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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.
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