
Getting ready to leave in the morning was much like the preparations for dozens of half-remembered family vacations.  Everyone was up early, getting dressed and tossing their things in the back of a two-wheeled travelling carriage.  Although it was early and Hilary felt rather muddle-headed without a cup of coffee, she once again refused to let the slaves help her, putting on the yellow palla they’d offered her yesterday by herself and using her reflection in the garden pool – the fountain not being turned on yet – to adjust it.


Marcus and Theophanes had thrown away their 21st century clothing, but Hilary bundled hers up with her purse and her cell phone – the latter was dutifully flashing a ‘no signal’ message at her – and put it in a bag to take with her.  She was going to need those again, after all.


Theophanes ran around looking for a pair of sandals that fit him, eventually having to borrow one from the elderly gardener, while Marcus grumbled that all his togas would be three years old and the cut would be out of style.  The latter idea fascinated Hilary.  As far as she knew, no two historians of dress agreed on the proper shape of a toga.  If it had changed from year to year, as different shapes and drapes came into fashion, that would explain a lot.


When everything seemed to be ready, they had a quick breakfast of bread, honey, and cheese in the little nook, from which there was indeed a fine view of the sunrise.  Hilary decided she liked the food here... it was plain, and to her tastebuds, accustomed to everything being loaded up with MSG, a little dull... but there were flavours in it that one didn’t get in over-salted modern food, and something indefinitely real about it.  Munching on honey and goat cheese, she suddenly didn’t care about her diet.  She could tell this was good for her.


Meanwhile, Claudia ragged on Marcus the way mothers did in any time, and he replied with a beleaguered ‘yes, mother’ dotone that seemed to be likewise universal.


“I sent Demetrios ahead last night with a fast horse,” said Claudia, “so they ought to have time to neaten the place up and dispose of the evidence of whatever wild parties they’ve been having while we were gone.”  She made a distasteful face, evidently considering slaves very much akin to disobedient children.


“Thank you, Mother,” said Marcus, though he didn’t sound terribly happy about knowing that his house would be ready for him.  Odd, that – she’d have to ask him about it.  Hilary also noticed that even when he was having an informal breakfast with his family, he did not talk with his mouth full.  Either Roman mothers in general or Claudia Florentia in particular must be very good at instilling table manners.


“And don’t you dare let me find out you’ve been racing,” she added fiercely.


“I’ll hardly have the time,” Marcus protested.  “I’ve got far too much to worry about in the next week or so to think about horses and chariots.”


“Good!” said Claudia.  “We ought to try to keep you busy more often, then!  I don’t know why you want to take Theophanes in particular,” she went on, changing the subject rather abruptly.  “It seems to me the poor boy’s been through plenty enough.”


“Theophanes wants to come with us,” Marcus said patiently.  “I could hardly just leave him behind.  I think he’s developing a taste for adventures.  Never lets go of you, that does.”


Claudia was not amused.  “You spoil him,” she said.


“He deserves it,” Marcus told her.


“Hmph,” Claudia sniffed.  “I spoiled you, too, and look how you turned out.  But speaking of slaves,” she looked at Hilary.  “I’m loaning you Agape and Arsinoe.  Try to bring them back in one piece, please.”


“What?” asked Hilary, then remembered her manners.  “Um... I mean... I beg your pardon?  That is, thank you very much, but I don’t need...”


“Of course you di,” said Claudia.  “Marcus says you have no slaves of your own.  I expect he’ll rectify that at the markets in Rome, but until then, I’m not going to let you wander around like a peasant having to comb her own hair.  We don’t do things that way in our family.”


“But I...” Hilary didn’t know what to say.  She couldn’t accept.  She couldn’t let those two girls wait on her hand and foot for no pay.  And yet how could she refuse when Claudia was so determined?  “Actually, uh... Ma’am.”  Hilary wanted to address this woman as ‘Mrs. Petronius’, but Claudia wouldn’t have understood that.  Roman women did not take their husbands’ names upon marriage.  “I suppose Marcus didn’t tell you, but we don’t have slaves where I come from...”


“Well, we have them in Rome,” said Claudia with an air of finality.  “I’m sure you can get accustomed to it.”


Hilary looked up at Marcus for help, and saw him incline his head slightly – it was almost a nod.  He was telling her to take them.  She supposed she could work this out somehow later.


“Thank you,” she said.


“You are most welcome,” Claudia became suddenly polite again.  “Be careful with them.  They’re lovely girls and I’d like to see them again.”


“Of course,” said Hilary.


So after breakfast, Hilary and Marcus climbed into the carriage with Agape, Arsinoe, and Theophanes.  There was another slave, a Justus, who would be driving the carriage, and this Demetrios was going to meet them in Rome, where the family’s steward, Kassander, kept house and looked after things like shopkeepers’ rents for them while the family was not in residence.  Hilary was amazed by the trust placed in these people.  She wouldn’t have been inclined to trust somebody she owned.  Hilary would have been forever worried that the slaves would be planning to escape – and take as much of her money with them as possible.


But it was a nice morning to start a journey.  The sun was bright and the air was crisp.  It would probably be muggy later; they might even get a thunderstorm.  But for the moment, it was sunny and cool.  They said goodbye to Claudia Florentia, who hugged Marcus and then very distantly nodded to Hilary, then Justus cracked his whipe and the horses – surprisingly small ones, barely bigger than ponies – trotted off.  The dirt lane down from the villa was bumpy, but the main road was every bit as smooth and solid as a good Roman Road ought to be.  Hilary probably ought to just sit back and try to enjoy the trip.


“So how long with it take us to get to Rome?” she asked.


“A couple of days,” Marcus replied casually.  “Wishing we could just take a taxi?”


“Yes, actually,” Hilary admitted.  She’d always thought the slower pace of life would be one of the nice things about living in the past, but right now, they could have used some speed.  People were plotting to kill a man, and here they were, trundling along in a horse-drawn wagon.


“Me, also,” said Marcus.  “Ridiculous, isn’t it?  I hated those beastly machines, and now I wish I had one.”


“We really should have found somewhere closer to Rome,” said Hilary.


“It’s my fault,” Marcus told her.  He reached over and put an arm around her shoulders.  “I knew how far it was, and coming to the villa was my idea.  You could be easily excused for forgetting.”


“I suppose,” said Hilary.  She leaned back, resting her head against his arm... she fit nicely in the crook of his elbow, she noticed... but no, she couldn’t get too comfortable.  This was, after all, a man who might have decided to amrry her without even asking her what she thought about it.  “What will we do when we get there?” she ased, trying to stay on a less emotionally-charged topic.  “I mean... who all is in this plot?”


“The letter named eighteen men,” said Marcus.  “I know several of them.  They were friends of my father or brother.  Many are important in the senate, and so I think the least risk to ourselves and Marius is if we warn him privately,.”


“That makes sense,” Hilary agreed.  “So we’ll go to his house?”


“I don’t think so,” said Marcus.  “The conspirators will likely be watching it, and by now the Usurper may have sent them a message that their letter was intercepted... although he may not have bothered, if he believes the sorceress got rid of me.  Then again,” he added, seemingly thinking aloud, “if word has arrived back that Cirta has been taken, they may have disbanded.  If they believe that the Usurper is penniless, they won’t do anything hoping for a reward from him.  Or perhaps they dislike Marius enough to do it anyway.  Or maybe nobody knows about the fall of Cirta, because of the sorceress’ sandstorm...” he leaned back, thinking.


Hilary nodded.  That was a lot of possibilities, right there, and there were probably others he hadn’t thought of.  “So where...” Hilary began, and then wanted to slap herself as she figured out the obvious.  “Of course!  Marius will be campaigning in the Forum, won’t he?  We’ll have to catch up with him there.”


“Just what I was about to say,” said Marcus.  “He’ll be easy to spot – he’ll be up on the steps in a Candidate’s toga, and so many people will be wanting to speak to him that one more or less will not be noticed.”  The toga candida, worn by those running for office, was a special shape and would be bleached by pounding chalk into it to make it really blindingly snow-white.


“What about the conspirators?” asked Hilary.  “Are you going to give their names to somebody?”  She was a bit unsure of the procedure for such things.  The only conspiracy she remembered too well from her own studies of Rome was Catiline’s... and Cicero, who did all the prosecuting, had been a Consul himself, and could sidestep a lot of the details.


“That will have to wait until we can contact Metellus,” said Marcus regretfully.  “Without the letter, we have no material evidence.  The courts do not like hearsay in charges of conspiracy.  They will want something a scribe can examine.  Hopefully, Metellus will have something for us.”


Hilary nodded.  Roman courts liked letters... those had figured in the prosecution of Catiline, as well.  “So once we’ve warned Marius, we’d better leave town again in a hurry,” she said.  She didn’t want to hang around if there were likely to be angry conspirators about... which mean they’d probably be in Rome only a couple of days.  That was, on the whole, really rather disappointing.  She wished more than ever that she’d brought her camera.


“Yes.  I’d have preferred if no-one knew we were coming,” Marcus added, sighing, “but my Mother did not think of that.  We’ll probably arrive to find a crowd of clients and invitations waiting for me.”


“Well, at least you’ve got a ready excuse,” said Hilary.  “You have to get back to the army, don’t you?”  She probably shouldn’t worry – he wouldn’t have time to get married.


“Yes,” he said.  “Although I’m planning to spare a week or so for holiday time.  How would you like it,” he smiled at Hilary, toying with a curl of her hair, “if we return to the country house afterwards, while my mother visits friends in Herculaneum?”


Hilary smiled back, then remembered once again what Claudia Florentia had said about marriage, and no longer felt like smiling.  “Do you know what’s going to happen to Herculaneum?” she asked.


“Er – no.  Not if it hasn’t happened yet.”  Marcus’ smile, too, melted away.  “Will Mother be in danger there?”


“Oh, no, not yet,” said Hilary.  She couldn’t remember the date of the disaster, but it had been in the reign of Vespasian – not for over a hundred years.  “Mount Vesuvius is a volcano.  Eventually, it’ll erupt and bury Herculaneum and Pompeii both.”


“Really?” asked Marcus, startled.


“Really,” said Hilary.  “Although not for about over a hundred years yet.  So your mother can visit all she likes.”


“Lovely,” said Marcus, relaxing again.  “We shall have to leave some sort of warning for our descendants, to ensure that they’ll not be caught in it.”


Our descendants.  Hilary squirmed, suddenly wishing he’d move his arm, but she decided not to say anything.  It was too nice and day, she wasn’t going to be here long, and this would, quite obviously, be her only chance to actually see the world she studied.  She ought to be observing – not arguing with her very temporary boyfriend.

For the first time in her life, Hilary was stunned by what she did know.


So observe, she did.  They soon came down out of the hills and only flat, pastoral lands where people were farming.  Usually, this was not cereals – most of the grain that fed Italy at this point in time was grown in Sicily.  In a hundred years, the penninsula’s demand would have outstripped the island’s supply, and Rome’s private breadbasket would relocate to Egypt.  But even during the Republican period, most farmers on the mainland grew cash crows like olives or grapes – which was what most of the farms they were passing grew.  People of every imagineable size, shape, and colour were planting, pruning, and picking in massive orchards.


Slaves, every one, Hilary thought uncomfortably.  The Roman economy rested on the shoulders of thousands of them.


They stopped for lunch and dinner, picnicing at the side of the road, while their own slaves served them – making Hilary intensely uncomfortable, but strengthening her resolve to go back when this was all over.  Anyone with moral objections to slavery did not belong in ancient Rome.


They camed out overnight in the carriage, whith Justus – a big, solidly-built fellow – standing watch.  Although they’d passed through a town a bit earlier, Marcus reminded Hilary that the tabernae of the ancient world were not like the hotels of the modern one.  Anybody with anything of value who stayed there would likely find himself robbed blind in the morning – probably by his host.


Hilary thus awoke stiff, sore, and impatient, with the grubby feeling of having slept in her clothes... except that her clothes were, of course, the yellow palla, which still felt as if she were outside in her nightgown.  And here she’d always thought she would have liked living in this time!  So far she didn’t like the clothes or the transportation one bit – and the people were making it clear that they weren’t fond of her, either.  It wasn’t just Claudia.  The slaves were all walking on eggshells, barely daring to look at her.


“Hilaria,” Marcus asked her at lunch on the second day, “are you not feeling well?”


“I’m all right,” she replied.  “Why?”


“You’ve barely spoken since we arrived,” he pointed out.  “I would have expected you’d barely be able to be silent.  You wanted to come here so badly.”


“Well, we aren’t in Rome yet,” said Hilary, throwing out the first excuse she could think of.  “And... I guess I’m still a little shell-shocked to find out that this is all real.”


“I felt rather the same about your future,” said Marcus, understanding.  He sat back, reassured that that was all.


But it wasn’t all.  Hilary sighed – and then decided there was no point in dragging this out.  She was going to have to tell him ‘no’ sooner or later, and they’d both be happier in the interim if she just said it now.  She had no reason to lead him on, especially when it seemed she wasn’t going to see much of Rome while she was here, anyway.


“Marcus?” she asked.


“Yes, Hilaria?”


She took a deep breath. “You know I’m not staying here, right?” she asked.  “When this is all over, I have to go back where I came from.  I can’t stay here.”


It took a moment for Marcus to respond.  He frowned, then asked, “is that what you’ve decided?”


“Yes,” said Hilary.  “I don’t belong here.”


“Oh.”  He was disappointed.  “That’s really what you want?  You’ve only been here two days.  Not even that.”


“Yes, I know,” said Hilary.  


Several emotions crossed his face, but then he settled back to polite disappointment.  “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said.  “I had hoped... well, I’d hoped I could persuade you to marry me.”


Hilary met his eyes a moment, then looked away.  Neither of them had ever said ‘I love you’ yet.  She because she was pretty sure she didn’t actually love him, and he because... well, maybe he was waiting for her to say it first.  He’d said he would wait for her.  But now she suddenly felt very ashamed – yes, of course he’d been going to ask.  Hilary knew him better than that by now.  He would never force or order her to do anything.


“Sorry,” she said.  It didn’t seem like enough.  “I guess I have you the wrong idea with my... you know...”


“I didn’t belong in your time, either,” said Marcus.  “And I would not have stayed there if I had the chance to return.  I can’t expect you to do something I wouldn’t.”


“Thanks,” said Hilary.


He reached over and took her head.  “Could I persuade you to stay here just a while, then?” he asked.  “Perhaps two weeks – that would be even with how long I was in your time.”


That sounded fair.  Two more weeks, and then she could go home, knowing she’d seen and done things no other historian of the ancient world had, and wondering how to work them into her papers.  Two more weeks to spend with Marcus.  “All right,” she said.  “Two weeks.”


He kissed the back of her hand, and said nothing.


On one level, as they got back in the carriage for the last leg of the trip, Hilary was relieved.  For possibly the first time in this bizarre relationship, everybody knew where they stood.  They both understood that this could not possibly work out with a happy ending, but that they would still try to get what they could out of it.  It was nice not to have to worry about that, and nice that Marcus had been so accepting of it.


But it also made matters quite final.  She was going home, while Marcus was staying here, and after those two weeks were up, she would probably never see him again.  Or would she?  They could visit, perhaps...


But no, that wouldn’t work.  It might have been okay if it were only time that lay between them, but there was also space.  On her university salary, Hilary couldn’t afford to travel just for the sake of visiting an old boyfriend.  And Marcus just physically could not make the trip.  There was no way in 108 BC to get across the Atlantic ocean.  The Romans considered Britain to be a possibly mythical place off the edge of the map.  Canada was impossible.


She never should have slept with him, she thought miserably.  Then there wouldn’t have been this sense of commitment – or the attendent feeling of heartbreak.


The carriage rumbled on through fields and orchards, past hills and towns and rivers.  The sun was bright and the air warm, and without having meant to, Hilary eventually nodded off.  She awoke with Marcus gently shaking her – she’d been using his shoulder as a pillow.  And satup wondering how long she’d slept.  It must have been most of the afternoon – the light was orange and the shadows long.


“What is it?” she asked.


“Nothing much,” Marcus replied, “but I didn’t think you’d want to miss your first glimpse of Rome.”


“Hmm?”  Hilary sat up to look.


They were heading North – the Sun was on their left, casting its golden light and long balck shadows through rows of atrociously hot pink clouds.  A few stars were already out in the east, and before them, the hilly landscape was covered in city.


It wasn’t a city like a modern one, all high rises and skyscrapers.  The buildings of Rome, their white plater walls stained red and orange by the sunset, hugged the ground like moss rather than reaching off of it like mushrooms, none of them more than three or at most four storeys high.  The buildings on the edges of the city were laid out on a nice grid, the result of careful planning, but in the older sections there was a mishmash of roads, as the earliest settlers had added new bits and pieces wherever they could make them fit.  Hilary could see temples, theatres, circuses, and racecourses... baths, markets, mansions, barracks, and slums.  All remembered from all manner of models and illustrations – and all clearly outlined by hundreds of torches flickering in the streets.  The lighting was casting a cloud of smoke over the city that dimmed the stars... it was no wonder Rome had burned down so many times.


It was all so perfect Hilary could hardly believe it was real... surely, when they got a little closer she would find out that this was a miniature or a matte paniting.  But no... a little tingle ran down her spine and settled in her stomach.  The last couple of days, somehow she’d never really felt like she’d entered another era... but now... this was Rome.


“Does it look like you imagined it?” asked Marcus.


“It’s beautiful,” Hilary breathed.


He squeezed her hand.


The sun was just sitting on the horizon as they entered the city – but that didn’t stop people from being out and about.  Laughter, talk, and music floated out of gaily lit houses, and the streets were full of jugglers, musicians, dancers, vendors, and prostitutes, and their customers.  The carriage had to slow right down in order to get through, which gave Hilary lots of time to look and listen – and to smell.  Rome smelled of people and animals, fire and smoke and food and garbag, but it wasn’t the overpowering nasty reek her history books would have led her to expect.  The Romans and their cities had, by pre-modern standards, been admirably clean, and the smell wasn’t necessarily more offensive than the stench of burning and gasoline that hung over a 21st century freeway.  There was, in fact, something rather pleasantly organic about it.


The buildings were brick and plaster, the roads were cobbled.  The dogs were very wolflike, the sheep many colours, and the people dressed in tunics and sandals and pallas and togas.  It was Rome, and Hilary couldn’t get enough of watching it.


After making slow progress through the city for what felt like hours, the carriage turned up a little narrow alleyway between houses and into a shed there.  “Master’s back!” shouted Justus.


Things swam into action at once.  Grooms popped up, seemingly out of the straw on the floor, to take the horses, while household slaves came running to help the people.  Hilary had to scramble to grab her own things before somebody else could take them away for her – something that, tired as she was, she was still not going to allow.


And even then, they didn’t seem to get the idea.  “Let me get those for you,” said a boy, reaching for Hialry’s two bags – one contained her own things, the other a set of necessities Claudia Florentia had loaned her.


“No, thank you!” she replied, as cheerful as possible.  “I can carry them myself!”


“Uh...” the boy looked like he’d never heard anyone say such a thing to him before.  He struggled for words for a moment, then settled on, “as you wish, ma’am.”


“Will you let me carry them for you?” asked Marcus.  “You look as though you can barely carry yourself, Hilaria.”  He took the two bags and slung them over his own shoulders.  “Is that better?”


He was right – Hilary was stiff and sore and dead on her feet.  “Thank you,” she said.


“Hilaria Quinta,” Marcus said proudly, “welcome to my humble home.”


He was being faecetious.  The country house might, by the standards of housing a patrician family were used to, have been ‘humble’... but this city house was most definitely not.  It took up an entire block, much of which was not living space – rooms facing the street on all four sides were rented out to shopkeepers.  A door off the shed and stable at the back opened onto a huge garden courtyard, much more formal than the herb garden at the Villa delle Fragole, with flowers and statuary.  At the centre was a long rectangular pool, surrounded by elegant columns that supported nothing.


Beyond the garden, the house proper was two storeys, with the rooms on the upper level opening on to a balcony that overlooked the gardens – east, Hilary noticed.  This family must like sunrises.


Inside, the house was dark – it was very late, and the courtyard had been illuminated only by moonlight – but by the candles the slaves held, Hilary caught glimpses of mosaic floors and frescoed walls.  It was gorgeous – a picture-perfect Roman townhouse.  But there was something a bit impersonal about it.  It seemed more than anything else like an ancient version of Hassan’s impressive but unfriendly home.  One got the idea that people didn’t live here, just used it as a place to stay when they had to be in town on business.  Which sounded about right for a wealthy Roman family... it was no wonder Marcus preferred the villa.


“Ah!” said Marcus.  “Kassander!”


Kassander was a plump man in his mid thirties, with light brown hair and beard in curls.  Marcus droped the bag he was carrying – Hilary had to sieze it before one of the slaves could – and he and his steward hugged like brothers.


“Welcome home, Master,” Kassander said genially.


“I’m glad to be back,” Marcus replied.  “Don’t worry – we’ll be gone again in a few days, and then you can pull your six lady friends out of wherever you’re hiding them!”  He grinned.


“Much appreciated!” laughed Kassander.  “I shall inform them at once.  And speaking of ladies...” he looked past Marcus at Hilary.


Marcus took Hilary’s hand and led her forward.  “Hilaria Quinta,” he said.  “Hilaria, this is my steward, Kassander.  As you may be able to tell, he and I were playmates from childhood.”


“Nice to meet you,” said Hilary.  How in the world could Marcus be such good friends with a person he owned?


“The pleasure’s all mine, lady,” Kassander replied.  “Now, you must both be tired after all that travelling.  I’ve got rooms reason – your mother’s message was a bit unclear on the status of...”


“Actually,” Marcus interrupted, “I was thinking I could do with a hot bath before bed.”


“That sounds nice,” Hilary agreed.  She hadn’t washed properly since her shower the morning they left Rome, three days ago and two thousand years from now.


“One bath, coming up,” Kassander said, with a teasing wink.


And one bath it was – one big tub full of steaming water heated on the stove.  Slaves were standing by to do the washing and Marcus, without the slightest hesitation, pulled his tunic off right in front of them.  But Hilary hung back.  Not only did she not want to take advantage of slaves, she didn’t like the idea of undressing in front of strangers.


“I...” she said.  “Um...”  She’d sent Arsinoe and Agape straight to bed – both were so tired they could barely stand up.  But there were other female slaves present, waiting for her orders.  She looked at Marcus for help again.  


He noticed her troubled expression and once again, inclined his head in understanding.  “A little privacy, please,” he said to the slaves.  “We’ll call you if we need you.”


So that was how you got rid of them.  The slaves chorused acquiescence and filed out.


“Sorry,” said Hilary.  “It just... bothers me.”


“Why is that?” Marcus asked.  He began undoing the brooches holding up her dress, letting the loose fabric slip over her shoulders and breasts as it came undone.  She almost wished he were still wearing something so she could have reciprocated by taking him out of it.


“Well, we don’t have slaves anymore,” she said.  “It’s considered... it’s morally wrong to keep slaves.  It’s a sin.”


Another brooch came off, and Marcus ran his hands over her bare shoulders, making her skin prickel with thoughts of other kinds of sins.  “So I can tell,” he said,  “but why?”


“Because you can’t own people like cattle,” said Hilary.  “Human beings don’t belong to anybody but themselves.”


“That’s not true, Hilaria.”  He unded the cord, and her dress slipped off to land in a puddle around her feet.  “I, for one, belong entirely to you.”  He kissed the side of her neck.


Part of Hilary wanted to brush him away... but she was only going to be here two weeks.  So she only closed her eyes and sighed.


“If you won’t allow the slave sto help you with your bath, Hilaria,” said Marcus, “will you allow me?  I am yours as surely as the slaves are mine – except that you cannot be rid of me by selling me.”


“Please don’t talk like that,” said Hilary.  She didn’t want to think of this as some kind of doomed love affair.  She loved Rome – and she and Marcus had some great sex.  And that was all.  “You carried my bags in,” she said.   “I’d better give you a bath.”


They eased into the warm water, and Hilary wet a cloth and, though lamenting the lack of soap, began rubbing him down, getting her fingers into a little cracks and crevices of his muscular frame.  It wasn’t her fault at all – who could not be attracted to a man with a body like that?  All those silly magazines were right, weren’t they?  Bathing by candlelight was terribly romantic.


Which was why she had to think about something else.  “There’s been no slavery where I come from for over a hundred years,” she said, pouring water over his shoulders.  “I don’t think it exists anywhere in the world anymore.  At least, not where anyone admits it.”


“You do get upset about strange things, Hilaria,” said Marcus.


“I told you – I get upset about things I care about,” Hilary replied.


“If I dreed my slaves,” Marcus asked, “would that make you stay?”


For a moment, Hilary didn’t know hot to answer that.  And then once the moment had passed... well, she still didn’t.  So she pinched him.  “This isn’t about us.”


“If you’re only going to be here two weeks,” said Marcus, “then let’s make it about us.  You may lecture me tomorrow, Hilaria.  Tonight, I would prefer to make love.”


He was going to pull that argument on her every night she was here, wasn’t he?  And she was going to give in to it every night, because he was right – Roman slaves were a fact of history that she could not change, and if she was only going to be here two weeks, then it didn’t matter anyway.  “Fine,” she said, “but let’s finish the bath first.  I’d rather be clean while we do it.”


“Only if I am allowed to bathe you once you are finished with me,” Marcus smiled.


Hilary pinched him again – on the butt, which was a very pinchable part of him.  “I would have thought,” she replied, “that went without saying.”

