside, what I discovered through years of studying astrology was how each particular sun sign seemed to have a profound affect on how I connected—or didn’t—with a person. I observed a direct correlation between each person’s penetrating personality traits, to include sexual insight based upon a specific zodiac sign.
Most of us have our own ideas about which zodiac sign we’re most attracted to; and some of us may have found a repetitive pattern. Maybe you’re like me, and seem to attract the same zodiac sign or its sister or brother element over and over and over, like a long train of ex-lovers that all share the same zodiac sign or element.
Is it possible I’ve been missing out on the unique and sexy traits of all the other signs? If I broadened my sexual zodiac aesthetic to include all 12, could I gain new sexual zodiac perspective on each? I wondered if I might also gain further insight into my own zodiac sun sign.
As a Scorpio, my ruling planets are Mars and Pluto, and my element is water. Scorpios rule the sexual organs: I have an inherent fascination with sex-related subjects.
Based on my astrological sign, it comes as no surprise that I’ve considered on more than one occasion gathering intimate information on each sign to further whet my sexual astrological appetite; but never put a plan together until now.
* * * *
It was New Year’s Day. I had counted down the last remaining seconds of 2008, kissed at least five strangers, and toasted the new year with more than one sip of champagne. I looked out at the crowded dance floor, and beyond it to the sea of white linen-covered tables adorned with pink and grey crinoline wedding favors, half-emptied glasses of champagne, and smatterings of roast beef and double chocolate wedding cake. Roxanne, you have reached your final destination, I said to myself, mimicking in my head the programmed British voice command of my car’s GPS system. I took a seat and bit into a second helping of wedding cake.
I removed my half-size too small, pink satin pumps from my tired, aching feet and kicked the shoes under my table. The hideous pink chiffon bridesmaid dress I wore had lost one of the straps keeping its puffy sleeve in place, and was crumpled and dangling off my bare shoulder. The dress made me look like a pink flamingo: My long arms and legs were golden brown from the bottle of tanning cream I’d applied to my petite five-foot-three body. My long, blond hair was off my face, exposing an alcohol-induced pink flush across my cheeks.
A super-strength aspirin chased by vodka and champagne had done nothing to help my headache. The DJ was played a Police classic and my theme song: “Roxanne, you don’t have wear that dress tonight, walk the streets for money, you don’t care if it’s wrong or if it’s right…Roxanne, you don’t have to turn on the red light…”
* * * *
I attended the wedding alone. I had been dating someone for 12 months, and thought things were going well. When I accepted the invitation to be in my friend’s wedding, I also checked the box indicating I’d be with guest. But he broke things off just before the holidays, claiming he needed a break to make sure I was the right one for him.
Virgo earth signs rule over the digestive system; thus they’re known for having to be really sure of something deep down in their guts before jumping in. But knowing that did little for my state of mine.
I decided to put my big-girl panties on—actually a cheetah-print thong—hold my head up high and go to the New Year’s Eve wedding by myself. Like a good bridesmaid, I agreed to all the bride’s wishes; including the ridiculous pink dress and matching dyed shoes.
The bride was a Cancer: a water sign, like me. The groom was an Aquarius, an air sign. My first reaction after learning about their astrological coupling was, “gulp,” because water and air aren’t supposed to be a good combination. But maybe her water bearer air sign had a large cock and a strong tongue; and in that case, who really cares what his zodiac sign was? I cared. I wanted to experience what she already knew about these sexy, cerebral air signs. I could read about what others had already experienced in any of the astrology books I’d paged through, but that wasn’t the same. I could probably pick the bride’s brain on her and her husband’s sex life, but I wanted to experience a sexual liaison with an Aquarius lover firsthand.
But it wasn’t just air signs I wanted to have sex with. I wanted to experience the sexual mysteries of each of the 12 zodiac signs. As I took another bite of cake, my mind raced. There are 12 months in a year, I plotted, and 12 zodiac signs. Why don’t I have sex with each of them this year? Hell, this can be my new year’s resolution.
I tracked down the bride. She glowed blissfully. As the champagne rushed to my head, I wanted to share my exciting news with her about my New Year’s resolution; and let her know it was her sanction of matrimony that acted as my catharsis. I figured if I shared this news with her, it would be a nice segway into asking whether I might borrow her Aquarius husband in the name of sexual zodiac research.
I could tell she had something to share with me as well. She glimmered and sparkled in her white gown as her pink glossed lips parted and her eyes flashed with forbearance. I leaned in closer.
She told me how much she loved the bridesmaid dresses, and she thought I could definitely wear it again, in public; and oh by the way where were my shoes? It felt like someone let the air out of my tires. I couldn’t very well express my wanton sexual thoughts when her mind was somewhere else entirely.
I stared at her, my mouth gaping, until I realized this was not the response she sought from me. I managed a smile, hugged her, and told her she looked beautiful.
After the bride was whisked away by another wedding guest, I stood tinged with dissatisfaction for a moment before deciding to seek solace in a second piece of wedding cake. I sat back in my chair and balanced the plate of cake in one hand, a glass of champagne in the other. I’d forgotten about the large pink bow was attached to the base of the dress’ lower back. It flattened against my back.
I shrugged my shoulders, took a sip of champagne, and looked up. Three men were seated at my table who hadn’t been there before. Each was laughing at the bow that was now flattened into a pancake behind me. Where’d they come from? I wondered. They weren’t there a minute ago.
They took turns asking if I wanted to dance or needed more champagne. I realized they were flirting with me. Venus must be aligned with Scorpio, I thought, or these guys are into pink and obnoxious.
My mind raced as I sat listening to each pick-up line. Wow. I make my New Year’s resolution and look what happens! There was a time when I would have chosen just one of the three, but not anymore. God, I hope I don’t have three of the same zodiac signs hitting on me at the same time. Something tells me by the way they’re dressed, and the way each one expresses himself, they’re all very different. I can probably take a stab at guessing which zodiac sign each one is, but it’s more fun just to ask.
Little did the three unsuspecting suitors know I’d just made my resolution and they each carried a winning “Roxanne wants to fuck you” ticket. The universe has a way of helping you achieve your goals, once you’ve make a decision and let it know what you want.
I wasn’t biting into any of the three separate offers at this point. I couldn’t make up my mind which one I wanted first. I just smiled and acted coy, letting each know I was interested. This made them chase me harder.
I decided to play along, and I volleyed my first question: “What are each of your zodiac signs?”
“My birthday is April 15th,” Scott said first. His piercing blue eyes were filled with fiery adventure. “That makes me a—”
“Aries,” I interjected, knowing immediately. Scott fit the typical characteristics of his zodiac sign: impulsive and impetuous. He exuded the undeniably appealing strong, heroic image often personified in romantic books and movies. Because Aries is the first zodiac sign out of the 12, it was no wonder he felt compelled to be the first to answer.
I smiled as Scott exercised his Aries bravado, bragging and trying to monopolize my attention. The man seated next to him finally spoke up.
“Hello. Let me introduce myself. My name is Eric and I’m a Capricorn.”
Ah, I smiled; the steadfast earth sign has had enough of the Fire sign’s ostentation! Eric stuck his hand out to greet mine in typical Capricorn business-like fashion. He wore tortoise shell glasses, but I could see the warmth of his soft, brown eyes as he looked directly into the dark blue of mine. As expected, his handshake was strong; his hand warm and inviting.
Eric wore an outdated tweed sports coat that was a bit too big for his medium frame. He had a full head of thick, brown hair, round brown eyes, and a worried expression on his face—probably something to do with career goals or his financial portfolio.
“I was born on July fourth,” the third man seated at the table ventured. “I think that makes me Cancer?”
“Yes. You’re a Cancer.”
“I thought so, but I don’t really follow astrology. Hi, my name is Ben.” He smiled and raised his hand in a hello, almost shyly.
The Cancer often demonstrates taciturn behavior; thus his reason for speaking last. The Cancer crab was a zodiac sign I had some carnal knowledge of already; but Ben was hot, and this was a new year. My interest was piqued.
Cancers are the homebodies of the zodiac. Happiness for them is domestic bliss. These signs are not looking for a quick fling—they want romance. The secret of Cancer’s sex appeal is the way his sensitivity translates into sentimentality and romance.
It wasn’t as though I had to start my resolution plan that moment, but opportunity knocked. I mentally assessed the situation of all three men, taking into account their signs and quickly realized they probably wouldn’t go for a ménage a quattro. It would have to be one–on-one sex with each of them. Oh darn.
I knew conservative Capricorn Eric would never go for meeting me under the table for an oral conference; ditto for Ben the Cancer, because of his romantic nature. I could, however, convince Scott, the cavalier Aries, to meet me in the bathroom for a quickie.
I stood up. All six pairs of eyes watched me. I walked over to Scott and whispered in his ear to meet me in the bathroom. He nodded attentively and I felt the fiery pulse of heat running through his veins. He felt like he’d won. He stood up from his chair; said his goodbyes and headed toward the bathrooms.
I moved to Eric next, careful not to display too much public attention as I bent forward and whispered how much I’d like to meet him sometime this week for a follow-up drink and maybe a chat about my stock portfolio. I slipped him my business card. He beamed with enthusiasm, scooted his chair back, stood and called it a night.
Lastly, I sat next to Ben. Gently touching his large hands with mine, I opened his palms and scribbled my cell number in the middle of his left. I told him I thought sharing a romantic candlelight dinner with a bottle of wine while engaging in conversation was in our near future. He blushed in embarrassment, but smiled because he confessed that’s exactly what he was thinking. I smiled into his dreamy, sensitive eyes.
* * * *
I watched Ben saunter toward the exit door of the reception hall before making a beeline for the ladies’ bathrooms.
I paused at the door for a moment, searching my mind for what else I knew about Aries men. They love a challenge; and man had just won a romp with the Scorpio girl he’d been chasing. I knew the lustful fire that started in his head burned between his legs now. Aries love the thought of conquering something.
I pulled back the door to the ladies’ room and stepped inside. The dull beige color of the bathroom’s tiled floor looked up at me. “I suspect your boring beige life is about to get a little more exciting,” I joked under my breath to the unresponsive floor.
Scott’s was crouched over one of the bathroom sinks, splashing cold water on his face. He straightened and looked at me, smiling devilishly as I approached. His smile deepened as he reached for a paper towel and dried his face. He was about six feet tall, long-waisted, and had an overall muscular physique. I could almost see his cock twitching inside his dress slacks.
“Are you hot?” I asked stupidly.
“You have no idea.” Scott grabbed my waist and pulled me to him.
Aries like to dominate. The Ram rules over the head on the body. Being this up close and personal, I noticed Scott had a few dents and scars around his face and bald head. Those battle warrior wounds were probably from diving head first into life—more proof of his Aries nature.
I felt the coolness from the water on Scott’s lips as he kissed me. I closed my eyes and kissed him back, trying to keep up with his fast pace. Mars, all aggressive energy and creative action, is the ruling planet of Aries. I definitely felt all his planet had to offer.
Scott pressed his chest against my breasts and ground his swelling cock into my crotch. I could hear the swishing sound of his pants as they rubbed against the chiffon of my pink bridesmaid dress. My panties were soaked. My cunt swelled with anticipation.
He reached both his hands under my dress and lifted me up. I wrapped my legs around the small of Scott’s back. He carried me into the last bathroom stall and kicked the door closed with his foot. I could feel his hands firmly around the cheeks of my ass, squeezing and exploring. His fingers grazed my cheetah-print panties, searching for more. My panties felt squishy and wet. As his tongue probed deeper inside my open mouth, I felt Scott’s fingers dip inside my panties, touching my wet pussy lips and throbbing clit. I moaned at his touch.
The bathroom door opened and the click-clack of women’s shoes crossed the tile floor. We opened our eyes and pulled back an inch from the other’s lips. Scott’s breath was hot. My heart pounded against our chests. Scott continued to move his fingers around my cunt in reconnaissance as his eyes bore into me. I blinked heavily; trying to fight back the desire to moan loudly as his fingers rubbed back and forth across my inflated clit.
“Joanne is drinking too much again and flirting with my husband,” a woman said. “I hate it when she does that.”
“Oh, Carol,” another answered. “She’s just trying to get attention. She doesn’t mean anything by it.”
Click, clack, click, clack and then the metal door closed one stall over. Click clack, click, clack, and the second woman took to another stall. Latches to both metal locked in unison. I put my head on Scott’s shoulder to steady my breath. Two of his fingers fucked me in a slow tease.
“God you’re wet,” Scott said in a low and husky whisper. “I want to fuck you.” We heard the flush of one toilet, then another. Both metal doors opened. The women’s shoes click-clacked back across the floor to the sinks. Water was turned on, soap was dispensed, and paper towels were torn, crumpled up, and thrown away.
“If you keep on doing that with your fingers,” I whispered, “I’m going to come.”
Aries like to be complimented. “This?” He murmured, and pushed his two fingers deeper inside me. Chills spread over my body. I wanted to scream.
“Can I borrow your lipstick?” Carol asked the other woman.
“Oh. Of course. Isn’t this a great color?”
Please God, I pleaded silently. Please make them go away so I can come. Scott pressed his lips against mine again, muffling what he thought was a potential scream.
Click, clack, went the sound of the women’s shoes. The bathroom door opened and shut. Then, silence. Scott worked quickly. He placed me on top of the toilet seat as he unzipped his pants, freeing his long, hard dick. I pulled my sopping-wet panties down to the floor, reached inside the front of my dress, and pulled out a condom. Scott tore it open with his teeth and rolled it over his stiff cock. We were in business.
He lifted me back up and I wrapped my legs tightly around him, straddling him again. Scott pressed my back against the stall door. I slowly slid myself down, inching my craving pussy onto his cock. He filled me up completely and deeply. Scott’s entire body rocked me up and down against the metal bathroom door as he thrust into me. The cold of the metal door seared into my back. The rows of bathroom stalls shook as I slid up and down; meeting every forceful plunge with a groan.
Beads of sweat pooled on Scott’s forehead. His head was buried into the loose sleeve of my dress. He thrust harder and I started to come. I held onto the back of Scott’s shirt, tearing and pulling it as my orgasm spilled over me. His fingers dug tightly into my ass as his cock erupted. “I’m coming!” he cried.
Minutes passed before I finally moved and felt Scott’s cock seep out of me. My legs were stiff and shaking. Scott slowly lowered me until my feet touched the tile floor. I reached for my panties, but decided not to put them back on. They were sopping wet. Scott removed the condom, flushed it down the toilet, zipped his pants, and followed me out of the stall.
I could already feel the thrill of the chase for him subsiding. Scott had had me. The challenge was over. I needed to catch my breath and get myself together before walking back out to the party, so I said he should go. He didn’t argue. I barely turned the water on before I heard the bathroom door close. Scott was already gone.
Chapter Two
After my bathroom liaison with Scott, I said my goodbyes and left the wedding. It was pushing 2:30 a.m. when I finally unlocked the front door to my apartment and walked in. Pluto, my cat, greeted me.
I stripped off the dress in the bathroom, and turned on the hot water for a quick shower. Red welts peppered my ass from Scott’s forceful hands. I smiled, remembering the forceful way he took command of my body.
Showered, clean and exhausted, I reached for my cell phone in my purse to charge the battery before my head hit the pillow. I had a text message from a number I didn’t recognize: “Gr8 meetg u 2nite. Dinnr @ my hse this wk?” I was confident the message was from Ben, the Cancer.
Cancers are the fourth sign in the zodiac, and rule the chest area on the body. Cancers are homebodies, so it came as no surprise that he wanted to cook me dinner at his house. I hit the reply button: “Ben, I’d luv dnnr @ ur place. Wh@ wks 4 u?” I hit send.
I pulled back the covers on my bed, stretched and yawned, and climbed in. My cell phone beeped, alerting me to the receipt of a text message. I reached for the phone, which glowed in my now-dark room. “Thurs nite @ 7?”
“Yes. Let’s talk 2morrow. Goodnight.”
I lay in the dark thinking of all the Cancer’s crab characteristics. Like a crab on the beach using its shell for protection, Cancers are notorious for keeping their feelings under wraps. I learned long ago not to let their cragged exteriors fool me. Cancers possess emotional depths that make them incredibly attractive. Once they open up and let you inside, they can be downright dirty in the bedroom.
Ruled by the maternal moon, Cancers are nurturing and sensitive. If you’re looking for someone to comfort you, you’ll be easily turned on by a Cancer’s loyalty and patience.
Next thing I knew, it was late Sunday morning. I had fallen fast asleep dreaming of ocean tides where lots of crabs lived, moving sideways, back and forth across the sand. Like their zodiac sign’s image, Cancers often inch one step toward their desired interest only to pull back; retreating into their shells until they feel safe enough to peek out again.
I had a busy few days at work. Thursday night couldn’t come fast enough. Ben and I spoke briefly on Sunday, and he gave me directions to his home. He lived just minutes from me and close to the lake. Water signs like to be close to water as much as possible.
* * * *
I got home from work on Thursday as soon as I could and took a long, hot soak in the tub. I washed my hair with a shampoo I’d bought that had an ocean breeze fragrance.
I laid out my outfit on the bed: a pair of greenish-blue Capri pants with a matching tank top, and an iridescent short-sleeved sweater. The color of the sweater looked like a moonstone, which I thought Ben would like.
I wore my blond hair down, dried naturally. The wavy, natural curls framed my face like ocean waves. I wore very little make-up: light, pink gloss on my lips, a brush of shimmery shadow across the lids of my eyes, and black mascara. I pinched my cheeks for a natural flush.
The homes on Ben’s street were set back from the street lamps, making it difficult to see the house numbers. I was uncertain which house was his until I spotted a light green Craftsman-style home with a big front porch and a swing. The landscaping and stone walkway were immaculate. It had to be his. As I got closer to the front porch, I could read the address numbers on the last riser of the welcoming front steps. I took a deep breath and pressed my finger to the doorbell. The light fragrance of rosemary and chicken emanated from inside the house.
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