
    
    [image: cover]
    

	
	
				Contents

				Title Page

				Copyright

				PROLOGUE

				CHAPTER ONE

				CHAPTER TWO

				CHAPTER THREE

				CHAPTER FOUR

				CHAPTER FIVE

				CHAPTER SIX

				CHAPTER SEVEN

				CHAPTER EIGHT

				CHAPTER NINE

				CHAPTER TEN

				Special Excerpt

			

	

				

				WAVE OF MEMORIES

				The Sons of the Zodiac

				Addison Fox

				

		

	
		
			
				

				New American Library

				Published by New American Library, a division of

				Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street,

				New York, New York 10014, USA

				Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto,

				Ontario M4P 2Y3, Canada (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)

				Penguin Books Ltd., 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

				Penguin Ireland, 25 St. Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2,

				Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd.)

				Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124,

				Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty. Ltd.)

				Penguin Books India Pvt. Ltd., 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park,

				New Delhi - 110 017, India

				Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, Auckland 0632,

				New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd.)

				Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty.) Ltd., 24 Sturdee Avenue,

				Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

				Penguin Books Ltd., Registered Offices:

				80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

				Published by New American Library,

				a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				First E-Book Printing, April 2012

				Copyright © Frances Karkosak, 2012

				All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

				NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY and logo are trademarks of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				ISBN: 978-1-101-54821-9

				PUBLISHER’S NOTE

				This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

				     The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party Web sites or their content.
  
				[image: Pearson-CR-Logo.jpg]

							

		

	
			
				

				ALSO BY ADDISON FOX

				The Sons of the Zodiac Series

				Warrior Ascended

				Warrior Avenged

				Warrior Betrayed

				Alaskan Nights Novels

				Baby It’s Cold Outside

				

				

			

	
			
				

				For Tank

				I wish for two things.

				That you’ll be there to greet me again someday.

				And that wherever you’ve gone, I hope they have lots and lots of bacon.

				

			

	
			
				

				AQUARIUS WARRIOR

				Quick and capricious, my Aquarius warriors will fiercely protect their beliefs. Full of ideas, an Aquarian will hone his mind as sharply as his body.

				His ready intellect will outmaneuver any opponent and only after they misjudge his power will his enemies fall to his willful dominance.

				Altruistic and kind, my Aquarius will never turn away someone in need. Although he pays a price for his ready service, he will persevere until justice is served.

				He is a dreamer and an idealist. The woman who can win his affection will find a lover beyond measure; a forever romance.

				—The Diaries of Themis, Goddess of Justice

				

		

	
		
			
				PROLOGUE

				207 BC—Megalopolis, Seat of the Achaean League

				Megaera closed the heavy door behind her, effectively muting the harsh shouts from the room within. The revered Greek hero, Philopoemen, commander of the Achaean League’s cavalry, had laid down his sword and waged a bitter battle of words the last two days, to no avail.

				His foe, Quintus, still opposed Philopoemen’s proposed approach to controlling the Spartan rebellion brewing across the region and had added the voice of his son, Tyrus.

				The little fucker.

				Meg shook her head as the voices on the other side of the door rose again, the angry harsh tones audible, even through the thick wood at her back.

				Although Philopoemen spoke with reason, logic on his side, his opponent would have none of it, the man’s hunger for vengeance a living, breathing entity in the room. But it was Tyrus, Meg thought with no small measure of revulsion, who had turned a tense conversation ugly. Barely seventeen, the young pup was as bloodthirsty as he was eloquent. He clearly whispered words of strategy in his father’s ear, his golden tongue clever and quick.

				“I’ve never seen a woman in my father’s chambers.”

				Meg pulled her attention off the raging battle behind the closed door, surprised to find a small, curious-looking boy standing at her side. She hadn’t even heard him approach. “Your father?”

				“Aye. My father is Philopoemen the Great.”

				Meg couldn’t stop the smile at his proud words and stance, his small shoulders thrust back while his even smaller chest pushed forward under his tunic. “And you are?”

				“Aidan.” His brow creased as he stared up at her. “Why are you here?”

				“I’m taking part in the discussions your father is holding.”

				“But you’re a woman.”

				“I am, and a highly capable one at that.” Before he could press her further, she added, “I’ve knowledge of the Spartan warriors your father seeks to do battle with. He’s taken me into his confidence.”

				The boy considered her words for a moment, before shrugging his shoulders. “You must be as wise as you are beautiful.”

				Flattered warmth filtered through her at his innocent words. “I am wise.”

				“Who are you?”

				“I am Megaera.” She left off any further details, instead offering him a smile along with her hand. “But you may call me Meg.”

				“Father takes pride in surrounding himself with those who are capable and clever.” Aidan’s handshake was firm for one so young. “You must have impressed him, Meg.”

				“Your father is well able to recognize an ally.”

				“Even if you are a girl.” Aidan scuffed his sandal on the floor. “Someday I will sit in his chamber and advise him on strategy.”

				Something in the boy’s earnest words tugged at her, his fierce demeanor and firm chin belying his youth. “Someday will come sooner than you think.”

				“Not soon enough,” was his muttered reply.

				Reluctantly intrigued, she found herself motioning to a nearby wooden bench. “You wish to be older, Aidan?”

				He’d followed and took the seat next to her. “Of course. I wish to be rid of my teachers and be free to speak with the words of the philosophers upon my lips. All the knowledge I need is in the pages of my books anyway.”

				The small twitch hit her lips again but she fought the smile, for some reason unwilling to let the boy think she wasn’t taking him seriously. “But without those teachers, you will never learn the tools needed to speak with wisdom.”

				“I know enough.”

				Her hands dropped to her lap as she turned to focus fully upon him. “You do, do you?”

				“Aye, I do.” Aidan leaped from the bench and rose to his full height, his hands balled into fists at his side. “I know that Tyrus plots against the Achaean League, even as he pretends loyalty. And I know his father is weak and old, his sole power his posturing about all the battles he’s fought. He shames the room into listening to him, throwing his years of service into their faces.”

				Whatever amusement Meg had felt vanished at the evidence of the boy’s knowledge. “How do you know all this? You’re only a boy.”

				“I can see the truth.” He rubbed at his neck as if the weight of his speech hung there, shackling him. “I feel it.”

				“And you’ve spoken to your father of this?”

				“He thinks I’m rash and blinded by misplaced vengeance. That I seek revenge against Tyrus for his years of bullying.”

				“Surely he can’t bother much with you. You’re but a child and Tyrus is well on his way to manhood.”

				“He hates me. And I’m ten years old.” That stoic pride filled his voice once more, his blue gaze alight with barely banked fire. “I’m old enough to feel the sting of his words and his fists.”

				Meg struggled to reconcile the large, brawny figure seated at the roundtable and the small, almost fragile-looking boy beside her. Tyrus was more depraved and disillusioned than even she had realized if he saw one small child as a threat.

				Even as she thought it, Aidan’s words slid through her mind once more.

				I feel it.

				She’d heard the stories, of course. Knew there were mortals whose natural gifts were touched by the gods.

				Could this boy be one of them?

				His father was one held in great favor by the Pantheon. It was the very reason she was lending her time and talents—albeit without full disclosure of who she was—to Philopoemen as he sought to battle the Spartans. The hubris of the Spartan soldiers—and their belief they had the status of gods—would not be tolerated.

				With startling clarity, Meg saw the conflict come to life before her eyes, like a carefully woven spider’s web. Thin threads connected in her mind’s eye, Aidan to Tyrus and back again. In her vision, she saw their battle clearly.

				Saw the strands of eternity that bound them together.

				It was the small hand tugging on hers that finally pulled her from the vision. Bright blue eyes gazed up at her, full of knowledge and... something else.

				An odd sense of inevitability—and the heavy bands of fate—wrapped themselves around her chest as she stared down at the small boy.

				He’d fight Tyrus.

				They both would.

				And Aidan would be lost to the world in the process.
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