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PRIMUS SPOTTED HIS fellow centurions, Maximus and Antius, across the crowded camp of celebrating soldiers and strode toward them. Around him, once-weary soldiers drank and exclaimed their victory loudly. Carthage had finally fallen to the might of the Roman army and the men reveled in their victory.

His sandals kicked up the dust where the long-vanished grass had grown, now worn away by the feet of thousands of soldiers. Smoke enveloped the entire area and mixed with ash from the burning city. Together, they left a filmy residue across armor and sweat-marked skin. He craved a long soak, but would have to wait until he was recalled to Rome to fully experience that pleasure. Until then, a dip into the sea down near the harbor would have to suffice. And after that, he eagerly looked forward to the stimulating reward he’d be enjoying shortly. 

“Maximus, Antius!” They both turned at his shout. “Consul Aemilianus has a reward for us. A special thanks to the centurions for our service during the siege.” He dodged two drunken men who weaved into his path, giving them a cuff on the shoulder to remind them of their surroundings. They straightened hastily at the sight of his armor, apologized and staggered away as quickly as their unsteady legs would allow.

“I need no reward, just time away from the stench of the battlefield.” Antius was surly even on his best days, but the prolonged war had truly soured his attitude.

“What is this reward?” Maximus asked. 

“First pick of the slaves. I hear there are over 50,000 of them.” Primus rubbed his hands, thinking of the fun night ahead.
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