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A mage needs no weapon, a mage is a weapon.

Baron Mage Jacques du Pont
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Author's Note




Before you start reading, this story is fiction geared toward adults and it may contain material some consider unsuitable for people under the age of 18.




There are sex acts explicitly described and harem like elements. If any of that makes you uncomfortable, please back up right now and ask Amazon for a refund.





Chapter 1




Before leaving Paris, I had arranged to send a message downriver to Le Havre, where the factor we were using would hopefully pass it to Capitaine Garnier on our ship, Le Vertbois. If we didn’t catch him, we would have to set sail on another ship, as by royal command we were banished from continental France for ten months. The quasi-punishment was to satisfy the Mage Council for us having the temerity to sell enchanted items to the French Army.




The council representative had inadvertently made it clear that they were angry over not having control of the knowledge, and therefore a monopoly or at least a head start on using it for their own profit. I’m sure the council thought that sending us away for ten months would put a damper on our production of enchanted items. Fortunately for us, the members of my family running that business, Cristigna and Adeleide, weren’t among those of us being punished. The council hadn’t realized that my twin gnome wives were the enchanters in the family, as they had not been officially part of the team that recovered the ancient Roman magic documents.




I had no intention of allowing the Mage Council members to take advantage of withholding the Lost Magic. We’d left word with Eva’s and Delia’s parents at the Dutch embassy that Prince Willem should release the translations we had provided and that he had printed. I used the telepathy magic I had copied from Adeleide to let the three wives in Reims know that we were on our way home and when we expected to arrive.




On arriving back in Reims, I went to the chancelier’s office at the Académie de Magie to inform him that I was being sent away so that an instructor could be arranged for the Botanical Lore classes I had been expecting to teach again the next school year. I, of course, also let him know that he could make the five sets of books of Lost Magic we had given him on our return from our adventure in England available in the library. Being the vindictive sort that I was, I suggested he alert the academy staff to the new material so that they could inform themselves of what was available, in the hope that some might study it and develop those skills. The last thing I told him was that he was free to offer field trips to our enchanting shop so the students could see the work and the results. I also stopped at the infirmary to inform Mage Lesnier that I would be unable to work with her until we returned.




At dinner that evening, the family discussed both our punishment and the ramifications of the Mage Council having acknowledged that enchanted items were now making their way into society. We agreed that Cristigna and Adeleide should begin selling many of the items they had been making to the general public, such as flameless mage lanterns and other useful daily items they had been learning to create. I recommended immediately expanding the workforce, looking for a new, larger building to rent or purchase if necessary, and finding shops interested in selling their goods.




Marie and Denise offered to work on arranging sales of the items beyond the city through their families. I planned to contact my dear friend Nicole and her husband about their family distributing our goods, as well as my friend and one-time client Madame Loyse Berthier. The Mage Council had kicked a hornet’s nest and would soon suffer accordingly.




We had less than three weeks to get all our business taken care of before leaving for Le Havre, so everyone would be very busy closing out projects or giving guidance to the people we had hired to manage them. Robin and his wives did a marvelous job of keeping all the baronies running smoothly, so that was a burden we didn’t have to worry about.




Ever since we returned from England and I had been able to study the translation of the Roman book on sex magic, I had been doing a lot of thinking about what kind of man I was and who was important to me. Emmelote, the girl I’d met on my first and only summer army patrol, had never left my mind, and I needed to know if I had ever left hers.




If she was interested in me, I wanted to ask my wives to meet her, and if they found her acceptable, I wanted her to join our family. I didn’t want to wait another year to get that answer. At dinner a few days after returning from Paris, I told my wives, “I want to make a quick trip to Gournay-en-Bray to see Emmelote. If she isn’t married and is interested, I want to bring her here to meet you all. Like I told you a couple of months ago, I’ve been thinking a lot about myself and how my sex magic affects me and all of you.”




“I was attracted to Emmelote, and I still have feelings for her. We never talk about such things in the letters we exchange; it’s all herb lore and alchemy professional discussion with a colleague. I have to see her to find out if she has the same feelings for me that I have for her, and I don’t want to wait another year to get the answer.”

	

“You won’t find her in Gournay-en-Bray. I passed through the town on the way back from visiting my parents. She got an offer from a new shop in a larger city, so she closed her business and moved.”




My mouth went dry. Had I waited so long to come to terms with my desire that I had lost the chance? “Did you learn where she is now?”




“Oui, she is at our estate in the countryside, helping me get my business running,” she laughed. “We have all met her and think she is a lovely person who will fit in with us very nicely. We had planned to tell you weeks ago, but getting the assignment to Luxembourg then being ordered to Paris made a mess of our plans.”




“I’m glad you have finally accepted who and what you are, just as we have always accepted it.”




My other wives all murmured agreement, except Delia, who had to speak up. “I’m glad you finally believe me and are taking action to bring in more wives.”




Denise smiled. Margot gave me a peck on the cheek.

“What have you told her?”




When I stopped in Gournay-en-Bray on the way to my parents, I told her I was an alchemist traveling to visit family and had stopped in out of professional curiosity. I asked how the business was doing. She told me it was a living but not a great one; the two larger herbalists in town had the market largely locked up. I spent another day in town and met her for dinner. We talked about boyfriends and the children.




Emmelote told me no one made her feel like the man who had taken care of her after she’d been beaten and then trained her in alchemy. I asked more about him, and she said, “He writes to me often about professional things as if I’m some brilliant colleague. I think he spoiled me with his attention and caring. I haven’t met another man in the years since then that makes me feel the way he did. We never even kissed, but I feel like we were lovers. I want to feel that way again, but I’m afraid I never will.”




“I told her that I knew the man she was talking about and that, if she wanted to see him again, she should close up the business for good and be ready to travel in two weeks when I returned to Gournay-en-Bray. I told her that, regardless of how the reunion went, she’d have a job as my second in the new business.”




I asked, “Does she know we’re all married?”




“Oui, she found that a little difficult to accept.”




“Then I’m going to the estate tomorrow.”




I left early the following morning and arrived at the estate about an hour later since I was riding hard. I almost walked in without knocking but caught myself at the last moment. It wouldn’t have mattered, as no one answered, and when I did walk in, no one was there.




I crossed the yard, looking for Emery Mulet, our caretaker, at his cottage. When I knocked, his wife, Alipson, answered the door. “Monsieur du Pont, it is wonderful to see you. It has been a while. What can I do for you?”




“Alipson, I’m glad to see you’re doing well. I came to visit our guest in the estate, Emmelote, but no one is there. I wonder if you or Emery know where I can find her?”




“Oui, she is working in the area across the road near the pond where she wants to grow herbs.”




“Merci, Alipson. I’ll look for her there.”




I was anxious to see her, and the closer I got, the more anxious I felt. When I finally caught sight of her, all the awkwardness I had felt over the years about approaching her again came back, and I froze. I took a deep breath and pushed through it, then slowly walked toward her. I made sure to make enough noise from a distance that I wouldn’t startle her when I got close enough to speak.

When she turned to see what the noise was, I said, “Hello, Emmelote. I’m happy to see you.”




“Are you?” was her response. 




“Oui, last night I told my wives that I had made up my mind to journey to Gournay-en-bray to ask you if you felt for me what I have always felt for you. After I said that Isabel told me she had hired you and brought you here.”




“Hmm, I’ve been thinking a lot about how I felt then and how I feel now. You left me wanting more, worse you left me demanding any man I met rise to your standard. But in all those years no one could and now I’ve begun to wonder if you really met the standard that I imagined you did.




Isabel, who is truly a lovely woman in every way, thinks you’re everything I thought you were back then. Apparently so do your other wives, I’ve met them all. They’ve been very kind to me. But I don’t need kindness from other women. I need the man I fell in love with and I’m not sure that I ever actually met that man. I have begun to wonder if I just imagined him.”




“I’m sorry you feel that way. I’m not sorry for what I did at the time. It wouldn’t have been right to promise to take care of you as a husband should when, at the time, I could barely take care of myself. I wrote to you so you would know that I thought about you, yet I didn’t want to get between you and someone you might have found. I am sorry I waited so long. I hope that one day you can forgive me. I’ll let you be. Have a good day, Emmelote.”




As I turned to walk away, she said, “You were right not to pursue me at the time. I was too young, too immature.”




“You were not immature when I met you. You were beaten down but determined to stand on your own two feet.”




“And you helped me stand back up. You gave me what I needed to keep standing and didn’t ask anything in return. The old man you helped me get the job with told me, when you left for the last time, that you were what all mages should be selfless and kind. Are you still that man, Jacques?”




“I would like to think so. I never stopped thinking about you. That’s why I wrote to you and sent you new ideas on how to make better poultices and alchemical items you could sell to strengthen your business. I wanted you to succeed, so I tried to give you tools to make that happen.”




“Isabel and your other wives think you’re that man. I want to believe it. If you came here to ask me to marry you, the answer is non. If you came here to ask me to date you, the answer is oui. There have been too many years since we last saw each other to just let myself be swept up in the moment. We’re going to date for a while and spend time with just the two of us, as well as with your family. Then we’ll see how we both feel.”




“That is all I can ask, Emmelote. As I said when I walked up, I’m happy to see you. Now I have bad news. We have been ordered out of the kingdom for the next ten months. We have a few weeks to get our affairs in order, then we have to leave.




I won’t have a lot of time to date you before we go, but I’ll make time for at least a few dates. Is that acceptable?”




“Oui, Isabel sent me a note as soon as your group returned from Paris. I have too much work to do here to date much anyway, and ten months will give me time to get this venture on its feet. Since you’re here, come this way and help me plant these herbs. They like damp soil, which is why we’re planting so close to the pond.”




I spent most of the day working with Emmelote. We talked about all that had happened since we last saw one another. She laughed at some of the silliness and was alarmed when I told her of Robin’s and my injuries during the mercenary attack on the way to The Hague. I told her about the pirate attack and retrieving the Roman magic documents, which she thought exciting. Emmelote told me about the old man who had taken her as his apprentice. She said he died two years later and his wife passed a week after; she thought it was from a broken heart, as they’d been together for fifty years.




In the time available before we left Reims, I visited Emmelote twice more. As I left the last time, I told her, “I’ll continue to write to you, but I’ll make them personal letters instead of professional ones from now on.”




She smiled and said, “See that you do.”




Her smile gave me hope that we could be together.





Chapter 2




Preparing to move nine adults and nine children aged three to four in just weeks turned out to be quite an undertaking. We were fortunate that Gillette, one of the girls assisting Collette with the children, was willing to travel with us. Collette had come across her a few years earlier stealing food from a grocer. Rather than let her be arrested and beaten, she’d paid for the food and offered the thirteen-year-old orphan a job helping take care of our children. Gillette lived downstairs in a small bedroom near the kitchen. Collette made it a point to give her lessons in reading, writing, and arithmetic so that she could function on her own when she was ready. Gillette had become Collette’s devoted servant.




I found the auburn-haired girl adorable; she had come a long way from the scrawny orphan with ragged, knotted hair she had once been. Gillette had developed physically and intellectually. Her bright green eyes and pale complexion were captivating. She had such an expressive face it made me want to watch her. I looked forward to seeing what kind of woman she would become.




My youngest wife, Margot, had translated the Roman “Lost Magic” books from the original Latin into French and Dutch before having them printed in the Netherlands in a deal with Eva’s cousin, Prince Willem. Before we left Reims, I presented a French set of the four Enchanting books, as well as the Polyglot and Magic Sense books, to a printer that the Académie de Magie chancelier, Mage Le Borgne, had told me the academy sometimes used. I ordered two thousand copies of each printed, then told the printer to send two hundred to the academy.




I gave him the addresses for the merchant families we were selling our enchanted items through, with instructions to send them ten sets each and to be prepared to take additional orders from them. I also instructed him to send sets to every bookstore he knew of on consignment at one franc above what he was charging me to print them, plus any shipping charges. I told him to keep the money they paid him until I returned, and if all or nearly all the books sold, he was to do another run of whatever quantity he judged appropriate, using the funds paid for the first run.




The man thought I was insane until I explained that my intent wasn’t to profit but to spread knowledge, and he should think of them as textbooks. As a man for whom the mechanics of spreading knowledge was a large part of his income, he understood my motivation and promised to do his part.




I was a vindictive, spiteful man, and the Mage Council was going to suffer my ire in as many ways as I could imagine




I gave Cristigna and her twin Adeleide extra attention during our last couple of weeks in Reims to let them know how much I cared about them. I remembered how much Collette had been hurt by our leaving her alone with the babies for ten months and wanted them to know that our parting was not my desire. The gnome twins were about four feet tall with adorable heart-shaped faces and brilliant blue eyes that nearly glowed. They had lovely figures with breasts large enough that my hands wouldn’t cover them, and ample but taut derrières, as well as shapely legs. Blue-black hair draped down their backs. I was going to miss them terribly.




I hired three wagons to carry us and all our luggage, scheduled to leave thirteen days before our deadline so we would get to Le Havre with time to spare. Over the eight days of the wagon ride to Paris, I spent more consecutive hours with my children than I had at any time up to that point. Reading them stories and performing the voices of the characters was a delight. Symonne, my oldest child, was a daddy’s girl. As soon as I opened one of the children’s books, she started climbing into my lap.




Getting transport from Paris to Le Havre wasn’t difficult, as there were numerous ships moving up and down the Seine every day, so we arrived there with three days to spare. Upon checking in with the factor we’d been using since taking the ship from the pirates nearly two years ago, he assured us that Le Vertbois would arrive in the next day or two.




We took rooms at an inn near the port and tried to deal with any issues that we had recognized over the last several days. Margot had begun teaching us Spanish as soon as we were loaded into the wagons and continued to do so. Denise went looking for lead shot to carry in a pouch in place of the stones she had used her telekinesis to throw at targets in the past. Marie bought plenty of rope to use when tying up prisoners so she could pre-tie the knots, making them quick to apply.




Eva and I went looking for maps. She repeatedly corrected me that they were called charts, but they looked like maps to me, just showing a lot more water than land.




Reviewing the charts of the Bay of Biscay which, according to the king’s chancelier, had pirate activity that the navy had not yet eradicated we found that there was a French naval station at a place called Arcachon Bay. We decided to make it our first base of operations for its central location within the bay and proximity to the Spanish ports we intended to cause trouble for. Eva said the navy probably chose the spot due to it being sheltered from stormy seas by a spit of land, leaving a narrow opening to the Bay of Biscay. The town of Arcachon was about a day’s journey from Bordeaux, so a good market for any cargo we might capture and not an unreasonable trip for the other thing I had in mind while we were venturing about.




We were all getting a little anxious the next afternoon as Le Vertbois hadn’t arrived. I had to remind myself and the others that we still had two more days, and even if we were late leaving, it was unlikely anyone would notice. To satisfy myself and my wives, we had dinner at a restaurant that had rooftop dining with a view of the port. Eva sat with the best view of the port, as she was the one most likely to recognize the ship. Except for size, they all looked pretty much alike to me. Halfway through dinner, Eva loudly called out, “There she is!”




We all looked out toward the port entrance and saw a ship under sail approaching. Symonne had been sitting in my lap, so I picked her up and pointed the ship out to her. She clapped with joy; I felt much the same way. After dinner, most of my wives took the children back to the inn while Eva and I went to see Capitaine Garnier. As late as it was, the stevedores had gone home for the day, so once he was finished dealing with the port authorities, he had time to sit with us in his cabin and discuss our plans in brief.




“Capitaine, we have acquired a lettre de marque to take ships flying the Spanish flag as well as pirate ships. Are you willing to command the ship in such an endeavor?” I asked.

He responded, “Oui, and I believe the entire crew would be up for taking on pirates as I’ve made a point of offering jobs to sailors who’ve had experiences with pirates, including being impressed, as I was when you freed us. Many other crews considered them bad luck and didn’t want them on board. Their shared experience has helped create a strong bond on this ship, and I believe they would all enjoy dealing a little retribution to the pirates.”




Eva reminded him, “Will you need additional crewmen to sail both your ship and any prizes we take?”




“Oui, just ten or so should be enough. Since you’re planning to bring them to Arcachon after capture, we’ll be fine. Any I don’t find here in the next two days, we can pick up in Arcachon.”




“What if we decide to keep some to add to our own fleet? Do you have anyone on the crew who is ready to be a capitaine?” I asked.




“Oui, there is one; he might not be as ready as I was, but he’ll grow into it. I’ll assign him to the first prize crew, and we’ll go from there.”




Capitaine Garnier promised to inform the crew what the plan was and offer them the opportunity to leave the ship with a letter of reference and generous severance pay if they didn’t wish to take part. He told us it would be best to stay at the inn another day and night, as unloading his cargo would take most of the day tomorrow and there would be some re-arranging to be done to accommodate my wives and children, as well as more crew but no cargo.




The next morning, Eva, Symonne, and I spent several hours walking around the port while Eva explained more about the types of ships and how their various rigging affected their performance in different conditions. The differences amounted to maneuverability versus outright speed in optimal conditions. Given that between the two of us we controlled water and wind, maneuverability versus speed was not a consideration for our ship.




We boarded just after lunch the following day, though our luggage had been loaded earlier in the morning. From the sound of a hammer, I guessed the carpenter was still working on re-arranging. We shoved off just after three bells and had a reasonably peaceful five-day journey to Arcachon. Over the course of the trip, I spent as much time as possible with Collette and the children since she would wait on land for us to return between our patrols.




After tying up to the wharf in Arcachon, Collette left with two crewmen as guards to find a place for her and the children to stay for a few months. Capitaine Garnier and I visited the port admiral to show him my lettre de marque and ask about pirate activity. To say the man was not impressed would be an understatement, but at least he remained professional. It was, after all, a courtesy visit, not a requirement that I inform him of our proposed pirate and Spanish merchant ship hunting. After making sure I could find my way back to our ship, the capitaine made the rounds of the taverns where out-of-work seamen hung out, looking for two more men to fill out the prize crew. Collette returned that evening and informed us that there were at least two places that would do, but since we weren’t in a rush, she wanted to look at a few more before making a decision.




The next day, Capitaine Garnier visited with the other capitaines in port to ask about piracy in the area as well as what they might know about Spanish merchant ship behavior all the way into the Mediterranean. He managed to collect some useful information that would inform our actions over the next few months. Late in the afternoon, Collette returned with the keys to a home she was satisfied with. Then, with the help of Gillette, the au pair, and half the crew, she set out with the nine children and luggage to their temporary home. Over the course of our week aboard, she had managed to wrap most of the crew around her finger, and they’d do anything she asked of them, so they were happy to help her get situated in the rental house.




For the sake of expediency, my wives decided that aboard ship they would wear pants and tunics like the crew, along with caps to keep their hair out of the way. While I was disappointed not to have the lovely view I was accustomed to at home, I understood the advantage when maneuvering in tight quarters aboard ship, especially when we were capturing another. Their choice of clothing also had the advantage of reducing the ogling they were subject to from the crew. C’est la vie.





Chapter 3




On the morning tide, we sailed out, headed for one of the areas said to be targeted by pirates. As we had from time to time on the way south, Eva and I practiced coordinating our magics to speed our passage. Eva worked to keep the water from resisting the ship, and I made sure the wind blew at the best angle to speed us along. As we neared the target area, we dropped our magic both to conserve our own energy and to avoid calling attention to our abnormally speedy transit.




We spent several days sailing back and forth through the area without being noticed by pirates. One evening, a heavy storm headed our way, and Capitaine Garnier told us, “I’m going to sail us to Brest as quick as can go to ride out the storm in port.”




I asked Eva, “Are you up for testing your strength against the storm with me?”




She smirked. “Oui, anything you can do, I can do.”




“Capitaine, prepare to ride out the storm. My wife will protect the ship and the crew.”




It was a long night, but just before dawn, the last of the storm had passed, so Eva went to bed. I stayed up until the crew changed shifts and instructed the capitaine to make the ship look like it had suffered damage to the sails and the crew was short-handed but working on them without actually improving the situation until a ship was seen. Finally, I told him to wake me when he suspected a pirate or Spanish ship was headed our way.




Isabel woke me several hours later to tell me, “The capitaine says that a ship seems to be closing on us.”




I let Eva continue to sleep, as we’d have plenty of time to wake her if the approaching ship continued on its current course. Not wanting to give the game away by having too many bodies on the deck, I asked Isabel to stay in the passageway between the cabins while I went up to speak to the capitaine.




“Whatever ship that is will be here in about forty-five minutes. I think we should have the crew begin to actually put the ship to rights, or they’ll notice we’re faking,” the capitaine told me.




“Oui, issue the orders and let’s see how they behave.”




“Delia, prepare to raise a shield when they get in range, please.”




I returned to the passageway and asked Isabel to wake Eva in half an hour.




The capitaine’s estimate of the other ship’s arrival proved accurate, and the other ship shortened sail then coasted up next to us as if it was docking. Someone on the other ship called out, “If you need a hand with repairs, we’ll be happy to send a few men over to assist.”




Since he was speaking French, I told the capitaine to tell him we had it under control.

“Non, we are short crew after injuries, but we should be ready to set sail in a few hours. Thank you for the offer.”




“It’s not an offer. You’re going to accept our boarding party, and we’re taking your ship.”

Just then, all four guns on the side of the ship facing us were run out. Capitaine Garnier, having seen us in action when we originally took control of le Vertbois two years ago, didn’t bat an eye.




The pirates threw grappling hooks, intending to tie the two ships together, but they all struck Delia’s shield and fell into the sea. The pirate capitaine started screaming about the fools who couldn’t manage to grapple with us. I wanted to build the confidence of the entire crew especially those who were not among the ones we had rescued a couple of years ago so I wasn’t as concerned about keeping authority figures alive to interrogate. With a clear view of the pirate capitaine, I conjured a fireball where his head was and boiled his brain, causing his skull to explode in an instant. I repeated conjuring fireballs every time someone shouted an order, and after the fifth one, no one else had the nerve to shout anymore.




I did see one enterprising fellow run into the passageway that probably led to stairs to the gun deck, so I gave him a moment to think he’d managed to carry it off, then called a much bigger fireball on the gun deck. All four cannons fired, but the cannonballs met the same fate as the grappling hooks and fell into the sea. After that, no one on the gun deck seemed to be in any condition to work the guns, so I felt confident they were out of action, at least for the time being. Crossbow bolts struck Delia’s shield repeatedly, to the same effect as the cannonballs.




Having made my point, I walked to the rail and called across to the other ship, “Surrender right now or die like your capitaine and the men on the gun deck.” I then conjured fireballs on the crossbow users, but this time I made them larger and less intense so they screamed in agony for a few seconds before succumbing. The demonstration had the desired effect, as no one else fired on us.




“Everyone move to the far side of the ship, then lay down on your stomach with your hands behind your head,” I called out. Once they’d complied, I asked Denise to use her telekinesis to move Delia to the other ship. When she was settled, I followed, then Marie, Eva, Isabel, and finally Denise. We left Margot until we had the top deck fully in our control.




Eva and Isabel put restraints on the men while Marie and Denise guarded them. It only took three times for the pirates to realize that trying to grab one of my wives was a death sentence. Marie zapped them with lightning at the first move, leaving a smoking corpse, or Denise picked them up twenty feet or so in the air before driving them down on the deck head first. The gruesome examples did the job, and resistance quickly stopped.




Once all the men on deck were restrained, we jammed all but one of the hatches shut, and Denise brought Margot over to help keep an eye on the prisoners.




“Delia, please lead us down to the gun deck.”




Keeping her mage shield up, we carefully made our way down the stairs to the gun deck, where we found twenty men either dead or dying of severe burns. I immediately put them out of their misery.




“Delia, lead us aft.” I was learning nautical terms, so I tried to use them to at least sound like I knew what I was doing. Eva smiled and patted my shoulder.




“It isn’t necessary to be so patronizing,” I told her.




“I’m just rewarding good behavior.”




Marie rolled her eyes. “Can we get this over with? It will be lunchtime shortly, and I’m hungry.”




We checked the powder magazine and found the door closed, but no one inside it. Had the door not been shut, there likely wouldn’t have been much of the ship left after my fireball on the gun deck, so that was good. We finished searching the ship quickly, as there wasn’t much in the hold except food and water for the crew. Apparently, these pirates had all been ready to board us, so they were on the top deck, and no one had tried to hide due to our swift actions.




After interviewing the captives, we found no credible claims of being impressed into service, so I announced, “By the power vested in me as a sworn king’s mage, I find you guilty of piracy. Having been caught in the act, I am empowered to execute you. I will carry out that sentence immediately.




As expected, there was a lot of yelling about innocence and unfairness, etc., but I didn’t let that change my mind. I conjured small fireballs and fried their brains one after another until all thirty-five surviving pirates were dead. I nodded to my wives to let them know it was done, then we retrieved the restraints while avoiding the urine dampening the deck under several of the corpses. With that done, Denise dumped the bodies over the side, then moved to the gun deck and cleared the twenty corpses from it as well. Eva used some water magic to rinse the decks clear of blood and other body fluids.




Once I was satisfied that the ship was ready for our prize crew, I asked Denise, “Please send us back to le Vertbois.”




With my wives behind me, I loudly announced, “Capitaine, we have just seized our first new ship. If the prize crew has eaten lunch, please send them over to get it ready to sail back to Arcachon.”




“I must say it was interesting watching you and your wives in action from the other side. I had to bite my tongue when the cannons fired and the gun deck shot flames out of every opening. I look forward to more such captures.”




“So do we, capitaine, so do we.”




When we arrived at Arcachon, I sent eight of the crew to Collette to tell her that we would be in port for two days and ask her to bring the children to the ship to have dinner with us. Capitaine Garnier and I visited the port admiral to report our prize and let him confirm that it was not a warship; therefore, we were free to do with it as we pleased. He seemed slightly less irritated to see us this time, so maybe we were making progress, or he was just in a better mood to start with. Only time would tell.




On the way back to the ship, the capitaine and I stopped at a tavern he said had good food, and we ordered dinners for the entire crew, Collette, and the children. Once we returned to the ship, we set up a section of the pier as well as the deck of Le Vertbois with makeshift tables and benches so we could all have dinner together and celebrate.




Collette, our au pair, and the children carried by the crew arrived shortly after the preparations were completed. I gave her a quick tour of the ship we had captured, and we just enjoyed ourselves until the food and alcohol arrived. After we’d finished eating, a couple of the crew members pulled out instruments and began to play. Just a few beats into the music, several other members of the crew began to dance a jig. We spent a couple of hours listening to the music and occasional songs. Before it got too late, Capitaine Garnier gathered several of the less inebriated members of the crew and led them and Collette with the children back to the house she was renting.




The next day, Capitaine Garnier, his protégé, and Eva visited the shipyard and arranged to have our captured ship refitted as a merchant ship. They were told it would take a month. That was fine with us, as we had more pirates to capture and Spanish merchant ships to seize. Capitaine Garnier’s protégé also handled ordering provisions for our return to sea and ensuring that sails and rigging were in good shape. The capitaine reviewed his actions as a good mentor should but otherwise let him handle everything. We both wanted the man prepared to handle such things on his own once our days as privateers were over.




The next job on our agenda was recruiting an experienced capitaine for the former pirate ship. Capitaine Garnier visited the three better taverns near the port frequented by naval officers and merchant capitaines, putting out the word that we had an opportunity for a retired or soon-to-be-retired officer.




As projected, we had everything in order by the end of the second full day in port and left on the tide the following morning. This time we headed south toward the port of Bilbao in Spain. The reason was that quite a bit of Spanish iron and wool was shipped out of that port, making ships leaving it valuable targets for us.




We reached the area two days later, and I told Capitaine Garnier, “I want you to patrol back and forth across the path ships going north are likely to take. Please keep sails to a minimum, as I don’t want any ship coming toward us to see us and run. Eva will make sure you can maneuver freely.”




A couple of days later, we sighted a ship headed our way. Since they didn’t take any action to avoid us, they either didn’t see us or weren’t concerned. I planned to take advantage of that. I asked Capitaine Garnier to maneuver toward the target.




It took the Spaniards nearly a quarter hour to decide they wanted to avoid us; by that time, it was well beyond too late. I asked the wind to slacken on their sails, but not so much as to cause them to try to change directions. As we got close, Eva used her water magic to cause extra resistance, further slowing the ship as I pulled all the wind out of their sails.




Delia put up her shield, and Margot called out in Spanish, “Surrender and you will not be harmed.” As we pulled alongside, the Spaniards fired a broadside from all three cannons, and all three balls dropped into the sea. I had no desire to harm the men on the other ship, as they were doing honest labor, so I didn’t use fireballs on them like I had on the pirates. Instead, I froze the heart blood of anyone shouting orders. With a smaller merchant crew, that meant only three people, and once they had all fallen to the deck, Margot again called out, “Surrender and you will not be harmed. Lie down on the far side of the deck and put your hands behind your head.”




This time, the eight men remaining on deck complied. Since we couldn’t see if the men on the gun deck were preparing another salvo or not, I left Delia protecting le Vertbois while Denise levitated me, Marie, Eva, and Margot across to the other ship; then she followed. My wives quickly restrained the crew while I healed the capitaine and the other two men I had given a near-death experience. Margot then explained to the capitaine, “This ship is no longer yours. So far, none of your men have been harmed. If you value the lives of the men on the gun deck and the rest of the ship, you will order them to surrender by coming up here with their hands above their heads.”




When he nodded his head, I brought him to a hatch and let him call down to the men below. Margot confirmed that he had ordered their surrender. In just a couple of minutes, nine more men came up and surrendered. Once they were restrained, the prize crew joined us while Denise and Eva returned to Le Vertbois, and we all headed back to Arcachon.




Two days later, I told our prize crew capitaine to bring us close to shore a few miles south of Arcachon and had the twenty Spaniards dropped off on the beach with a week of supplies and enough money to purchase anything they might need while they marched south to the small Spanish port of Hondarribia on the border between France and Spain.




Once that was dealt with, we proceeded to Arcachon. While at sea, Margot had reviewed the capitaine’s log and other documents. She informed me that the documents included the port and factor expecting the shipment as well as the price negotiated. Once we were all together again in Arcachon, we sent our eight sailors to let Collette know we had returned and would have another celebration on the wharf that evening.




Capitaine Garnier and I made our courtesy visit to the port admiral, who sniffed and dismissed us. I stopped at the tavern we’d used to cater our dinner previously and placed our order, while the capitaine visited with his contacts to let them know we were in town again and ready to hire a capitaine and would be interviewing on le Vertbois beginning the following morning. Capitaine Garnier’s protégé checked in on progress refitting the former pirate ship and ordered provisions for us so we could return to sea as soon as our other business was completed.





Chapter 4




After dinner, I set my other plan in motion. Collette had come from a small merchant family and had grown up learning the business before being pushed into marrying Gracien Navarre. She had divorced Navarre once he was arrested along with many others in the slavery business that led to Count Toury’s execution at the order of the king. Once Navarre was convicted, she and the three children lost their home.




During my first fall at the academy, Collette had contracted my services to get her pregnant when her husband threatened to divorce her and leave her penniless if she didn’t provide him children. By the time of the divorce, I already loved Collette, and I would not stand for my children being left homeless. My wives understood; after meeting Collette and her cousin, Marie, speaking for her they agreed she could join our family. Collette had borne the burden of looking after our infants when we were sent to England and then hid in the Netherlands for months. I needed to let her know that she was more to me than a nursemaid.




Collette hadn’t had the opportunity to practice her trade in quite a while, and I knew she felt less than the other women in our family because she had been burdened with caring for the children while we went on adventures. I wanted her to know that I didn’t see her as less than any of them, so while my other wives entertained the children, I asked her, “Will you go to Bordeaux with samples of the enchanted items Adeleide and Cristigna are making and show them to the merchants located there? You know how they all work and have used nearly all of them in our home, so you can speak to them about how convenient they are and all the other benefits they offer.”




“Jacques, it’s been years since I’ve done anything more than take care of the children. Wouldn’t Marie or Denise be more appropriate?”




“Non. You’re out of practice, but you know how the process works. You know the merchandise. If you like, you can try your hand here in Arcachon first, but we need someone to go to Bordeaux, and none of the rest of us are allowed to set foot in continental France for over eight more months.”




“I’ll go because you asked me to. I just don’t know if I have what it takes anymore.”




“Ma chérie, I have every confidence in you. So much confidence that, once we venture into the Mediterranean Sea, I’m going to ask you to do the same in Montpellier, Marseille, and Nice.”




I kissed her passionately, and her ears turned red. I teased, “Did my kiss embarrass you? Do you have your eye on one of the sailors, perhaps?”




“Non, you fool. You just reminded me why I have loved you since we first met,” she said with a smile.




“When you’re ready to go, I want you to take four of the sailors as guards and to handle the crates with the samples. Leave the children with us and Gillette. We’ll wait for you to return before we leave on our next voyage.”




“If you’re sure.”




“I am.”




“Gillette can handle the children for the day tomorrow. I’ll come by in the morning to get samples, then visit the merchants in Arcachon to warm up, and if I feel like I can do it here, I’ll go to Bordeaux as you asked.”




“Good enough.”




We cuddled for a little longer, then she gathered up her group of devoted sailors and the children to take them home.




The next morning, Collette arrived at nine bells, and the capitaine assigned four sailors to accompany her around town with samples of our wares. Near ten bells, we had our first prospective capitaine visit us. Capitaine Garnier, Eva, and I interviewed the man. The interview went well, and we were inclined to hire him, but we wanted to check references before deciding.




Shortly after lunch, another somewhat younger man came to discuss the job. This one had no experience as a capitaine; he’d been a first officer in the French navy and decided he’d had enough of military life. Both Eva and Capitaine Garnier thought the man quite capable of the job, as first officers did everything capitaines did, just with the capitaine overseeing them. An experienced first officer was generally capable of being capitaine; they just needed a ship available to be promoted, similar to Capitaine Garnier’s situation before he’d been captured by pirates. Since we had two ships available, we told him we would check references and get back to him.




It was nearly dinnertime when the third visitor showed up. Something about him struck me as off early in the interview, so when we were done, I made a point to hold our handshake a little longer than usual and sent my healing magic into him. As I had come to suspect, he was an alcoholic. I decided there and then not to hire him. Instead, I walked with him away from the others and offered to help him.




“Capitaine, I am an experienced healer with extensive training at the Académie de Magie. I am aware that you suffer from alcoholism. If you wish to get your life in order, I will be more than happy to treat you for free to assist you in getting over this addiction.”




“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” he shouted back.




“I know that you have been drinking excessively for at least a decade and that you have damaged your liver. I know that if you don’t stop drinking soon, you will die much sooner than is necessary. I know that getting over addiction is difficult, and that is why I have offered to help you. I also know that if you aren’t willing to acknowledge you have an addiction, I cannot help you. I am willing to delay our departure to ensure that you have the treatment you need to get over your addiction, and I will do my best to treat your damaged liver and kidneys to ensure that you live well for years to come. If you change your mind in the next day or so, you’re welcome to come see me.”




Then I returned to le Vertbois and explained that we would not be hiring the man as a capitaine under any circumstances due to his being an alcoholic.




Collette returned shortly after with a big smile on her face. When the rest of my wives and I gathered around, she proudly produced two good-sized orders. We all cheered.




I told her, “I knew you had it in you.”




“I’m not so sure it was me as much as the items selling themselves,” she replied.




Marie responded, “Nothing sells itself. You had to show up, get their attention, demonstrate what the items can do, explain their usefulness in the home, overcome objections, and encourage an order. You worked for it. You deserve the credit.”




We all cheered again, then I kissed her passionately. “Come, let’s have dinner and you can tell us all about your day.”




As agreed, the next morning her favorite eight sailors went to the house and collected Collette, our au pair, and the nine children along with Collette’s luggage for the trip to Bordeaux. When they arrived at the dock, we took the children and Gillette on board the ship and put them in one of our cabins to play. Capitaine Garnier assigned the same four sailors from the previous day to accompany Collette on the trip to Bordeaux, and off she went with a grin on her face.




We agreed to five days: one day of travel in each direction and three days in the city to ply her trade. Capitaine Garnier gave the other sailors leave to spend four full days ashore since we weren’t going anywhere; then he left to investigate the references provided by the two prospective capitaines.




I spent much of the day with Symonne, telling her all that I had learned about ships and answering her questions about anything and everything. Margot used the ship’s galley to make lunch for everyone. When the children were napping, Gillette came on deck and chatted with me. We spoke about the children, of course, but other topics as well; the girl proved to be intelligent and witty. She seemed to feel very comfortable around me, both emotionally and physically. I enjoyed her company.




When Capitaine Garnier returned in the late afternoon, he reported that the references had nothing but praise for the two men, so we agreed to hire both. We agreed to give the Spanish ship to whichever capitaine was available to leave the soonest, as we wanted to get its cargo sold and the ship moving on to its next voyage as soon as possible.




After dinner, Capitaine Garnier visited the taverns frequented by the common sailors, buying a round of drinks and announcing the openings for a full crew likely to sail in a matter of days.




Unsurprisingly, the older capitaine, Parent, had personal business to close out before taking to sea, so we took him to visit the dockyard and let him see the former pirate ship. By the time we were back at our ship, sailors had queued up at the table we had set on the wharf to greet them before being brought aboard for interviews.




The former naval officer, now capitaine, was also waiting for us when we returned, and I asked him, “Capitaine Dardenay, how soon can you be ready to sail?”




“Personally, I could leave in a couple of hours. All I need to do is pack my belongings and tell my landlord I’m leaving. Is the ship ready to go? It appears you don’t have a crew yet since these fellows are here for interviews.”




“The ship is ready but you’re correct it has no crew. You’re going to participate in the interviews and will have the final responsibility for choosing your crew. Shall we begin?”




“Oui, I hadn’t expected to have the opportunity to choose a crew.”




I let the three capitaines run the interviews and rarely inserted a question. I was mostly looking at them for trustworthiness and health. I gave every prospect a health check and treated any conditions I found whether we hired the man or not. There were more than enough men with the appropriate skills and experience to fill out the rosters on both ships so our capitaines only had to work on which crewmen would be assigned to their ships. 




The only ones that really created any tension were the first mate prospects when both capitaines preferred the same man. I wanted him on Dardenay’s ship since being the less experienced of the two he needed the strongest man for his closest assistant. I told them I would flip a coin and let the senior capitaine call it, then I cheated and forced it the way I wanted it to go. The capitaine’s called their crews together and sorted out details.




I was happy to see that Dardenay didn’t promise to sail the next day. Instead he said, “We will check the ship from stem to stern and confirm the condition of everything including spare sails and cordage. Once we have assured ourselves that all is in order we will set sail. I expect that to be two days from now.”




“Very well, we know where this shipment was going so apparently there is a market there for these goods. After that make sail for Le Havre and our factor there will arrange future shipments. One more thing capitaine, the safety of your crew is more important than the cargo or the ship. Cargos and ships are replaceable; these men’s lives are not.”




“I am proud to have your trust Baron du Pont and I will protect these men like family.”




“Excellent, let me know once you’ve decided that you’re ready to leave and we’ll have you over here for dinner to celebrate.”




“Baron, I don’t wish to pry but I have a burning curiosity. Are all these women and children yours?”




“Indeed they are, we married in the Netherlands where such marriages are legal and France has treaty obligations to recognize those marriages. I have nine wives in total, two of them are in Reims running one of the family businesses, one is currently in Bordeaux showing merchants some of those goods and hopefully gathering orders. Five of the six you have met are graduates of the Académie de Magie which is where I met them.




“Mon dieu, I have trouble making a woman happy enough to consider marrying me and you have nine to keep happy. I don’t know if I could manage that.”




“Now that you are a capitaine in your own right as well as a civilian, I suspect you’ll have less trouble than you once did,” I said with a smile.




A couple of days later, my wives and I were joined by the crew of le Vertbois, cheering for Capitaine Dardenay and his crew as they set sail on their first voyage together. I tossed out some flash-bang spells, and Eva created some water fountains streaming in front of the ship and fifty feet into the air. Our antics drew quite a bit of attention from around the port.




Given that we were going to spend a lot of time at sea and there was no provision for bathing on the ship, I worked with the carpenter to build a platform for a barrel of water about seven feet above the deck near the stern rail. The support structure also provided a framework from which to hang some sailcloth to make an enclosure for privacy. Using her water magic, Eva could fill the barrel with fresh water in just a few minutes; then I could heat it. My wives were excited that they would no longer be limited to wiping down with a damp rag.




Collette returned on schedule with her four sailors in tow. The smile on her face told me everything I needed to know. When she got close, she literally jumped into my arms and put her legs around my waist in a most unladylike fashion. It reminded me of Margot’s reaction when I told her that Denise and Marie had agreed to her participating in our bedroom adventures.




“You sent me to sell our family goods because you knew I was feeling like a nursemaid and not a valued wife, didn’t you?” she said into my ear.




“Do you feel like a valued wife now?” I replied, then kissed her passionately.




“Oui, I do, and now I feel foolish for having thought otherwise.”




“Non, we have all burdened you too much with the children, even though some of it was out of our control. I vowed to myself to make sure you knew I married you because I love you intensely, and this was one way to help you see that. I’m not done yet, and neither are you. I truly do want you to do the same at other places during our journey because I know that you can.




Ma chérie, I am sorry I cannot be the one guarding you, but I fear that the Mage Council would take the opportunity to use my presence on land against all of us, and I won’t take that chance.”




I carried Collette aboard the ship, then we sat together with the rest of my wives while she told us about her sales trip and the orders she’d managed to get. We told her that the Spanish ship had set sail and that we’d hired a capitaine for the former pirate ship that was due to be ready in another week.




Collette and I spent the night alone in a cabin as another way to remind her just how much she mattered to me. I pleasured my voluptuous brown-haired beauty in all the ways I had when I earned a living pleasuring women.




I started by disrobing her, then kissing and caressing the skin I revealed as I unfastened the buttons on her dress. As each article of clothing dropped to the floor, my kisses became more impassioned and my hands roamed over more of her perfect body. Once she was nude, I gently pushed her onto the bed with her legs over the side and spread them so I could kiss the insides of her thighs.




I worked my way up one leg, then across her pelvis, then down the other leg. Her soft moans told me she was enjoying the attention. Next, I licked her labia and slipped my tongue between those lips, searching for her clit. When my tongue found her sensitive nub, I dragged my tongue over it repeatedly until she grabbed my head with both hands and ground my face into her. I continued my ministrations until she had her first orgasm of the night, then I undressed myself.




Once I too was nude, I put her legs over my shoulders, then rubbed my cock in her juices and my saliva before slowly pushing into her love canal. The louder moans she made goaded me, so I began thrusting in and out slowly while pulsing my sex magic. I put all my desire and love for her into my thrusts, and in a short time we climaxed together.




I wasn’t nearly done for the evening, so I helped Collette move fully onto the bed, then cuddled with her for a few minutes until I had recovered and started all over again. That night I took her from behind, let her ride my cock, and ate her out while she gave me a wonderful blowjob. I healed her several times so we could keep going. When I finally let her fall asleep, she was exhausted but smiling.




The morning tide the next day was just after nine bells, so we woke early and gathered up the children for Collette and her eight sailors to take back to the house she had rented. Gillette, our teenage au pair, was as grumpy as the children due to the early hour. She was so cute with her frown and messy hair that I wanted to kiss her.




We hoped that word of our confiscation of the Spanish ship hadn’t yet arrived in Bilbao, so we headed to the same area we had been a few weeks earlier. Our luck held, and we snapped up another fully laden ship just as quickly as the first. We brought it back to Arcachon after having dropped off the Spanish crew near the same spot as their earlier fellows.




Now we had a problem: we needed to get the Spanish ship and its valuable cargo moving to make the most of the acquisition, and we had the former pirate ship ready to sail, though with no cargo. After conferring with Capitaine Garnier and Eva, I decided to assign Garnier’s protégé, Rolin, to the new ship and work with him to hire additional crew while also looking for a cargo headed north for the former pirate ship.




It occurred to me that three heavily laden merchant ships might be an irresistible target for a pirate, so I planned to have all three ships sail together and make le Vertbois appear to be the easiest target. I almost outsmarted myself.




Capitaine Parent was anxious to set sail, and cargo for the former pirate ship wasn’t easy to come by in Arcachon, so after the fourth day we headed out to sea with it only half full.





Chapter 5




A side benefit of our time aboard ship was the amount of free time we had. After adjusting my technique as described in the Roman Sex Magic book, I had picked up affinities for all the magics my wives had, but I hadn’t had time to learn and practice the spells well enough to use them. Since we had Capitaine Garnier and his crew to operate the ship, my wives and I had plenty of time on our hands while we waited for a new target to present itself. All magic fascinated me, but the new one that I felt the greatest desire to learn at that moment was telekinesis, which my wife Denise had an affinity for, so she was my tutor. We all worked with Margot to learn Spanish a few hours a day; then the rest of my wives and I worked on our magic.




Delia, my big breasted, elf wife, had developed a ranged variant of her shield bash technique. The original was similar to using a physical shield to beat an opponent or push them off to create distance. Her modified technique was much more concentrated and allowed her to hit someone at a distance with the force of a shield bash by covering a much smaller area. She was working to make it smaller, stronger, and useful at greater distances.




My other Dutch wife, Eva also a well-endowed blonde worked a lot on her water magic. She often used it to drown opponents with a globe of water over their faces that she would push into their noses and mouths. She also used her water magic to calm the seas around us or reduce the friction between the ship and the sea to speed our travels.




Isabel was both frustrated and challenged by being out at sea. As an earth mage, she found that the ocean floor was too deep for her to use her earth magic as she always had, so she was working to adapt. Until we’d married the twin gnomes, Isabel had been my smallest and eldest wife. Even with her slight stature, she was second to the much taller Delia in breast size. I really enjoyed watching both women when they rode me in bed.




When Denise wasn’t tutoring me in telekinesis, she worked on strengthening her magic by lifting the heaviest objects she could find, but she had to take care since dropping them could mean putting a hole in the deck. Another blonde, like my Dutch wives, Denise had the smallest breasts, but their size had noticeably increased after I started using my sex magic—without realizing what I was doing—during my second year at the academy. In fact, most of my wives had noticed increases in breast size and old scars disappearing, as well as greater physical strength and endurance. Denise had a truly marvelous round derrière that made it quite fun when I took her from behind.




Marie, a lightning mage, was a well-endowed brunette just a couple of inches taller than tiny Isabel. She too was frustrated by being at sea while trying to practice her magic since her more powerful strikes could endanger the ship and crew. To alleviate that problem, we dragged an empty barrel behind the ship to use as a target

.

Margot, my youngest wife, spent her free time helping the cook in the galley, as she enjoyed cooking and practicing the various foreign languages she had become skilled at: Dutch, Spanish, English, German, Italian, Latin, and its Swiss dialect Romansh which was the native language of my gnome wives. I enjoyed watching the slim brunette when she spoke another language, as she was always so animated

.

In discussion with our capitaines prior to departure, Eva and I had proposed that while the three ships traveled together north toward Brest at the northern tip of the Bay of Biscay le Vertbois would be last and appear to have trouble keeping up due to incompetent seamanship and a short crew. We wanted to be seen as the most inviting target. We told Parent and Rolin the same thing I’d told Dardenay: they were to make the safety of the crew their first priority, followed by the ship, then the cargo.




A few hours before we expected to see Brest on our starboard side, that’s the right when looking toward the front of the ship for you landsmen, we saw three ships sailing south. It didn’t take long to see that they were going to pass near us and might turn out to be pirates. I frankly hadn’t expected to see three together, especially this far north.




When they were about fifteen minutes away, I shouted to Parent and Rolin, using my wind magic to carry my voice: “This is Baron du Pont. You are to run for it; make for Brest if you feel it necessary. We will hold off the pirates while you run.”




I was glad Dardenay had taken the first ship and hopefully gotten to his destination safely, since being a former navy man, I suspected he would have wanted to fight the pirates. I had faith that Parent and Rolin, whose backgrounds were as merchant seamen, would heed my instructions. I used my wind magic to speed both ships on their way while I instructed Capitaine Garnier to make it look like he couldn’t make up his mind whether to try to get past the pirates or turn around and try to run from them.




As Parent’s and Rolin’s ships got close to the pirates, I switched from speeding them on their way to slowing down the pirates. The pirates, seeing that they were losing the chance to capture two ships, tried to maneuver for broadsides, which further slowed them, and between the sudden lack of wind in their sails and Eva rocking their ships with unexpected waves, the cannon balls all missed.




Realizing they still had one target available, the three ships turned toward us just as I had hoped. We still had a few minutes before the first would arrive, so I gathered my wives and we discussed our options. We couldn’t possibly defend against or take all three ships at once, so we had to decide how to stop them from overwhelming us. Marie offered to hit the first with lightning and stun everyone on the deck, but that wouldn’t help with the other two until they got in range. I couldn’t control the wind for all three while also participating in clearing the ships of pirates one at a time. Eva could stop them, but like me, she wouldn’t be able to maintain it while clearing the first ship. I didn’t want to simply sink two of them if we could capture them.




We compromised, I set fire to the sails on the furthest two ships and then put out the fire once the sails were destroyed so that the rest of the ship and most of the rigging remained undamaged. Now that two ships were dead in the water at a distance and angle that protected us from cannon fire, we proceeded to use our well-practiced tactics to take the first pirate ship. I fried the brains of anyone shouting orders until the orders stopped. Delia protected us from a round of cannon fire, then I conjured a fireball in the gun deck, which put an end to that threat.




We quickly learned that these pirates were Spanish when they didn’t respond to my directions at all. Margot took over, telling them what to do, and after I burned a few more, they complied with her every demand. After clearing the gun deck and the rest of the ship, finding only a handful of men left alive, we quickly put them in restraints.




Capitaine Garnier sent over a short prize crew to guard them while my wives and I moved on to the next ship, where we repeated the process. The sailors there were frantically trying to replace the burnt sails with whatever was in the sail locker, but that’s a difficult process when not only are all the sails gone but some of the rigging as well. They had made progress but not enough to get the ship moving before we boarded. Since we took a small rowboat over and let Eva push us through the water, we didn’t have to worry about cannon fire directed at le Vertbois.




Denise, who had been working on both control and power, lifted Delia and Marie together onto the deck. Marie had to conjure lightning while still in Denise’s telekinetic grip in order to make space for them to set down as the pirates tried to rush them. Margot followed and began shouting orders. When Margot wasn’t obeyed, Marie let loose with lightning. Lo and behold, the pirates began following Margot’s instructions instantly. Once all the men on deck were restrained, we jammed all the doors except one, and Delia led us as we cleared the rest of the ship, leaving Isabel and Denise to keep an eye on the prisoners. Any resistance was met with a fireball.




The third ship had more time to get replacement sails installed and tried to slip away, but they had neither favorable winds nor enough sails up to get them moving quickly enough to prevent us from overtaking them once another short prize crew took over for us on the second ship. Once aboard, we again overwhelmed them with magic. With all the pirates restrained on all three ships, we did quick interviews with each man and ascertained that there were, in fact, a handful of impressed men among the pirates. Those we gathered together and sent to le Vertbois, where they were held restrained in case we had misjudged them. All other pirates were summarily executed and dumped into the sea. All cabins were looted and any documents gathered. It was then very late in the day, and the only reason it was still daylight was that we were still in late summer.




After returning to le Vertbois, my wives and I had dinner with Capitaine Garnier and discussed how we were going to get three prizes back to port with only enough crewmen for two. Eva said, “We’re less than a day from Brest. I can manage to helm a ship for a short journey.”




Garnier nodded. “That would help since we wouldn’t have anyone else for that job, but we’re still short crew.”




Margot responded, “If we want to try them, I can translate orders for the freed Spaniards, and they could supplement the crew on the ship that Eva is on.”




“If we agree to that, then I should go as well to guard them,” Marie stated. “Denise should probably come too, so that we have enough eyes to keep them all in sight and we can cover each other’s backs.”




“If we short each of the other prize crews a man, that will give your wife a crew of seven in addition to herself. That should work for the short distance we have to travel tomorrow. I can send most of my crew to the two ships that lost their sails to help get them rigged; then they can come back to operate le Vertbois so we aren’t waiting all day to get moving again.”




“Marvelous. I think we have a plan that will work. Is there anything we need to do before everyone gets some rest?” I asked.




“Non, it will be dark soon, and the work that needs to be done is best done in daylight and after a good rest.”




“Jacques, I should remind you that even considering the coin we’ve captured; after refitting the ship that Capitaine Parent is now sailing and the purchases of provisions for le Vertbois, we’re low on ready funds. I think we need to sell one of the ships we just captured to replenish,” Denise pointed out.




“Oui, that makes sense. We probably don’t want to try to find capitaines and crews for all three on short notice anyway.”




Before going to sleep, I used telepathy to let Collette know that all was well but we would be delayed a few days returning to Arcachon.





Chapter 6




The next day we had an early lunch so that we weren’t hungry while entering the port at Brest. With all ships short on crew, it would take longer and require careful attention to avoid mistakes and damage. The entry of four ships in convoy, and other clues, drew quite a bit of attention, so by the time the boat from the port authority came out to meet us, there were plenty of gawkers on the wharves.




The port capitaine and a team of customs officials came aboard, whereupon Capitaine Garnier explained the situation. To say the port capitaine was skeptical is an understatement. He demanded, “You will explain how one ship with a small crew captured three pirate ships, or I will have you arrested for piracy.”




I didn’t care for his belligerence, so I stepped in and introduced myself. “I am Baron Mage Jacques du Pont. I, along with five other mages, worked together to defend this ship and capture the pirates. We found them guilty of piracy and slavery due to having impressed men who did not wish to sail their ships; they have been executed as provided for by the king’s edicts.”




Becoming more agitated, he said, “You still haven’t answered my question how did you capture three pirate ships?”




“Magic,” I replied, then created a fireball off the port side of the ship and shot a few small lightning bolts into the air.




The self-important little man was taken aback and stuttered, “M-magic is dangerous. Don’t use it here in the port.”




“Of course not,” I responded, nearly rolling my eyes. I was quite certain that magic was used in the port anytime a mage passed through; he just didn’t see it, therefore in his mind it hadn’t happened.




Moving to a new topic both to avoid further discussion of the use of magic and because we needed to know I said, “We intend to keep two of the ships for our own business while selling one. Could you direct us to the proper office to handle that?”




Once we had satisfied customs and the port capitaine, our four ships were forced to dock at some distance from one another. The wharf le Vertbois had tied up to was full of men yelling out questions and making it difficult to move, causing trouble for the stevedores trying to do their jobs on nearby ships. In an effort to clear the mob, I stood on a rail and grasped the rigging, then loudly introduced myself before repeating what I had told the port capitaine. I added that we were working under the king’s orders and that we would not be answering any other questions. As soon as I stepped down onto the deck, the crowd broke up and the stevedores got back to their business.




I asked Capitaine Garnier, “Please locate the ship that my wives are on. In company with Eva and anyone else you choose, review that ship and the others to determine which we should sell and which we should keep. I ask that you consider both the cost of any refitting and how long it will take to be done versus what we can likely get for the one we sell. We’ll want to get our new ships sailing as soon as reasonable, and we need money to pay for refitting.”




“Of course, Baron. I will take the carpenter and the boatswain with me. Will you look after the ship and crew while we’re gone?”




“Oui.”




Capitaine Garnier assigned a fire watch of three men to each of the former pirate ships and sent the rest of the men back to le Vertbois. Three of my wives returned with the five Spanish sailors I tow. I pulled Margot aside and asked her, “Did you have time to talk to the Spaniards besides translating orders? I’m wondering what they want to do now that they’ve been freed.”




“Oui, while they are all thankful to be free men again, they wish to go home and see their families. Some of the men have been captives for several years.”




“I can certainly understand their desire. I’m sure I would feel the same. I don’t want to drop them off in a Spanish harbor, but I also don’t want to make them hike across country if we drop them off on the beach south of Arcachon like we did for the crews of the merchant ships we captured. Let’s talk to Capitaine Garnier when he returns and see if he has any ideas.”




It was near dark when Eva, Capitaine Garnier, and his specialists returned. Over dinner we discussed their findings. The conclusion was that even the ship in the poorest condition would likely get us five times as much as we had left Reims with. The other two mostly needed cleaning, paint, and fresh sails, leaving us plenty of money. Since Brest was a busier port than Arcachon, Capitaine Garnier didn’t think we’d have too much trouble finding crewmen. Finding capitaines might be a simple matter as well, but maybe not. We agreed that after he checked with the auction house the next day, he would begin putting out the word that we were looking for two capitaines.




With the matter of money and the ships resolved, I asked, “Capitaine, can you offer some guidance on how we can send the Spaniards on their way home?”




He responded, “Your wife Margot can take them and a couple of my crewmen to the port authority office to ask for any Spanish ships and their destinations, then visit those ships to see if they need crew or have room for passengers.”




The next morning, while we were eating breakfast, a crewman from the watch reported that a capitaine looking for a ship was on the wharf asking about when interviews would be held. I looked at Garnier and raised an eyebrow. He leaned back and looked up, then turned to the crewman and told him three bells this afternoon. Then he turned to me and said, “If you can hire men with the necessary experience and ambition, they can take on most of the rest of the work, and we can get back to hunting sooner.” Then he gave me a predatory grin. I grinned back. It would all depend on the kind of men available. If they were like Parent or even Dardenay, we would be able to leave quickly.




Margot and her guards returned in time for lunch without the Spaniards. She had helped them find a ship that would take all five, with them splitting the jobs of two crewmen so they would travel free. They would not get paid for their work, but since they were headed to a port in Spain where they could find their own way home, they were more than happy. Of course, since we’d provided each of them a large amount of silver out of the funds confiscated from the pirates; they had reason to be happy even if they paid for their passage.




Over the course of the day, several more men asked about interviews, so I assigned them times at thirty-minute intervals.




Capitaine Garnier returned in plenty of time for our interview at three bells. As in the past, I let him and Eva handle most of the interview and just watched the man’s behavior. As the interview ended, I re-introduced myself and told the man I was a healing mage offering a health check. He declined, so I just smiled and thanked him for coming. After he left but before either Eva or Garnier could speak, I said, “We’re not hiring him. He’s dying, and I might have been able to treat whatever it is, but since he wouldn’t allow me to check him, I can’t say for certain.”




Garnier sighed, and Eva shrugged. We had three more interviews that day, but only one was vaguely interesting. Perhaps our luck in Arcachon had spoiled us. In any event, the best news of the day was that the auction house said they’d be happy to handle the sale of the ship and one of the partners had already visited it. I was told that by noon the next day, we would have a report and a contract to sign. The next auction was the following day, but we were told we wouldn’t want to put the ship in that auction since there wouldn’t be enough time for potential buyers to get word and make preparations. The earliest we would have it sold would be about ten days.




My wives and I didn’t want to spend that much time in port without Collette and the children, but nothing else made sense. Garnier gave the men shore leave for two days, then put them to work preparing the two ships we intended to put into service. We also hired half a dozen other seamen to help with the work, with the understanding that they could consider it an interview for permanent jobs aboard our ships.




We interviewed more potential capitaines and decided that if one who was a sailing master had references as good as he claimed, we’d hire him as capitaine, just as we had done with Garnier and Rolin. Brest seemed to be a port where merchants dumped drunks, incompetents, and men who ran their ships with their fists.




Fortunately, the sailing master’s references were even better than he had led us to believe, so we agreed to hire Monsieur Berart with the understanding that he should be prepared to set sail as soon as provisions and cargo were acquired for one of the ships. We had managed to get the auction house to give us an advance on the sale of the ship, which allowed us to purchase sails and other materials needed to prepare the two we were keeping.




Two days before the auction, our new capitaine set sail with instructions to consider Le Havre his home port and a letter of introduction to our factor. I also reminded him, “Regardless of your prior experience on other ships, our family puts the safety of the crew above everything else; next is the ship, and last is the cargo. We want all our men, you included, to be confident they will return to their loved ones.”




“Oui, I appreciate your interest in our well-being and will consider it in my decision process. It is an honor to work for your family, baron.”




Eva and I gave them a send-off like the one we had given Dardenay in Arcachon, with the water fountains and flash bangs. The crew seemed to appreciate it as they waved and smiled. The port capitaine, however, didn’t feel the same way and personally chewed me out for endangering the other ships and facilities in the port. I could tell from his demeanor that explaining the flash bangs held no heat would serve no purpose, so I just nodded and apologized. Once he decided I was suitably chastened, he left us alone. C’est la vie.




On the day of the auction, we interviewed Monsieur Mercier, a former naval lieutenant who had been a first officer for several years but had been discharged for insubordination. He seemed resigned to not getting the job but put in the effort to look and behave professionally. I asked him, “What drove you to be insubordinate?”




He looked down and sighed. “My last capitaine drove the men too hard—not just in my judgment. All the officers agreed, especially the ship’s surgeon, but no one else would say anything as the capitaine had family connections. When a crewman nearly died due to the capitaine’s unnecessary and capricious orders, I countermanded his further orders. I was lucky not to be hung. Thank you for your time.” He then started to get up, so I told him, “Don’t go anywhere. If what you say is true, you’re exactly the kind of capitaine we’re looking for.”




The man looked up at me with hope in his eyes, so I smiled at him and continued, “Give us your references and where we can contact you. If you’re confident in your references, then prepare yourself to take over the ship as soon as we’ve confirmed them.”




I thought the poor man was going to weep. He shook all our hands and left with his back straight and his head held high.




The auction house delivered the remainder of the money from the sale of the third pirate ship the day after it was sold, so we were ready to go as soon as we had a capitaine and crew. While we waited for Capitaine Garnier to confirm Mercier’s references, Denise and Marie worked to find cargo for our last ship.




I did make use of the time available in port to write to Emmelote. As I had promised, the letters were far more personal, even if they contained my musings on what we were experiencing and my thoughts on those matters.




Three days later we were satisfied Mercier was everything he claimed to be and we hired He then immediately set about hiring crew, as the ship was ready except for ordering fresh provisions. There were enough seamen available that we had our pick, and before the day was out, we had a crew. As was my custom, I offered free medical checkups and healing to all who showed up for interviews. We hired two more men for le Vertbois’s prize crew as well. Provisions were ordered for both ships to arrive the following morning, and we set sail with Mercier following us out of port. As soon as we were outside the authority of the port capitaine, Eva and I put on a display of water fountains and flash bangs that could be seen halfway across the city. Both crews cheered and waved to each other as Mercier headed north and we headed south for Arcachon and a brief visit with Collette and the children.




Once our sails were set and the crew working on their tasks, I gathered my wives in the mess for a discussion. “Between Eva, Marie, and me, we have magic covering all elements of a storm. I have copies of all your magics, though I’m not as practiced with any of them as I am with fire magic, nor do I think I could manage to cast all of them at once. Do you think we can work together to make a storm? Would it be useful for hiding from our targets or from warships carrying mages?” I asked..




“That’s a fascinating idea. I don’t think we can know how useful it might be until we know how large a storm we can make. We could try just fog first and build on it from there,” Marie responded.




“I’m not aware of any discussion in our classes involving the coordination of multiple mages of varying elemental affinities to create such a working. What about you, Isabel? Did such a thing come up while you were in the army?” Denise remarked.




“Non, the closest we ever got to that was in building fortifications, and even then each elemental mage worked alone as the steps were performed in consecutive order. I’d be very interested to see if you three can work such a thing out.”




“It took three months of work to coordinate with other shield mages at the academy. Of course, we only had an hour a day, three days a week. The hardest part was synchronizing. I wonder if that would have been easier with a telepath to help,” Delia pointed out.




“That’s a really interesting idea, Delia. If we hold hands, I wouldn’t have to focus so much on telepathy, so I should still be able to handle either fire magic or wind.”




We spent a few hours each day trying to work out how to generate a storm until we got back to Arcachon. I continued to work with Denise on developing my skill at using telekinesis, so I was the first to sight Arcachon since I was holding myself thirty feet above the top of the main mast.




Once I had sighted the harbor and town, I reached out to Collette to let her know we were close so she could prepare the children to meet us. That evening, we held another celebration on the pier we had tied up to. As my family approached with the sailors we had sent to collect them, all the children squealed upon seeing us. I couldn’t help but smile.




My wives were now in the habit of collecting any jewelry confiscated from pirates for the family and showed off the latest to Collette. They all agreed that any pieces none of them liked would be traded to the jeweler we used in Reims for either something they saw in his shop or, more likely, a custom creation.




I spent much of the evening cuddling Collette or one of our children. I reluctantly let her take the children back to the house we were renting that evening, as we intended to set sail again on the morning tide.




I didn’t really want to steal any more merchant ships, as my real intent with the first two had been to establish that there were pirates preying on Spanish shipping so that warships would start looking for us. I hadn’t planned on spending so long away from the Spanish coast, but at least we learned that the Spaniards were allowing pirates refuge in their ports as long as their target was French or Dutch ships




Marie, Eva, and I continued working on generating a storm or fog to hide in as we sailed toward Bilbao, Spain once again. This time I planned to appear more confident and perhaps reckless by blockading the port and chasing any merchant ship back to the harbor with the hope of enticing a warship to come after us.




I levitated above the ship once each hour to look for ships to chase and over the course of several days found a few which we pursued back to the harbor. After nearly a week of the charade the Spaniards sent out a warship after us. Eva called it a frigate which she said was heavily armed and faster than most, with a crew of two to three hundred men. I thought they would be fun to toy with as no ship would be faster than we wanted it to be.




We turned tail and ran but not too fast; I wanted to reel them in like the big fish I had watched our sailors catch a few times on the voyage. Eva and I coordinated speeding us up and slowing our ship down so that our distance from the Spanish frigate expanded and shrank over time, never letting ourselves fall into the range of their cannons. We only used our magic on le Vertbois since we had been told that warships often had one or more mages aboard and we didn’t want them to sense us until we were both far enough out to sea that it was unlikely another ship would see us when the battle started. We kept them interested in chasing us and led them further out to sea.




As nightfall approached we let them get close enough to fire on us but Delia angled her shield to make the cannonballs fall just short of us. After a few more shots at us we increased our distance and disappeared into the night. I instructed Capitaine Garnier that if the night watch even suspected the frigate was close I was to be awakened immediately since I had no interest in them sneaking up on us in the night. If I had to I’d set fire to their gun deck like I had pirates in the past but that would be expensive to repair and I intended to sell the ship for full value if at all possible. Besides I had no desire to kill the sailors who were just doing their jobs.




Since Eva had pointed out that warships often carried mages Delia and I rose before sunrise the next morning and used magic sense to try to find the Spaniards. Delia sensed magic first, then moments later I noticed it as well. They were behind and starboard of us, well outside of cannon range I thought.




At breakfast Eva gave me a glare and asked, “Have you realized yet that we’ve bitten off more than we can chew? Even if we capture the ship crewing it and le Vertbois is going to be impossible. How do you plan to defeat as many as three hundred crewmen? How do you plan to get that ship back to Arcachon?”




“Magic,” I said with a smirk.




“Jacques, I’m serious.”




“I don’t know, this is the first time we’ve ever been directly opposed by a mage. Isabel, any thoughts on the topic as you spent most of a year with regular troops?”




“My commander reiterated what we learned in third-year Military Tactics class: focus on taking out the mage first while defending your line.”




“We’re all awake before sunrise so we can make a plan. I didn’t expect such a big ship to come after us, but now that it has, either we capture it or destroy it. I really want to capture it so we can use the money to build our own house.” All my wives smiled at that. The house we were renting was fine, but there were so many things we all wanted, and when the children were a little older, we’d need more room. That thought motivated them just a little more to get creative.




“Since we don’t know how long this will take and therefore how long I’ll have to hold a shield, we need to minimize our exposure. We need to be directly in front of the ship at all times since that is where the fewest guns are,” Delia stated.




“I’ll need to hold both ships still with water magic so Jacques is free to use fire and telekinesis as necessary,” Eva responded.




“I don’t see how we can restrain and watch over that many men, so I suggest we make them evacuate the ship on their rowboats. We can tow them most of the way to shore. I know we haven’t figured out how we’re going to capture the ship yet, but at some point we need to decide where we’re going to dump all these men. I don’t think it’s a good idea to drop them on the beach south of Arcachon this time, because two hundred or more Spanish sailors marching south isn’t going to make anyone in France feel safe, even if they are unarmed,” Marie pointed out.




“Why not tow the boats toward Hondarribia since it is the northernmost Spanish town and it is a port?” Margot suggested.




“Oui, that addresses after we win, but let’s not forget to plan for failure as well as victory,” Denise reminded us all.




“The worst case I can think of is they try to pin us in with more ships and we’re all too exhausted to run and shield the ship,” I suggested.




“So how do we avoid that possibility?” Denise asked.




“I stay on le Vertbois and only use my magic to hold the two of us in place. Then, once the frigate is ours, I rest so I’m fresh if needed again,” Eva offered.




“I think Eva has a good answer to Denise’s question. Does anyone have further concerns?”




All my ladies shook their heads.




“Well then, we have plans for both after we win and if we lose, so let’s talk about how we go about winning.”




Half an hour later, a crewman came to the mess to report that it was light enough to see the Spanish ship in the distance, so we got up to begin implementing the plan.




“One last thing: once we’re on board the frigate, we’ll speak Dutch among ourselves, and as usual, Margot will translate for us.”




Now that we were ready, I warned Capitaine Garnier that we were about to slow down the ship and let the frigate catch up. Then we would stop both ships with about a hundred feet between them. I asked him to avoid calling out orders if it could be helped and to use runners to pass his orders so that we wouldn’t give away that we were a French ship.




I called on the wind to leave our ship alone, and Eva used her magic to make the water hold to the ship more and slow us further. In minutes, the frigate closed the range and began firing its forward cannons at us. Delia set up her shield in a wedge to deflect the cannonballs and any future arrows, crossbow bolts, or arquebus fire to one side or the other.




I climbed the rigging near the back of our ship so I could get a view of the officers and crew of the Spanish ship. Once it neared a hundred yards, I started conjuring fireballs in the skulls of officers, who were easy to find due to the uniforms and silly hats they wore. I started with the oldest ones I could find, guessing they would be the highest ranked. Once I could see no more officers, I detonated the gunpowder nearest the forward cannons before the crew could reload after the previous shots. By the time the smoke had cleared, the distance between the ships was down to thirty yards, and Eva had stopped it. I then signaled Margot to issue our demands while calling the wind to amplify her voice so that the entire crew could hear it.




“You will lie down on the deck with your hands behind your head immediately, or you will die just as your officers have. Do it now!”




When no one moved after a few seconds, I conjured another fireball on a man who appeared to be a senior crewman since he was giving orders.




Margot repeated her order and added, “How many more of you are willing to die today?”




I saw another man shout an order and point to Margot; his head exploded a moment later.

Men started lying down, and when I heard someone berate them, they died as quickly as the others had. More men dropped to the deck. Then a man in a different uniform and without one of those silly hats stepped onto the deck and cast a large ice spear at our ship.




I wasn’t any more worried about the spear than I was about cannonballs, so I focused on him, but he moved too quickly and I missed him. Some sergent would be proud the mage had paid attention during training.




At that point, every man I could see had dropped onto their stomachs. In Dutch, I told Margot to call for the men in the sails to come down and join the men lying down.




I put up my own shield and had Denise levitate me over to the frigate. In my limited Spanish and using hand gestures, I ordered the crew nearest the forward cannons to move back. Once I had made space and expanded my shield, I waved for the rest of my team to join me. Marie was the first over, then Margot, and finally Denise. We moved toward the back of the ship, looking for the mage. Marie watched for men in the sails while Margot and Denise kept an eye on the men on deck.




I saw motion and, having been prepared, I instantly conjured a large fireball on the target. The man had been trying to get back inside the ship rather than fight us on deck and was halfway through the door before he fell, screaming in agony. I conjured another fireball in his head and put him out of his misery. Denise levitated his corpse out of our way and over the side.




I told Margot to instruct the men on deck to launch one of the ship’s boats, board it with as many men as it would safely hold, then begin rowing for the coast. When the first boat left and there were still men on the deck, she told them to launch another. It took half an hour for all the men on the deck to board the small boats. Once they were done, we looked up into the sails again and confirmed there were no men above us. I called for the prize crew to come over and, upon their arrival, reminded them to avoid speaking if possible, then instructed them to block all access to the deck from inside the ship except one, which we would enter and begin clearing the lower decks. Once I was satisfied that no one would get behind us, I told the prize crew to keep an eye on the small boats and call us if they tried to come back.




It was then time for us to empty out the lower decks, but not before each of us using Magic Sense to determine whether or not any other mages were still aboard. We agreed that one seemed some distance below and near the middle of the ship.




I conjured a shield and opened the door; then Margot called out, demanding surrender. Two young men came out with their hands on their heads as instructed, and she sent them to begin lowering another boat. As we had done in the past, I triggered a flash bang spell in the first cabin we came to; then Marie opened the door to see if anyone was in it. I repeated the process several times before finding anyone, and then Marie quickly restrained them with our prepared ropes.




After clearing the upper decks, we moved down to the gun deck where some fool tried to shoot us with a pistol. He died a moment later. Margot called out for surrender and instructed them to lie down. There were eighteen guns on this deck, whereas the top deck had held only a dozen somewhat smaller cannons. With eight men to a gun crew, there were over one hundred forty men crowded in.




We decided to have Marie escort them topside five at a time. As each group was called up, Margot warned them that at the slightest provocation Marie would shock them all with lightning and possibly kill them. Marie gave a demonstration using the corpse I had made, which seemed to put any thoughts of rebellion to rest. An hour and a half later we I guessed there were no more than about thirty men left aboard. Even I was getting tired of holding my mage shield, so we took a short break before continuing on.




It was getting hot and would only get hotter as the day went on, so when I felt the strain of holding the mage shield continuously had passed, we used magic sense to check on the mage we had noticed earlier. After determining the mage likely hadn’t moved, we started clearing cabins again. Each time we gathered four or five men, Marie escorted them topside after Margot admonished them to avoid threatening moves or be prepared to be struck by lightning. All Marie had to do to put a little fear in them was make some sparks jump from one hand to the other.




When we arrived at the spot where we had sensed the mage, Margot called out, warning them that if they didn’t come out with hands on their heads and eyes closed, we would simply make a large fireball in the cabin and kill everyone in it.




The response was immediate, if only verbal. “I am the ship’s healer. I have two patients with me. We will come out as you requested.”




I asked Margot to warn him that there was more than one mage with her, so he would die if he attacked. The Spaniard responded again and Margot translated, “I’m a healer and have no offensive magic.”




I knew better than that, as I had a half dozen ways to use my healing magic to kill just by touching the victim if I needed to. I warned my wives accordingly.




Margot warned him again, “If you touch one of us, you will die. Now come out one at a time.”




We had come prepared to capture mages, so as soon as the man came out with his eyes closed, I put a hood over his head. Then I checked him for weapons, then used Magic Sense to confirm he was the mage we had sensed. Margot called for the next man and, after assuring he had no weapons, she called out the last. Once all three were out of the cabin, I conjured a flash bang and Marie went in to confirm it was empty.




I sent all my wives topside as escorts this time as a precaution that the mage not get any ideas. Margot instructed one of the sailors to take the lead and the mage to put his hands on the shoulders of the leading sailor so he could follow while unable to see. Denise levitated the mage over the side and onto the last boat so that he was safely off the ship.




When they returned, we finished clearing the ship, finding only a handful of other men, including the carpenter. I didn’t look forward to clearing the hold, but it had to be done. As we approached each gap between tied-down materials, I conjured a flash bang in the area, then checked it. The process was both more tedious and more dangerous than working through the cabins due to the tight quarters and having more places to hide. I had Marie send lightning down each gap as well. Then I used my fire magic to pull out any heat, to ensure that she didn’t set off any fires.




Just as I thought we weren’t going to find any fools hiding, I heard a scream after Marie’s lightning. I found a man writhing, yet stuck between piles of barrels. I froze his heart blood and dragged him out, then Denise restrained him. After I healed him, we left him on the deck until we had finished our task; then Denise levitated him out. We put him on the last boat, and Margot told them to start rowing for shore. Once the boat was far enough away that we felt safe, I instructed the prize crew to take the ship to Arcachon but not to rush. Denise then levitated me and my wives back to Le Vertbois, where we had lunch with Delia, Eva, and Isabel.




Feeling much better after having satiated my hunger, I asked Capitaine Garnier to find the boats from the frigate and take them in tow, then proceed toward Hondarribia on the border between France and Spain. Once we had towed them within sight of shore, we dropped the lines and headed north to catch up to the frigate.





Chapter 7




We managed to catch sight of the frigate just before nightfall, but we were too far to signal them. Neither ship was likely to reach Arcachon before noon the next day, so I didn’t worry about it.




After dinner, I bathed with Isabel under our makeshift shower on the stern of the ship, and the little exhibitionist opened the back curtain so we could look out over the darkening sea as I took her from behind. I had started off mostly innocently, offering to wash her back, so she leaned against the stern rail to give me a good angle. Seeing her large breasts dangling and her derrière positioned so conveniently had my cock at full mast in no time.




As I scrubbed her back, my cock slid between her soap-slick full moons, exciting me further, and without giving it any thought I found myself sliding inside her. Of course, at that point there was no stopping us, as she’d been feeling pent up since we set sail from Brest. “Jacques, that was wonderful. I really needed that,” she said.




I cuddled with Eva and Delia that night since having spent most of the day watching our backs but not truly participating in the takeover of the ship, they were a little frustrated. I couldn’t resist making chewing motions after saying, “Frigate tasty.”




Eva rolled her eyes and said, “I have something I know you like eating.” Then she wrapped a leg over my shoulder and guided me toward the little patch of blond hair between her legs. I had just brought Eva to a climax with my tongue for the second time when the blowjob Delia was giving me set me off. She swallowed it all, not even coming up for air. That extra-long elven tongue did amazing things, and having no gag reflex didn’t hurt either. I returned the favor and ate her out until her spine arched and she groaned loudly.




I was feeling very wound up, but aboard ship we had agreed to keep our bedroom activities to a minimum so as not to agitate the crew. When we got to port, I was going to have Capitaine Garnier give the crew shore leave for a few days so my wives and I could be less restrained in the bedroom.




Before nodding off to sleep, I thought about how to remedy the situation of having to spend all our time on a ship. After we delivered the frigate to the port admiral in Arcachon, it would be time to look for alternatives.




At first light, Denise and I levitated above the ship, searching for the frigate. We found it a little behind us, and I guessed ten miles west. The only reason we were sure it was the frigate was how unlikely it was that any other ship would be sailing with just the main sail in the current conditions. We knew the frigate had been doing just that since the prize crew had taken charge of it. We reported our findings to Capitaine Garnier and then to the rest of my wives over breakfast.




“Jacques, you said you wanted to use the proceeds from the sale of the frigate to build a house. Do you have any idea how much that ship is worth?” Eva asked.




“Well, it’s about thirty feet longer than the pirate ship we sold and has quite a few more cannons, so I would guess twice what we got for that ship.”




“Non, it’s more like four times as much because a warship like that frigate requires much more lumber and skill to build. Those cannons are also much more expensive than you seem to think. In addition, this frigate is obviously newer and in much better condition than the old pirate ship, so it could be worth eight times as much.”




“Mon dieu, so much for a ship? I can’t imagine how much having a navy of hundreds of such ships must cost the king.”




“If you think that’s a lot of money, a ship of the line likely costs five to eight times as much as a frigate.”




I was truly dumbstruck.




By noon, the frigate was sailing in formation behind us, and we waved to the prize crew. Just after two bells, we sailed into the harbor at Arcachon and were immediately met by a boat carrying the port admiral’s adjutant, whom I had met briefly when I had visited the first time to present our lettre de marque. The first words out of his mouth were, “What are you doing leading a Spanish frigate into a French naval base, and why are there so few crewmen on the deck?”




“As to your first question, where else do you expect me to put the ship we captured? And to answer your second question, that’s all the men we had available to act as the prize crew.”




“Mon dieu, it’s not possible. No one captures a frigate with just a carrack, and I see no damage on either ship. Did you steal it in the night?”




“Non, it took all morning. Do you know how long it takes to launch and board the ship’s boats one at a time?”




“What?”




“We boarded the ship after killing the officers and senior crew, then encouraged the remaining crewmen to leave the ship in an orderly manner. We had to search the entire ship to make sure there was no one hiding, and it’s a good thing we were thorough. Now, where do you want the frigate to dock so your admiral can look it over and buy it from us?”




“Non, that’s not how this is done. The prize court will review the ship and determine how much you receive in a few months.”




“I think I will speak with your admiral myself. When I sold one of the pirate ships we captured near Brest, we had to wait ten days for the auction; then we got our money the next day. I’ll tell the prize crew to drop anchor now and wait until I’ve spoken to the admiral.




I realize that the navy will take a little longer, but several months is out of the question. Half the supplies on board will have rotted by then. I think I’ll sell off all the supplies, gunpowder, and as many cannons as I can, then leave the rest for your prize court.”




The adjutant just shook his head. I didn’t know if it was in disbelief or because he thought I wouldn’t do it. If it was the latter, he was in for a big surprise.




While we sailed on to where we would dock, I went to my quarters and pulled out the book on naval regulations that Capitaine Dartois had provided after our conversation about a lettre de marque. I found the regulation I was looking for, and it clearly stated that I had to sell the ship to the navy. It didn’t say I couldn’t sell the rest of what it came with.




After we docked, Eva and I went to see the port admiral. We knew full well that his adjutant had arrived before us, as his little sailboat had gone straight back to the naval dock. When I asked the secretary on duty if I could speak to the admiral, he said, “The admiral is in a meeting. I can make an appointment for you. I believe his next opening is a week from tomorrow.”




“Then it is unnecessary. Just please mention to him that everything that isn’t wooden on the frigate we captured will be sold at auction beginning tomorrow morning. I’ll start passing the word in the harbor right now. Thank you for your time.”




I took my time walking to the door, then opened and held it for Eva, who was signaling agitation with her low humming. Once we were out of earshot, I asked, “What’s on your mind?”




“It isn’t usually a good idea to threaten a superior officer.”




“I’m not in his chain of command. We are all army officers, in case you forgot. In fact, for the last several months and for the next several more we are at least notionally civilians; otherwise we wouldn’t have a lettre de marque. Besides, I didn’t threaten him. I simply stated the course of action which I have every right to exercise under naval regulations. I brought the book Capitaine Dartois provided and marked the passage so I can remind the admiral of the exact wording.”




Just as we reached the gate to leave the naval compound, a sailor my age or a little younger jogged up and said, “Mademoiselle, Monsieur, the admiral’s meeting broke up early. If you are still interested in speaking with him, he will see you now.”




“Merci, sailor. For your information, a more appropriate form of address for this lovely lady is Madame du Pont, as I am her husband.”




“Forgive me, Monsieur. I was not informed of that.”




“No forgiveness needed, as I’m sure she wasn’t insulted. Were you, ma chérie? But just to be absolutely clear, her correct title is Baroness Mage du Pont, as she is both a noble in her own right and a mage neither of which you had any way to know so again, there is nothing to forgive. We will be happy to speak to the admiral now. Please lead the way.”




The secretary showed us into the admiral’s office after a perfunctory knock on the door.




“Good afternoon, Admiral. Let me introduce my wife, Baroness Mage Eva du Pont, cousin to Prince Willem of the Netherlands.”




“It is a pleasure to meet you, Baroness. I understand that you have brought me a Spanish frigate to purchase. According to my adjutant, it is in excellent condition and shows no sign of battle damage. Please tell me how you acquired such a fine specimen.”




“After leading them on a chase similar to how you sailors catch big fish by letting them get away and reeling them back in we let them close and proceeded to kill all the officers on deck, then the senior crew or anyone giving orders. When there was no one left to countermand our instructions, the crew all lay down on the deck. Then we told them to lower the ship’s boats one at a time, and once full, start rowing for shore. 




After the top deck was cleared, we searched the cabins and gun deck, giving all the crewmen the opportunity to get in a boat and make for shore. Once we had cleared the last man and put them all in boats, our prize crew took over and set sail for Arcachon.”




“You expect me to believe you captured a new frigate with, what, two hundred fifty men while sailing on an old carrack with fifty of your own men?”




“Of course not. There are only about thirty-five men on the crew of the carrack, and they had nothing to do with capturing the ship. Six of us did that: five of my wives and me.”




“My other wife is an earth mage and was quite frustrated that she had no part in the capture.”




“Do you think me a fool?” he said, raising his voice.




“Non, a fool would think he wasn’t going to pay my family soon for the nice new ship we just brought you.”




Gritting his teeth, he said, “Baron, you may refuse to tell me how you acquired that ship, but lying to me is beyond insulting and I won’t have it.”




“I did not speak a single lie. I didn’t give you the details of which spells were used, but I’m sure you’re aware that nearly every one of my nine wives is a mage of some sort. Eva is a very powerful water mage; by herself she can slow a ship down or speed it up simply by making the water want to stick to or release the ship. In fact, she is powerful and skilled enough to slow one ship while speeding another. My wife Marie is a lightning mage and, when necessary, can call down a strike that would disable every member of the crew on the frigate’s top deck and likely those up in the sails as well. My wife Denise uses telekinesis and can lift a sixteen-pound cannon and throw it thirty yards or more. Those are just some of the women in my family and the awesome power they wield. Le Vertbois, the carrack we sailed on, has captured half a dozen ships and never fired a shot nor been struck by any, because we use our magic to keep the ship safe and have no desire to damage the ships we plan to capture.




Since we are currently civilians as is obvious from our lettre de marque we are not required to provide you with an after-action report as we normally do for our commanding officer in Reims. If that is what it will take to get paid for the ship we just brought in, along with the supplies, gunpowder, cannons, sails, and other non-wooden items present on the ship, then we will of course be happy to provide one in a day or two. I would, however, say that is not what the regulations require unless there is something in another book that I was not made aware of.” I then presented the book on French naval regulations, opened to the page that discussed the purchase of warships captured from those holding a lettre de marque.




“Non, your point is well taken,” he said through gritted teeth. “This base simply doesn’t have that much money on hand, and I don’t have the authority to acquire it. I will report your prize to the prize court, and they will decide the value of the ship and arrange payment.”




“Admiral, I don’t wish to make your life difficult. I simply want to be paid for the ship I am forced to sell you. I can accept that you don’t have the money and even that you don’t set the price. What I cannot accept is waiting for an indeterminate amount of time to receive compensation.




There is nothing in the regulations that says we cannot expect prompt payment. If we can expect fair payment in a few weeks, then I’m sure we won’t feel the need to begin selling off the ship’s supplies. If, on the other hand, payment is not forthcoming, I intend to leave an empty husk in the harbor.




You might let the prize court know that dragging out the process will cause us to mention their behavior to the king’s chancelier when we report to him after this assignment is over in a few months.”




The admiral looked like he’d swallowed a frog whole when I mentioned reporting to the chancelier. I had to work hard to avoid a vicious smile.




“My adjutant and a team of specialists will board the frigate in the morning at nine bells to review its condition and inventory its contents. You will be provided with a copy of the report as a receipt; they will then take possession of the ship.”




“Does that mean we’re going to be paid promptly? If not, I will start auctioning off the contents of the ship, including the many cannons which my wife will levitate off it.”




“I can guarantee nothing other than that I will inform the prize court of the situation and urge prompt attention to the matter.”




“I should think they have little else to do, as I was told we hold the only current lettre de marque and, as France is not at war, there are only a few pirate ships captured from time to time. I should know; we have captured five of them in the last few months.”




“Five? You only brought two here,” the admiral stated.




“Oui, we captured three at once near Brest a few weeks ago and sold one to get the money to provision and crew the other two, along with covering operating costs for le Vertbois.”




“Then, if you will provide me the documentation on those three, I will also mention them in my report to the prize court, encouraging them to pay you promptly as you are doing a great service to the kingdom.”




“We appreciate that, Admiral. We will gather the documents, and one of us will present them to you sometime tomorrow. Merci beaucoup.”




“Now that the business of the frigate has been addressed, I have a letter for you that came in the weekly dispatch from Paris. It is unusual for such letters to be sent through me for a civilian,” the admiral said.




I took the envelope and popped it open, then took a quick glance at the sender and the brief message. “It’s from the king’s chancelier; I think he treats everyone as his servant. Have a pleasant day, Admiral.”




After we left the admiral’s office, Eva asked, “Was it really necessary to irritate the man who holds power here?”




“Oui, he holds power, but he wasn’t planning to use it to do anything for us. Now he will do what he can to encourage the prize court to take action swiftly. I don’t want to wait a year or more to start building our house.




When we get back to the ship, Collette should be there with the children or soon will be, and Capitaine Garnier has sent the crew on shore leave with instructions not to return to the ship for three days. I want to discuss what we should do next when we’re all together, as I think you’ll agree that we’re beyond tired of being on the ship all the time and we all miss Collette and the children. I want to go somewhere that we can go ashore and stay awhile.”




Collette and the children, surrounded by the escorting sailors, arrived a few minutes after Eva and I returned to the ship. While we’d been gone, Margot had cooked us all a wonderful dinner, which we ate on the deck after organizing some makeshift tables and benches.




After dinner, we spent a little time with the children, then put them to bed, leaving Gillette to watch over them. I then reported on our meeting earlier in the day. “Let me tell you about our visit to the admiral this afternoon. He apparently is unable to pay us for the frigate; something called a prize court handles assessing the value and making payment. I encouraged him to suggest they handle our case expeditiously and mentioned we would be reporting to the chancelier in a few months.




When he handed me this envelope, I understood why he took my name-dropping seriously. The chancelier sent us a letter through the admiral. He didn’t seem very happy at being treated like a postman, but it did support my claim to have the acquaintance of the chancelier. In any case, we’ve been instructed to head to Monaco, where we will be contacted and given further instructions.”




With that business out of the way, we strung some canvas to provide some walls for privacy but no top and dragged out mattresses, laying them next to one another like we had in the dorm at the academy. We added a few braziers to keep the fall chill at bay.

Once our love nest was prepared, I let Collette know how much I had missed her by filling her with my seed repeatedly.




All seven of my wives who were present received similar treatment that night, and I kept them up until the early hours of the morning though I wasn’t the only one. My wives loved each other as much as they loved me and quite enjoyed expressing their love physically. Delia in particular used her versatile tongue to entertain those I wasn’t engaged with at any given time. After we’d all satisfied at least some of our carnal urges, we lay there looking up at the stars until we fell asleep.




Unsurprisingly, I woke to the smell of Margot’s cooking. I would have offered my wives another round, but Eva and I had an appointment on the frigate with the admiral’s adjutant. I didn’t want to miss that, as we weren’t confident that we would get a complete inventory and honest appraisal of the condition of the ship.




Before turning over the frigate to the prize crew to sail away, my wives had looted the officers’ quarters, collecting letters, logs, the pay chest, and other valuables. Margot had reviewed the frigate capitaine’s log on our return voyage and confirmed that the ship was less than a year old. Eva suggested that alone meant the ship had intelligence value since it would provide insight into any new ideas and techniques the Spanish were incorporating in their new builds.




Margot had also read several dispatches that the capitaine had kept, which she thought would provide information that French naval intelligence would surely want to see. I wasn’t about to give up any leverage, so I planned to hold onto all the documents until we had confirmed that the adjutant had made a fair and complete inventory.




Promptly at nine bells, the admiral’s adjutant met us at the frigate and was polite enough to request permission to board. Eva and I kept an eye on him and his team, which appeared to include a carpenter and others involved in ship maintenance in addition to a couple of men who simply counted things like cannons, ammunition, and supplies. Upon completion of their work, Eva and I reviewed the inventory and offered a couple of minor corrections; which, after verification, the adjutant willingly adjusted.




We were pleased to see that the professionals had rated the ship’s condition excellent. Satisfied that we had a fair accounting of the ship, I turned over the logs and documents, pointing out the important things Margot had noted, including the translations. The man’s eyes lit up with glee, so perhaps we had made, if not a friend, at least someone who would see us in a positive light. I also provided him with documentation showing that we had indeed captured three pirate ships off Brest and was told that we would get our documents back within a day or two.




With all the paperwork signed, I released the prize crew, giving them their pay and letting them know that they had two days of shore leave. I also instructed them not to return to le Vertbois until their leave was over since we were having family time on the ship.




Upon arriving back at our ship, I reported on the meeting and asked Denise, “Please let Katherine know that the proceeds of the frigate are to be placed in the family account, not to be used for the baronies or other business expenses.” Katherine was one of my brother-in-law Robin’s wives and the family bookkeeper, as well as Denise’s cousin.




“Now that all past business has been addressed, I think we can all agree that, now that it’s well into fall, it’s getting a little cold to be at sea all the time. In addition, being aboard this ship even when it is just our family isn’t nearly as nice as being in a house or an inn. As I told you yesterday, we have orders from the Chancelier himself to go to Monaco and wait to be contacted with further instructions.




We can rent a house so that, when we aren’t at sea, we have a place to be together in comfort and privacy. Along the way, we can stop at a few ports on the French coast to let Collette show off our family goods and hopefully make some more sales. Is that agreeable in general terms?”




All seven wives expressed agreement, so I asked, “Eva, can you get us a chart of the Mediterranean so we can have some idea of our options?”




Isabel pointed out, “There are lots of pirates from the Barbary Coast we can go after. As I recall, the area includes Algiers, Tunis, Tripoli, and the Sultanate of Morocco, so if we run low on money, we can just go hunt more pirates.”




Eva looked over the map and used some tools to measure distances, then said, “It will take around a month to get to any of the French ports on the Mediterranean. Monaco is only another few days from there.”




“We’ll have plenty of time to refine our storm working,” Marie said cheerfully.




Looking at the map, Isabel said, “Monaco is right on the French border, and if I remember correctly, it is ruled by House Grimaldi, who were originally from Genoa. I believe the Spanish occupy a fortress there. I’m sure the prince there would love to drive the Spanish out. We could probably make friends with House Grimaldi if we find a way to make life miserable for the Spaniards at the fort.”




“Ha, like preying on Spanish shipping to Monaco. I’m sure we’ll have fun. It should be interesting to see what our instructions are once we get there. I doubt that Spanish intelligence will bother to tell their people in Monaco about the Dutch pirates around Bilbao, so we should be able to continue using that cover. Or we could switch to English what do you ladies think?”




Margot spoke up, “All of us but Collette speak both languages well enough that casual listeners won’t notice accents or poor grammar, but most are best with Dutch, so I think we continue with that.”




“Will I still be a wife, or should I pretend to be the nursemaid since I speak only French well?” Collette asked.




“We have a month to decide and for you to learn more Dutch, so unless we’re speaking to the sailors, let’s all plan on speaking Dutch for the foreseeable future. We can work with Gillette and the children too. It can’t hurt any of them to learn another language, and if any of the children inherit magic, learning another language will be even more important,” I responded.




“I’ve already been working with Gillette and the children on Dutch. In fact, Gillette has made a lot of progress,” Margot pointed out with a big smile.




“You’re amazing,” I said and kissed her.




“So when do we leave?” Denise asked.




“We should probably assume that we’ll need a day after shore leave is over to acquire provisions and to give notice to the crew that we will be changing bases. Collette, how long do you think it will take for you and Gillette to pack if we watch the children?”




“If I take four sailors with me, we can be done in a couple of hours at most. On the way back, I can stop and close out the lease. If we leave at eight bells, we’re sure to be back by lunch,” she replied.




“Let’s plan on you doing that the day after shore leave is over, then. How should we spend the rest of today and tomorrow?” I asked.




“Bent over while you rail me,” Isabel said with a sly grin.




“That sounds wonderful,” Delia added.




“I’m ready for another triple shot. My lightning needs to be more powerful for our storm working,” Marie countered.




“I’m with Marie. If we’re going for a storm, I need more power,” Eva said.




“We need some four-way time. There’s something amazing happening when Jacques uses both his sex magic and telepathy. I can feel all of you climaxing, and it makes mine that much stronger,” Collette told us.




“We should probably spend some time with the children, and I’m sure Gillette could use a break too. By then it will be time for dinner, so we can have our time after the children are put to bed,” said Denise, ever the voice of reason.





Chapter 8




Several members of the prize crew chose to leave the ship, as they preferred to stay on the Atlantic coast closer to family. We gave each of them their pay and a small bonus, along with a letter of reference signed by both Capitaine Garnier and myself.




As we headed south, we sailed far enough out to sea to avoid most Spanish patrols. When they did take notice of us, Eva used her water magic while I used my wind magic to speed our ship, and we quickly disappeared over the horizon. We continued practicing our magic while Margot taught Collette, Gillette, and the children Dutch. We tried to speak Dutch at all times both to get used to it again as well as give the new students practice and exposure to it. I worked with Gillette on math, Marie discussed history with her, Isabel instructed her in herb lore, and Denise taught her etiquette. We all wanted the lovely young woman to be able to thrive in society when she was ready to spread her wings and go her own way. The thought of her leaving us made me sad in a way I hadn’t expected, and I hoped we would keep in touch.




The storm working that Eva, Marie, and I were working on started coming together by the time we were sailing through the Strait of Gibraltar. We experimented with using it to mask our travel from the Spanish coast until Capitaine Garnier estimated we had gone deep enough into the Mediterranean to avoid Spanish coastal patrols. We turned north and sailed between the islands of Ibiza and Palma. Now that we were closer to France again, we were on the lookout for another warship to capture. In deference to our collective concerns about endangering the children, we agreed to run from anything larger than a sloop of war, which could be as much as thirty feet longer than our carrack and carried eighty or more crew.




We did see a sloop as we passed close to Palma, but it took no notice of us, so we continued on our way north. As we approached Barcelona, there was more shipping traffic and more patrols. We caught the notice of a brigantine, and they decided to chase us down. It was just a little smaller than le Vertbois at sixty feet, lateen-rigged on two masts and eight oars on each side. Capitaine Garnier told us that its speed, maneuverability, and ease of handling made it a favorite of Mediterranean pirates. Since the capitaine told me it was too small to be classified as a warship, we didn’t technically have to sell it to the French navy. Not knowing what we might be instructed to do once we arrived in Monaco, I thought it might prove a useful addition to our repertoire. My wives did not disagree.




We played our game of reeling in the big fish just like we had the frigate. I almost felt sorry for the young officer when the cannonballs he clearly meant as warning shots fell into the sea mere feet from the front of his ship. The poor fellow ranted at his gun crew and based on his gesticulations, urged them to do better; but the second attempt got no further than the first.




Margot called on the brigantine to surrender. Of course, they ignored her the first time. Not wishing to kill the young man if it could be helped, I didn’t conjure fire in his head. I did conjure a very large flashbang just above the deck. After giving the crew a few moments for their ears to stop ringing, Margot again called on them to surrender or face a fireball that would kill every man on deck. Still, the young man refused, as I suppose a good officer should. I froze his heart blood and that of the other officer and senior crew one after another. With five men down, the crew started calling for mercy, so I had Denise levitate me over to the Spanish ship while I held my mage shield.




Once I had secured the forward cannons and some space for them, I called for Delia and Margot. While Delia guarded us and Margot barked out orders, I revived the five men. I was happy to have stayed in practice and was able to repair what damage I had done. I fully expected all five to recover just fine. I even repaired the arthritic knee on the senior sailor, whom I guessed was the boatswain.




By the time I was done, the rest of my wives had arrived on the ship, and Margot had the crew launching the small boats. With the capitaine in front of us, we did a quick but thorough search, finding another twelve men in various locations whom the now-captive capitaine ordered to surrender. Once the crew and officers were safely aboard the small boats and sailing away, Denise and I levitated over to the prize crew; then we returned to le Vertbois, and both ships sailed off shortly thereafter.




During our voyage around Spain, we had studied the charts further and determined that the Orb River was navigable by le Vertbois since its draft was shallow enough to easily reach Béziers where Collette could present our family wares. She took her four favorite sailors as guards and box lifters to visit the merchants in the town over the next two days, making sales at each stop. When she returned the first evening, she was bursting with joy over the accomplishment, almost as if her previous forays in Arcachon and Bordeaux had been flukes. On the second evening, she seemed to finally accept that she really had accomplished something, even though we had all told her previously that she deserved credit for her work.




While Collette was out working, Capitaine Garnier arranged for fresh provisions, which we were all glad for, as a month of eating sea rations wasn’t any fun. We hadn’t wanted to risk stopping in any Spanish ports, much less those on the Barbary Coast, while the children were on board.




The next day, we sailed back down the Orb and out to sea again, then east along the coast toward Montpellier, which we reached by sailing up the Lez River a much shorter distance than our previous river journey. Isabel was actually enjoying our river trips, as the earth was close enough for her to control it, so she cleared sandbars and similar obstructions as we sailed upriver. Her efforts sped our passage and prevented us from running aground. No doubt other ships would benefit from her efforts as well.




Montpellier, being a much larger city, had many more merchants. Since we didn’t want to spend a full week there, Collette sought out all the major merchants and most of the mid-tier ones. It took her three and a half days to see them all, but since she got large orders from nearly all of them, it was worth the trouble.




We arrived in Marseille at first light two days later. While Collette worked her sales magic, Capitaine Garnier, Eva, and I visited the shipyard to arrange replacements for the pinnace and rowboats the crew had evacuated on. We also had it repainted and some decorative paraphernalia removed to make it less obviously a Spanish ship. We scheduled to pick up the ship a few weeks later. It was a pretty ship, and if we lived near the sea, I’d have been tempted to have it converted to a yacht. C’est la vie.




Eva and I also visited the port admiral’s office and presented our lettre de marque with a brief summary of our activity on the Bay of Biscay and our intent to visit Nice, then Monaco. Our reception was only slightly less chilly than it had been at Arcachon. I wondered if you had to have a stick up your ass to be a port admiral.




Collette returned, grinning like a young girl, so it was obvious she’d been successful once again. “Jacques, I can’t thank you enough for pushing me to go make these sales. I feel so good about myself,” she said before kissing me passionately. I grabbed her derrière and ground my pelvis into hers. “Oh oui, I want to be in bed with you tonight,” she responded.




Collette went out again the following day and returned in time for dinner with several more large orders. We set sail for Nice the next day and arrived there on the morning of the third day. Collette only needed a day and a half to cover the town, and we arrived in Monaco in the mid-afternoon.





Chapter 9




While Capitaine Garnier took care of the docking arrangements; I went with my wives to find a place to stay, because we were no longer in France. It felt really nice to stand on solid ground for a change. We arrived less than two weeks before the winter solstice, so it was getting cold.




Since we were claiming to be a Dutch merchant family, we used Eva’s maiden name, Moeck, as our surname. After finding that no one at the port authority had any suggestions on where to find a house to rent, we checked at a tavern since where else would the rumor mill flourish? We left the place with the names and contact information of three people who supposedly had nice large houses to rent, and an agent who might be able to help us.




Genoese being an Italian dialect enabled Margot to make herself understood with a little effort and patience on the part of the other person, so she took the lead in several of our conversations. A few of the people we spoke to also spoke French. One even spoke enough Dutch to get the point across.




We agreed to try the agent first, on the grounds that he would likely know which places had any chance of meeting our needs and which would not. He showed us details on three homes that he thought might work for us and promised to have appointments scheduled for us to visit them the next day, then proposed meeting him at his office at eleven bells.




I suggested that we find an inn since we would likely need at least a couple of days to move into a house. At my wives’ suggestion, we checked what appeared to be the sort of inn that wealthy merchants frequented. Fortunately, the innkeeper had experience with Dutch merchants and their numerous wives, so we had no explaining to do. They even had a suite with one very large bedroom and two smaller bedrooms available, which made us all happy. Since we needed space for Gillette, we got her a separate room so she could have time away from the children.




With a population of less than two thousand people, the city of Monaco didn’t have a lot of excess housing, so our choices were quite limited. The principality of Monaco reached north to Switzerland and was nearly as large as that country, with a significant population, but we needed to be on the coast. We settled for a six-bedroom house and accepted the fact that the eight adults would not be able to share a bed since they were all too small and none of the rooms were big enough to support a larger bed. At least we were on land together in a private setting for a while.




After a few days we were settled in and had modified our routines to account for the need to not show off our magic. We largely avoided socializing since we didn’t want to provide too many details from the cover story we had developed in case our future endeavors contradicted those details. The children certainly enjoyed the freedom to move around more, and we took them for walks nearly every day.




We had arranged with Capitaine Garnier to give his men shore leave for as long as he saw fit, with the understanding that we would likely set sail to hunt pirates ten days from our arrival in Monaco. Not having been contacted by whatever mysterious person the chancelier was referring to in his note, we went hunting again.




Eight days later we ran across a brigantine operated by pirates who attempted to capture le Vertbois, thinking it was a merchantman with rich cargo and little crew. Having been told that these pirates had no need to impress sailors and not speaking their language, Marie dealt with the deck crew by the simple expedient of unleashing her lightning on them. With more than half the crew disabled or dead, Denise levitated us over to the pirate ship, then dumped the pirates lying on the deck overboard. Delia stayed on le Vertbois to protect against cannon fire, so I conjured a mage shield and led our group through the passageways to clear the cabins and hold. We took no prisoners, and once the ship was cleared we turned it over to the prize crew to sail back to Marseille.




The ship wasn’t in nearly as good condition as the one we took from the Spanish navy, but it wasn’t bad for a pirate ship. We delivered it to the same shipyard as the Spanish ship, and since that one was ready ahead of schedule we took delivery, then had to decide where to keep it. After some discussion we decided on Nice since it was very close to Monaco. If we needed it for whatever the chancelier had in mind it would be readily accessible. We left it with a fire watch of three and returned to Monaco to check in.




Before leaving for time with my family, I instructed Capitaine Garnier to be prepared to go hunting again in three days. We had been at sea over the winter solstice, which worked in our favor by giving us an excuse to avoid any parties that might involve awkward conversations. In apology for our absence over the holiday, I did my best to make up for it by giving all my children and wives the attention they deserved and of the type they appreciated.




After putting the children to bed one evening, we were chatting in the living room, and Marie pointed out, “We’ve been operating under the assumption that pirates are all alike other than the language they speak. But we don’t know if that’s true because we never thought to ask if Barbary pirates use mages. The pirates we dealt with in the Bay of Biscay and the Channel were all European, and the monarchs take care of their mages, so it’s very rare that a mage turns bandit or pirate.




“We know nothing about the Barbary Coast and how their rulers view mages. I’m sure they’re seen as resources to be husbanded, but that doesn’t mean they are as coddled as we are in France or the Netherlands. For all we know they have more mages than we do, and we’ve been lucky. I think we need to use Magic Sense on every ship we even see, let alone approach, going forward. It’s no great effort, but it could save us a lot of trouble just by not being surprised.”




“She’s right. We are used to thinking like European Atlantic traders, but the culture is different here, especially on the Barbary Coast,” Denise agreed.




“Then we should probably review all of our plans in that light in case there are other aspects that need adjustment as well,” I said.




We spent the next couple of hours discussing the topic, and Collette fell asleep with her head in my lap. She looked so peaceful I hated to wake her when we were done. I carried the lovely woman to bed, and she snuggled close to me when I got in beside her. Margot climbed in on the other side, and I relaxed with two of my beauties in my arms.




Our next patrol didn’t yield any pirate ships, likely because we were in the wrong place at the wrong time so we returned to Nice to switch out the fire watch on the brigantine stored there. Then went back to Monaco for another three days with the family. While at home one evening just after dark, there was a knock on the door. When I asked them to identify themselves, the response was a surprise: “You ran next to my horse from your village all the way to Reims.”




I immediately knew it was Mage Arnoult Viart, the man who had recognized my magical talent and enrolled me in the Académie de Magie. I quickly opened the door and invited him in. “That’s quite the pass phrase you offered,” I chuckled.




“It was one of the few things I thought you’d remember about our time together since it’s been over five years.”




“You’re mistaken. I remember that week like it was yesterday. Come this way; I’ll introduce you to my family.”




“It’s wonderful to put faces to the names and details I read in your dossiers. I look forward to working with you all.”




“What might we be working on?” Marie asked.




“Assuming you’ve done at least a little research on your current home away from home, you have probably guessed what our king would like to see happen here.”




“No doubt he would like to see the Spaniards in the fortress here driven out in some fashion or another,” Isabel responded.




“You’re as perceptive as your dossier suggests, Isabel.”




“Have you a plan, or even an outline of how you think that can be accomplished?” I asked.




“Your special operations team has a reputation for extreme violence and taking no prisoners. We don’t want that in this case, as it would likely draw more attention than the king wants. Instead, our superiors want a more nuanced approach.




The idea is to make it too expensive to continue the occupation. Commerce raiding that happens to capture cargo headed for the fortress, pirate attacks on the fortress itself, perhaps providing material support and financing the local independence movement. I realize some of this isn’t your area of expertise, but it is what is appropriate for the political circumstances,” Viart continued.




“In case you weren’t aware, we’ve been operating as either Dutch merchants which is our cover here or Dutch pirates when we took a Spanish brigantine a month ago. Since then, we’ve gone on two patrols down the coast of the Italian peninsula and captured a Barbary Coast pirate brigantine. We just came back from our second such patrol, but empty-handed this time.”




“You’ve been quite busy I’m happy to see. Those resources will prove useful in time.”




I spoke frankly, “I want to make clear that my ship’s crewmen are all merchant sailors, and while a few might be passable gunners, I will not put them in combat. When we take an opposing ship, our crew stays safely out of the way while the special operations team protects our ship and deals with the crew on the other one. Once the captured ship is cleared, we send over the prize crew and let them sail away unopposed. You may use our team as you see fit, but not our ship’s crew.”




“I understand and respect your concern for the men in your employ. I will avoid considering them in any plans we make,” Viart replied.




“Then back to Marie’s original question: what do you need from us?”




“More ships, for a start.”




Eva asked, “Brigantines or something larger? If you’re trying to disguise attacks as being Barbary pirates, it will have to be brigantines or perhaps schooners. An attack on the fortress will require much bigger guns, though, and I don’t see you wanting to involve frigates or larger, as rumors say there aren’t many pirates here using ships that large.”




“More brigantines will be fine. You already have two for me; let’s say four more. They all need to be well armed, so I imagine they’ll all be taken from pirates since merchants don’t normally carry many cannons.”




“How much time do we have to capture four? Also, I’ve paid for refitting both the ships we’ve taken so far, but if you’re going to take them over, I’d like to get my expenditures back at the very least. Preferably, I’ll get the ships back in decent condition or be paid for them if I don’t.”




“I’m certain your expenses will be reimbursed. Assuming the ships survive, I’ll arrange to have them returned to you or sold and send you payment. If they don’t survive, I’ll do my best to get you compensation in one form or another.”




“We take precious gems, jewelry, silk, and perfume as alternatives to coin,” Denise said while batting her eyes. I nearly laughed out loud.




“A nice-sized lot near the academy in Reims is also an acceptable alternative form of compensation,” Isabel pointed out. “We’ve got the finances to build ourselves a lovely home, but we need a good place to put it.”




Viart smirked. “I’ve heard your family has found its way from dirt poor to the realms of the rich and powerful.”




“I think that’s a bit of an exaggeration. We have a lot of mouths to feed: nine wives, nine children, and some professional staff,” I retorted.




“Trust me, you’re recognized as ‘the’ up-and-coming family in the kingdom, Baron du Pont,” Viart replied.




“You still haven’t answered the question of when you need the four additional ships. For that matter, where shall we put them once they’re captured? I have one sitting at the dock in Nice, and the other should be ready to pick up from the shipyard in Marseille.”




“Nice is fine for one or two, but six there would be entirely too suspicious once the attacks start. There are a couple of ports you can use on the north coast of Corsica: Calvi and L'Île-Rousse. Put two each there, and I’ll have crews ready to take charge of them. Let’s say six weeks as a deadline and put the first two in Nice. I’ll have someone watching for your ship, so when you dock, stay aboard and they’ll find you.”




“We’re going to keep our nice, nearly new Spanish brigantine to ourselves for now and hope that we acquire five more Barbary Coast pirate ships for your purposes. It will both appear to support that pirates are the problem and protect the ship we would like to add to our family business. How will we know that we’re handing off the ships to someone you’ve sent?”




“Let’s use the same passphrase I used when I knocked,” Viart chuckled.




We all laughed at that.




“We’re scheduled to go on another patrol the day after tomorrow. Do you want to come along, or do you have other things to attend to?”




“Much as I suspect I would enjoy seeing your group in action, I can’t afford to be away that long. I have more to organize, and now that I have greater confidence in the number of ‘pirate’ vessels we’ll have available, I will have to organize crews for them,” Viart responded.




“What else will you need from us?” Denise asked.




“Once you’ve provided the ‘pirate’ ships, harassing Spanish shipping should be enough,” Viart replied.




“How do we get in touch with you if we think we have something you need to know?”




“Beginning tomorrow, I’ll have someone keeping a watch on this house. Pick something to put in an upstairs window that will suggest you need to see me.”




“A red scarf over a lamp,” Collette offered with a snicker. It was the signal women such as she had used during my days as a lover for hire to indicate which room to enter and that it was safe.




“My dear Collette, it sounds like there is an interesting story to go with that suggestion,” Viart offered with a raised eyebrow.




“Perhaps when I’ve had too much to drink at a winter solstice party,” she smirked.




I returned the conversation to the matter at hand, “We’re planning to leave here for good around the first week of April so we can be back in Reims the last week of May. We’ll see how expensive we can make this territory for the Spanish.”




I showed Mage Viart out and returned to my wives. “It looks like we’re going to be very busy for the next few months. Let’s enjoy our time together,” I said as I led the way upstairs to the bedrooms. Most nights, whichever of my wives were sharing the bed with me got massages as a warm-up before more lusty activities; this night would be no different.





Chapter 10




The area we chose to target was bounded by the southern tip of Sardinia, the northern tip of Tunisia, and the western tip of Sicily. The area was a nexus for shipping to and from Western Europe, Eastern Europe, and the Ottoman Empire. With all those riches traveling through, pirate activity was intense. Hunting pirates on le Vertbois was really fairly simple. Eva used her water magic to make the ship ride lower, as if full of cargo, and we just let the pirates come to us.




On the fifth day of our patrol, we hadn’t even made it all the way to our target area when the lookout caught sight of a brigantine that seemed to have changed course to intercept us. My wives and I shared a predatory smile.




We had to play the game so that the pirates would get close enough not to be able to slip our trap, so Capitaine Garnier did his impression of a barely competent ship handler. Sometimes the crew found his orders so funny they laughed out loud while carrying out the nonsense. Eva’s sense of humor didn’t extend to such performances, so she rolled her eyes.




When the pirates drew close enough to see him moving, Garnier began gesticulating with his increasingly frantic orders. I began to laugh at his behavior, but only with my back turned to the pirates. Marie called out, “Magic Sense” as a reminder to check for mages on the pirate ship.




When we all replied “Non,” I decided the pirates were close enough that they couldn’t escape, so I started frying brains, beginning with the man who was apparently the capitaine, followed by the helmsman. Eva started drowning the leaders of the gun crews. Denise used telekinesis to yank men off the spars and drop them on the deck. If the fall didn’t kill them outright, they were at least disabled. One of the gunners tried to get off a shot, but apparently the cannon was cracked and it exploded, killing most of the gun crew and leaving those alive unable to perform any other tasks.




In less than ten minutes, we were ready to board the ship. Once my wives and I had ensured that there were no living pirates aboard, we looted the bodies and the quarters, then Denise and I tossed the corpses overboard.




If it hadn’t been that we feared the former pirate ships would soon become prey for someone else, we’d have ordered the prize crew to take the ship back to Nice and kept hunting. As it was, we had no such faith, so we sailed in tandem to Porto Pino on the southwest side of Sardinia and paid the docking fee for a week. Capitaine Garnier instructed the three men on fire watch to never leave the ship unattended, although they were welcome to short visits to the taverns and grocer one at a time.




Two days later, we sailed within sight of Tunis, then turned east and north toward Marsala on the western tip of Sicily. After another day at sea, a pirate took notice of us and made haste to overtake our apparently lumbering cargo ship. Once again, Capitaine Garnier put on his performance as a comically incompetent mariner and let the pirates draw closer while we appeared to be desperately trying to get away from them. Marie called out, “Mage Sense,” and this time we all felt it and responded “Mage on board,” as agreed during our planning session. I immediately told our capitaine to turn the ship so that the stern faced the pirates and to keep his men out of view of them as much as possible.




My wives and I then moved to the stern rail and stood behind latticework screens that made it harder for the opposing mage to see us. We had the screens installed prior to this patrol for just this situation, after our discussion regarding dealing with the possibility of mages on pirate ships.




Unlike navy ships, the leaders on Barbary pirate vessels dressed no differently than the crew, so finding those leaders was a matter of observing behavior. Since we preferred to minimize damage to the ships we captured, we started with minimal force as usual, but wanting to draw out the mage so we could identify and eliminate him, we started with Eva drowning anyone she thought looked like they were giving orders.




The third man she attacked seemed to block her, suggesting he might have a mage shield or the mage was protecting him, so I tried burning his brain and that worked. Eva resumed drowning men in balls of water over their faces but was blocked again. Now we knew that the mage was indeed protecting people. While Eva continued to struggle to drown her target, Denise pulled a man out of the sails and dashed him on the deck. Denise continued until all the men above the deck were dead, then started on the gun captains. I found a man not doing anything yet sweating in the cold sea air and decided he was a likely target. I fried his brain, and suddenly Eva’s drowning attack was successful. I called out “Magic Sense,” and we all agreed that the mage was dead.




Having dealt with the most significant threat to our ship and crew, we proceeded to eliminate or disable the remaining men on the pirate ship. Once the deck was clear, I levitated over, then Denise sent Marie to back me up before coming over herself. The three of us cleared the ship, which was simpler when our goal wasn’t to take prisoners or gather intelligence. After looting the corpses and quarters, Denise and I dumped the bodies overboard, then called for the prize crew.




A couple of days later, we arrived at Porto Pino, where we purchased fresh supplies and collected the first pirate ship. We then sorted out crew for the three vessels before settling in for the night. The next morning, we left in convoy. Eva used her water magic on all three ships, and I worked on keeping the wind blowing in the preferred direction. We managed to make the return trip in five days and delivered both ships to Mage Viart’s contact in Nice. We made it back to Monaco in time for dinner at home since I had used telepathy to let Collette know roughly when we would arrive once we were in my range.




On our next trip, we stopped in Marseille and picked up the pirate ship I had paid to have refitted and delivered it to L'Île-Rousse before sailing back to the area around Tunis and Marsala where we had been successful previously. Our luck wasn’t so good this time, in that we only saw other merchant ships like our carrack for over a week after entering the area.




I was tempted to just go steal a ship from the port in Tunis, but realistically most of those ships were likely to be merchants. Instead, after discussion with my wives, we would go to Tunis and purchase cargo to take to France for sale there in the hope that a pirate was watching and would follow us in order to attack once we had left the area. My wives went shopping for cargo and anything of interest with a half dozen of the crew to give the appearance of guards and porters. I remained on the ship to protect it and our remaining crew.




I spent much of the day listening to the different languages being spoken and to the scents of the food and goods being moved. The manner of dress was quite different from what I was accustomed to as well. It was all interesting, and I wished that we had more time to explore. Perhaps one day we would, but today was not that day.




Upon their return, my wives reported having had fun searching the bazaar and nearby warehouses. Since we wanted to be noticed, Denise made it a point to show she had a lot of money to spend. She and Marie bought the most expensive and exotic goods they thought we would be able to sell. They had made a number of purchases, including olive oil, citrus fruits, and vegetables, as well as textiles and leather products, some of which they brought back with them and others that would be delivered the next day.




By the time all the deliveries were loaded and tied down, we left port in the late afternoon, keeping a close watch for possible pirates following us out. At nightfall we made sure to keep the ship lit brightly to ensure we were seen and hopefully attacked. Knowing that there might be a pirate following us, my wives and I slept in shifts. It turned out to be warranted, since around three bells in the morning the pirates made their move, and due to the darkness we had little warning. They got off one broadside before Delia got her mage shield up.




For them it was all downhill from there. Marie called out “Mage Sense.” We all agreed there was no mage aboard, then attacked in force. I provided a large mage lamp above the pirate ship and instructed Capitaine Garnier to douse all lanterns on our ship. Having been woken from a sound sleep, I was in no mood to be careful, so I conjured large fireballs on the deck, killing or disabling several pirates at once. When the deck appeared to be clear, Denise, Marie, and I moved over to the pirate ship and confirmed that no one was left in the sails before ensuring that all the pirates on deck were dead, then dumping the bodies overboard so that no one could hide from us. We searched the vessel and killed the remaining crew, then disposed of their bodies. Before calling for a prize crew, we did a cursory search of the ship’s quarters and collected some jewelry, loose gems, and coins of various kingdoms, but not much else. The hold held only supplies for a short voyage.




In the morning we decided we had been gone long enough and now had a cargo of perishables, so we headed for Marseilles with Eva and me using our magic to speed our passage with he hope we could sell off the cargo for at least a small profit. A week later we left Marseille with a decent profit on the cargo and then headed to L’Île-Rousse on Corsica to deliver the pirate ship.




When we arrived at L’Île-Rousse to deliver the fourth captured pirate ship, our contact didn’t meet us right away. It was unusual, but this was only the fourth ship we had delivered, so we let it go as a delay in delivering the message or no one being available on short notice that day. We stayed tied up to the pier on the eastern side of the docks while the former pirate ship and the three-man fire watch we had left aboard were on the western side, as the ships were occupying the only available space at the port that day.

While we waited, we had dinner. Being mid-winter, it got dark early, and by the time three men came to the ship it was pitch black on the pier. The man leading the group stumbled on the pass phrase in heavily accented French, saying, “You rode beside me all the way from your village to Reims.”




Just one wrong word it should have been “ran,” not “rode” but again it didn’t match with previous experience, so I told my wives telepathically, “I’m suspicious. Prepare to back me up, defend yourselves, or run depending on how things play out. For now I’ll go alone.”




I conjured a mage shield and walked down the boarding ramp, which I happily noted was immediately pulled up as soon as my feet touched the pier. “Follow me,” I said, then led the three men toward the far side of the docks where the former pirate ship was tied up.

As we made our way to the main section of the wharf so we could walk to the far end, several more men joined the three behind me. I wasn’t surprised, as it would take more than three men to operate the brigantine, and something similar had occurred on our other deliveries. I kept my wind magic up and listened for anything suspicious. As we neared the ship we had captured, I heard one of the men speaking Spanish. With my limited grasp of the language, all I got was the sense of command and that some were assigned to grab me while the rest were to take the ship.




I slowed down and acted like I was searching in the dark, trying to identify which wharf to go down next, while I telepathically sent to my wives, “Run for it; I’ll catch up.” I then turned to my would-be captors and said, “I’m afraid I’m a little lost. The dark is giving me trouble finding my way. I’m going to light things up a little so I can see where I’m going.” I then conjured a fireball in the center of the group while closing my eyes and taking a few steps back.




Having turned all eight or so men to ash, I sprinted for the former pirate ship. As I got close, I yelled, “Cast off! Cast off now! We’re in danger!” While it took the men on fire watch a moment to get over the surprise and recognize me, they followed my instructions and had pushed off as I approached. I heard an arquebus fire but wasn’t too worried, as they were notoriously inaccurate weapons and slow to reload. I saw a couple of arrows skitter on the wharf just ahead and to my left. When I got to the end of the wharf, I jumped, knowing full well I wouldn’t be able to cover the distance on my own, and immediately called my wind magic to provide the extra push I needed. As soon as I hit the deck, I ordered, “Man the oars and pull with everything you’ve got.”




I knew I couldn’t row, watch what was going on, and conjure a mage shield while also using water magic to help speed us along, so we had to make do without the shield. Even then, it took all my concentration. I told the men to keep an eye out for approaching boats or ships but to keep rowing for the sea.




I dropped the water magic to check in with my wives; the response was immediate. “Thank the stars you’re alright. Your warning proved its worth, as we got away cleanly, but I fear we aren’t clear yet,” Denise sent back.




“I can’t see where you are, but if you can meet us and send over the prize crew, we’ll all get out of here without any losses on our side,” I sent to her.




“You were closer to the outlet to the sea, so we’re coming up behind you. Eva is pushing her water magic as hard as she can to let us slip through the water like skates on ice,” she sent back. “I’ll have the prize crew ready to be levitated over as soon as we’re close enough to see where to safely put them.”




“Let me know when you’re close, and I’ll conjure a little light to help you find the target.”




Twelve of the fifteen-man prize crew were already on the ship when Isabel called out, “There’s another ship coming up behind us, rowing hard.”




I called a man from the prize crew over and ordered, “Have one of your team take over for me. I’m going to take care of our pursuit.”




He called over a muscular young man, to whom I turned over the oar while the rest of the prize crew worked to get the sails up. I caught my breath while I walked to the stern rail and located the oncoming ship. I was sorely tempted to capture the ship, but we didn’t know if there were more opponents in the area or not, and being taken by surprise, we weren’t organized for it. I took the simple expedient of setting their ship on fire. I didn’t just cast a fireball and let the sails burn either; doing so would endanger every ship in the port, as well as the wharves and warehouses, if the wind blew the disabled ship back into the port. I maintained the fire, making it hotter and hotter until, apparently, the powder magazine caught and the ship detonated like the cracked cannon I’d seen on one of the pirate ships we had captured. If there were any survivors, they weren’t in any condition to create more trouble for us that night.




Once the immediate danger had passed, I reached out telepathically to Collette: “You and Gillette need to bar the doors and block the windows. Don’t let anyone in besides us or Mage Viart himself. Anyone else that comes to the door can leave a message. Get buckets or pots of water ready in case someone decides to set fire to the house.”




“What’s wrong? Are you and the girls alright?”




“We’re all fine. We were attacked during the hand-off of the pirate ship. Since Viart’s operation has been penetrated and we don’t know how thoroughly, you need to take measures to protect yourself and the children. We’re sailing for Monaco now as fast as we can. When we arrive, we’ll figure out what to do next. Now start blocking doors and windows immediately.”




Once I had that taken care of, I found the helmsman and told him, “I want you to take this ship to Nice, find the Spanish ship we took a couple of months ago, and confirm that the men on fire watch are safe. If they are, then tie up next to them. If you have to run, leave the other ship and take the fire watch with you. Your wellbeing is more important than the ship. If you’re cornered, surrender, and we’ll rescue you. Will you do that for me?”




“Oui, Baron. We have faith in you.”




“Good man. I’m going to le Vertbois; then we’re going back to Monaco to guard my wife and children while we figure out what’s going on. One of the crew will check on you sometime tomorrow. Don’t take instructions from anyone who isn’t part of our team, no matter who they claim to be.”




I levitated to le Vertbois and let my wives know that I had contacted Collette with a warning and that she and the children were safe so far.





Chapter 11




With that settled, Eva continued using her water magic on both ships and I used my wind magic, pushing it hard enough to rate a gale. It would take us about ten hours to travel the one hundred twenty nautical miles to Monaco, so it was going to be daylight when we arrived. I checked in with Collette every hour or so along the way. The sky was starting to lighten and the prize crew had moved off to the west when I checked in with Collette again.




“Jacques, they’re here. The leader is demanding that we surrender. He says we are all under arrest. He claims we’ll be given a fair trial and under no circumstances will the children be harmed. I don’t trust him.”




“You’re doing the right thing. I think we’re still an hour or more away, though. How long have they been at the house?”




“About a quarter hour. The last time we spoke, he seemed to be getting impatient.”




“Unless they set fire to the house, do not surrender. Try to block the windows on the upper floor if you can. I’ll find a way to get there, but I need some time. Go block those windows now.”




I called my wives on the ship together and told them what I had learned. “I’m going to try to fly. I can levitate and I can call the wind to push a ship, so I should be able to get it to push me while levitating; that seems like flying. What do you think?”




“I think you’re crazy, but that’s why we love you,” Margot responded immediately.




Denise rolled her eyes. Isabel said, “I thought it was his cock.” All the others chuckled.




“Eva, please tell Capitaine Garnier to order the crew below deck and that you’ll take the helm until one of you tells him to come up and release the crew. I want you to keep them there until you can’t see me anymore because no one can know what I think I can do.”




“Oui,” they said in unison.




I tied some rope around the cuffs of my coat and pants legs to keep them closed, then wrapped a scarf over my face and tied my hood tightly around my head before putting on gloves. By then the crew and the capitaine were all below deck. I didn’t stop to kiss my wives; I just levitated well above the height of the mast and worked on calling the wind. After some wobbling up and down, not even keeping up with the ship for a few minutes, I got the feel of it and made progress. It wasn’t easy and it wasn’t terribly difficult, but it took all my concentration to operate both magics at once to move my body at the speed I wished to travel.




First I caught up to le Vertbois, then I sped up further and started making real progress, but I had to go even faster if I wanted to get there before my family was in further danger. Once I was sure I had it under control, I dropped down below mast height so that I would be more difficult to see from a distance. I sped along as fast as I could manage for ten minutes or so. As I caught sight of the sun reflecting off the east face of the white-painted houses, I recognized where I was and moved a little further east so that I would reach land on a beach separated from the town by some tall rocks. There was a road about a hundred feet from the shoreline that would take me most of the way to my house, which was just a few blocks north of the beach.




I flew until I was nearly at the road but had the presence of mind to land on the sand since I had never landed this way and wasn’t sure how well I could stop myself. Better to face-plant in the sand than on a cobblestone road.




I actually managed to make an almost graceful landing, only stumbling to one knee. I stood right away and jogged down the road until I reached the corner I would have to turn before going two more blocks to my house. I peeked around the corner and saw about a dozen men, some preparing to use a battering ram to get through the door.




I contacted Collette once again. “I’m at the corner by the beach road, two blocks from the house. Go upstairs and be with the children. I’ll take care of this, then I’ll see you shortly.”




“How can you be here?”




“I’ll tell you when I have time. Go upstairs and close the door. Do it now,” I demanded.




I had some practice at burning brains at a hundred yards, but this was closer to two hundred, yet there were too many men to try to get closer since surely someone would notice me. I paused and took a few breaths to calm myself, then concentrated on the chest of the man holding the front of the battering ram and thought burn. The big man seized up, dropped the ram, and fell to his knees before falling flat on his face. I didn’t waste time paying it any attention; instead I focused on the chest of the man who seemed to be giving orders. He too seized and shook, then fell to the ground..




By then the others were looking in all directions but finding no one. I worked my way through them by burning out the lungs of those nearest the corner first since I couldn’t let any escape. When there were three left, they all started running toward the beach road. At first I thought they had seen me, but apparently they thought it was their best escape route. I quickly proved them wrong by killing the slowest one first, then the second. When only one was left, I stepped out into the road with a ball of fire above my hand. It wasn’t actually hot, but it makes for a great show when you want to get someone’s attention. I called out in Spanish as well as I could, “If you want to live another minute, you’ll stop right there.”




Instead of stopping, he looked over his shoulder and saw his two friends lying on their faces in the street. Then he stopped and started to whine, “No one was supposed to die.”




“Then you shouldn’t have come for my children. They are three and four years old.”




I walked forward so I could lower my voice since the neighbors didn’t need to know any more than they already did. When I got within conversational range, I dismissed the fireball with a flourish, which seemed to calm the young man but should have frightened him even more, as I could now concentrate on frying his brain if he so much as put his hands near his sword.




“Do you want to live a little longer?”




“Sí.”




“Answer my questions. Who sent you here?”




“No one.”




“I need more than that. Why were you at my home?”




“To arrest you in the name of the king.”




“As you can see, I wasn’t there. How did you come to be with the group trying to arrest me?”




“Señor Maldonado said that if we captured the French spies and brought them to Coronel Badelas, we would surely be rewarded.”




“I am a simple Dutch merchant. What made you think I was a French spy?”




“Señor Maldonado got suspicious of a man who seemed to be watching your house. He instructed several of us to capture him, then he tortured him to find out what was so interesting about you.”




“Was Señor Maldonado a criminal?”




“No, he has never been arrested. He tells us what to do, and sometimes we are arrested. If we have been good, he will pay to get us released. If he is angry, we stay in jail.”




I knew exactly the type. It seemed that this attack and the one at the dock were unrelated, but the timing remained suspicious.




“Who does Señor Maldonado pay to get you released from jail?”




“The head carcelero, of course.”




“I don’t know the word carcelero.”




“The man who runs the jail.”




“Ah. Who else knows what Señor Maldonado was doing this morning?”




“With all the others dead, just you and me.”




“Is the man you captured still alive?”




“No, why would we leave a man like that alive?”




“Then there’s one too many who know about all this.” I burned his brain.




Now I had a dozen men to dispose of, and it was getting too late in the morning to just burn them in the street. I hurriedly levitated the most recent new corpse up the street and dropped it on his companion, then lifted both of them to the third. When I lifted all three, I found it difficult to move them with magic, so instead I just pushed them ahead of me. Denise could have done this before coffee in the morning, but I didn’t have nearly as much practice as she; besides, I was bone tired. I opened the gate into the yard around the house we were living in and moved all dozen corpses into it.




Next, I quickly looted the bodies in case I found useful information. Then I located a piece of sailcloth we sometimes used to create shade in the yard when the children were out playing and covered the bodies with it. When all that was done, I used telepathy once more, calling on Collette: “Everything is fine. The men are gone. Please unblock the back door so I can come in.”




“Oui, Gillette and I are coming now.”




I heard the furniture being moved as I waited by the door. Once space had been made, I slipped inside and hugged Collette. Seeing Gillette standing there anxiously, I gave her a hug too and told her, “Thank you for staying strong and protecting the children.”




“Always,” she responded and rested her head on my chest.




“Alright, let me contact the others and let them know you’re safe. Then I’ll help move the furniture back where it belongs.”




After reaching out to Denise and giving her a brief explanation, she told me, “We expect to arrive in about forty-five minutes, and since all is well, we will calmly walk to the house.”




I worked with Collette to move the furniture back in place which is to say I used telekinesis to lift it and let her direct it where she thought it belonged. Gillette went upstairs to get the children ready for breakfast.




Once the furniture was back in place, Collette started cooking breakfast. I was both hungry and exhausted, since I hadn’t slept in over twenty-four hours, along with having a couple of battles and using magic at full strength for over twelve hours straight. Yet when the children came downstairs and greeted me by climbing into my lap and yanking on my arms, I had plenty of energy to hug and kiss them.




Since the rest of my wives would arrive in another hour or so, I helped clean up after breakfast, then finished neatening up the house. Once they were all safely with us, we sat down at the table while Collette made them breakfast, and I gave them the details on what had happened once I was in sight of the house. The only thing I hadn’t told Collette was how I’d gotten there, and she understood I wouldn’t reveal that while Gillette was in earshot, so she was patient.




Delia pointed out, “Those bodies are going to start to stink soon.”




“I can open the ground underneath them and close it back again. No one will ever know what became of them,” Isabel responded.




“Excellent. While you do that, I’m going to bed. Collette, when you get a moment, please put a red scarf on a lamp in an upstairs window. I want to talk to Viart about several things. You know the pass phrase, but even if you hear it, don’t open the door until at least one of the mages is with you, ready to act.”




“You don’t have to tell me twice,” she responded.




I slept until mid-afternoon, then took a walk to the port and located le Vertbois. I asked Capitaine Garnier, “Please send at least two of your men to Nice to check on the ships and men there.” I was surprised when he interrupted me.




He said, “I already did that, since I am accustomed to how you think. I told them that only one man was to approach the ship while the other stays far enough away to escape and warn us if his companion is captured. I also told them not to fight if they are cornered—simply surrender, and you would rescue them later.”




“I’m honored that you have such faith in me.”




“And I have the honor of working with you, Baron.”




I smiled and said, “Once you have their report, you decide if I need to be informed, as I’ll assume all is well if I don’t hear from you.”




“Of course.”




“One last thing: pirate hunting is on hold for at least three days. Assuming everyone in Nice is safe, you’re free to give the men shore leave as you see fit.”




“Merci.”




For the next two days, Collette and the children were never left at home without at least three mages. Just before dawn on the third day, there was a knock on the door. I was down the stairs and at the door in a flash. “Identify yourself,” I called out.




“Grand-mère taught you herb lore and geometry.” Even if he hadn’t told me things few would know, I recognized the voice. I opened the door and invited Mage Viart in.




“We were worried about you, but since your sentinel was our only method of contact, we had to wait for you to come to us.”




“You did the right thing. Looking for me would have been both dangerous and fruitless. Tell me everything that happened.”




“The handoff at L’Île-Rousse failed because the men who came to get the ship were not the partisans. We got suspicious when they arrived much later than the first three, and then they stumbled on the passphrase, so I warned my wives and took them to the former pirate ship.




When I overheard the order to attack, I killed them with a fireball and ran for the ship. My wives had already cast off, and we met them on our way out of the harbor, but we were pursued, so I conjured another fireball and apparently ignited their powder magazine because the ship exploded.




We hurried back to Monaco because we weren’t sure how far the operation had been penetrated. When we got back here, my home and family were besieged by a dozen men. Their corpses are buried in the yard. Before I killed the last man, he admitted that his group of local criminals had become suspicious of your watcher and tortured him to reveal what he was looking for. Learning that we were spies, their leader intended to capture us and present us to the coronel in charge of the fortress, expecting to be paid handsomely. The captive also said your man is dead, and now so are all the men involved.” 




“An excellent summary just like your after-action reports. It leaves me to wonder what you haven’t said, but since those particular details are of no consequence, you are welcome to keep your secrets,” Viart said with a smirk.




“Do you have any interest in the bodies of the thugs currently buried in the yard?”




“I’ll leave that to your own devices. You seem to have done the town a service; though killing all the rats just makes room for more rats.”




“How bad is the situation revealed on Corsica?” I asked.




“All indications are you wiped out most of the men involved though not all and they still know that you were up to no good from the Spanish point of view, but they don’t know who you actually are since all I ever revealed to the men there was the ship’s name and the pass phrase,” Viart replied.




“The ship name is enough to find us if they come looking in Monaco, since it is docked here whenever we’re not at sea,” I shot back.




“Perhaps you should dock it in Marseille and use the brigantine you’ve been holding onto, or just give the brigantine to me and we’ll call your assignment complete. Then you can take your family somewhere safer.”




“We were coming here to be out of France and so I could spend time with my family on shore before we got the note from the chancelier. I’m not ready to leave since I can’t set foot on continental France until May 20.”




“Oui, I heard you had thumbed your nose at the Mage Council and gotten your wrist slapped,” he chuckled.




“By now they’ve learned that I bite back. My other two wives are cranking out enchanted home products and military orders while Collette has been stopping at cities on our route here, demonstrating the products and taking orders. There have been books on the ‘Lost Magics’ available in the academy library since the week we returned from Paris, and by now copies of those books are spread all over France and the Netherlands. By the time we get back to Reims, the Mage Council may have had collective heart failure,” I replied with some heat.




“You don’t do anything in half measures, do you?” he laughed out loud.




“We were punished for spreading information about the ‘Lost Magics’ around when we hadn’t done so. I simply took the opportunity to commit the crime I had already been punished for.”




This time Viart couldn’t stop laughing. When he finally caught his breath he said, “The Mage Council should either kill you or demand that you join their ranks. There is no other way to control you.”




“Ha! They can try. We’re not so easily dealt with as a hundred mercenaries in the Netherlands seeking a bounty, a certain count, the Spaniards on the dock in Corsica, and the local criminals have all learned.”




“Non, and that is why your family was recruited to Special Operations. Your team’s record is perfect. If you’re willing to continue we’ll find a new location for you to hand off the last two ships you owe me and then you can harass Spanish shipping for a few more weeks.”




“We’re willing. I’m planning to go pirate hunting again tomorrow morning. As you suggested we’ll use the brigantine and drop off le Vertbois in Marseille. Leave word with the new drop site with Collette as soon as you can please.”




“Of course. Now where can I pick up the ship you managed to save when the drop was exposed?”




“It’s tied up next to the Spanish brigantine in Nice. They were told not to accept instructions from anyone else but me or one of the crew that I send. If you’d like to join us for breakfast I can take you to get it afterward though you’ll need a crew.”




“Oui, I’ll accept your invitation since the bacon I smell is making my stomach rumble.”




“That’s probably Margot cooking. Let me make sure she bothered to put some clothes on first,” I said with a smirk.




After making sure everyone was presentable I went back downstairs and had breakfast.





Chapter 12




Viart, Eva, and I borrowed a pinnace from le Vertbois to use on our trip to Nice and the former pirate ship. I introduced Viart as the man purchasing the ship and let him give instructions to the crew about turning it over. I then instructed them to board the Spanish brigantine and expect to be picked up in the morning, as we were going to switch ships and put le Vertbois in Marseille for a while.




Once that task was complete, we returned to Monaco late in the afternoon, and I introduced Viart to Capitaine Garnier as our buyer. I also mentioned to Garnier that we would indeed be pirate hunting again in the morning, but first switching ships and storing his for a while. The man seemed genuinely saddened, I believe he had become quite fond of the ship on which he had once been enslaved.




Viart then went on his way while Eva and I made our way home for dinner and time with the children.




By the time we arrived in Nice aboard le Vertbois, Viart’s men had taken possession of the fourth former pirate ship, so we collected all our men and arrived in Marseille just in time for sunset. We spent the evening moving supplies from le Vertbois to the former Spanish brigantine, which for the time being I christened the Temporaire. Then we called it a night so we could be ready to leave in the morning.




I’d had enough of waiting for pirates to take notice of us, so when we sailed to our target area once again, the lookouts were instructed to also keep an eye out for other merchant ships that might be under attack and any ship that they even thought might be a pirate ship. We were going to do interdiction this time, and if we were suspicious, we would demand to board the ship and check the hold. If it was full of trade goods, we’d let them be on their way. If they had too many crew for a merchant ship with an empty hold, we’d know they were pirates and would deal with them accordingly.




As expected, five days later we were in our target area. From then on, I spent most of my time high up the main mast listening for the sound of cannon fire. While I waited, I practiced the various forms of magic I had copied from my wives. Sometimes I used telepathy to communicate with each of them one at a time, and sometimes I hosted a group conversation. I had the crew put three barrels of fresh water in a net tied tightly around them, then worked on lifting and moving it about the deck smoothly to build both control and power. Mostly, I worked on water magic, as I hadn’t spent much time on it with all the other magics I now had access to, and being out at sea was the perfect opportunity to explore it in all its forms.




I started with pulling streams of water out of the sea and trying to draw them higher and higher. When I got bored with that, I tried to make the largest stream I could, even if it got no higher than the deck rail before I lost control of it. Both were exercises that Eva had recommended to develop power and control. As with other magics, both were needed to do many of the things a given magic could accomplish. Many mages were strong on power but not control, and while the opposite also held true, to be truly powerful you had to have both in equal measure like I did with fire magic. I aspired to be just as powerful with all my new magics as I was with fire.




A ship at sea was not a safe place for a fledgling lightning mage to practice, nor was it a good place for an earth mage, as Isabel would tell you. The other magic I hadn’t gotten around to working on was mage shield. When I was not up at the top of the main mast, Delia worked with me for a couple of hours every day to teach me how to make the shield and control it. Casting a mage shield is simple, and I had no trouble at all doing so. Controlling it, I found to be extremely difficult, as it wanted to follow my eyes which had it swinging all over, knocking down first Delia, then a pair of crewmen.




After a few days, I realized that controlling a mage shield was similar to controlling fire magic. The spring of my first year at the Académie de Magie, I had been instrumental in Putting out a massive fire that threatened to destroy the city. To do so, I had climbed onto the top of a chimney above a five-story apartment building to get sight of the Canal de la Marne, the only water source I could think of to dump all that heat into. It had been extremely dangerous, and I had passed out while still on the chimney, where I was found hours later. My fire magic instructor had then worked with me to teach me how to do the same thing without being able to see the water by putting a bowl behind a blind and telling me to use the hidden water to dump the heat of a fire. Eventually, I was moving heat back and forth between water and fire when both were behind blinds. I put a blindfold on and conjured a mage shield, then practiced directing it without seeing where it was pointed.




While sitting on the top spar of the main mast just below the lookout’s position one afternoon, I heard the sound of cannon fire. I called up to the lookout, asking him to look off the starboard side to see if he could detect the smoke or the flash from cannon fire. A couple of minutes later, he confirmed that he could see a flash, which we both heard over a minute later. Taking into account the height of the mast and the length of time it took the sound to reach us after the flash, I calculated that the battle was nearly sixteen miles away. At normal speeds, with the wind in the right direction and speed, it would take us at least two hours to get there, and by then it would be too late.




I flipped back off the spar, and while I fell I cast levitation on my body and landed almost gracefully on the deck—if you don’t count stumbling to the side due to the ship rolling in the waves. In any case, I gathered my wives and Capitaine Garnier to let them know what we had found and that we were going to do everything we could to get to the site of the battle as quickly as possible. By now, Capitaine Garnier had to know I was using wind magic, but we never spoke of it by tacit agreement. He trusted me to keep everyone safe, and I trusted him to keep my secrets.




About half an hour later, we were near enough to the battle that I pulled back on the wind magic and Eva dropped the water magic so that we appeared to approach at something approximating a reasonable speed. There were two pirate ships, and apparently the merchant ship capitaine thought we were a third, from his attempts to maneuver away from us. To signal that we were friends, I had the forward cannon fired on one of the pirates a few times. The merchant capitaine took the hint and turned back toward us.

Marie called out “Mage Sense,” and we all checked, finding no mage on the first ship but at least one on the second.




I told Eva that I wanted to sail between the merchant ship and the nearest pirate so we could both shield the merchant and get into position to eliminate the pirates. She worked it out with Capitaine Garnier since she understood what was possible with a ship and I still did not, even after all that time at sea. As we got into position, Eva used her water magic to slow, then stop, the pirate while I pulled the wind out of his sails. Once we were almost abreast of the pirates, Delia’s mage shield protected us from the cannons while Denise, Marie, and I attacked. With two pirate ships attacking and a mage on one of them, we were less careful in our use of magic, but the damage we were likely to do would be minimal in the grand scheme of things.




Seeing the first pirate ship being quickly defeated, the second turned tail. If the worst happened, they’d get away, but not without difficulty. Eva switched targets and made the water stick to the pirate ship, significantly slowing it. Denise, Marie, and I quickly levitated over to the first ship and threw the pirates overboard without bothering to determine whether or not they were dead. We cleared the rest of the ship quickly and only bothered to loot the capitaine’s cabin before emerging on the deck to levitate the prize crew over. We mages then moved back to Temporaire and raced after the second pirate ship. I had no intention of letting my prize get away from me if I could help it. Once again, Eva and I coordinated with Capitaine Garnier to speed our passage while impeding the pirates.




I could hear the frustration in the voice of the apparent pirate capitaine even though I couldn’t understand a word he said. As we approached the pirates from behind and to their port, that means their left side for you landsmen, Denise started yanking men off the spars and either tossing them into the sea or down onto the deck. I think hitting the deck head first was the more merciful death. Dying from exposure in the cold sea or drowning in it wasn’t something I wished on even most pirates. Let no one ever say I didn’t run with a bunch of vicious women. Regardless of appearance and genteel mannerisms, my wives were every bit as ruthless as me.




Once again, Delia protected our ship and crew with her mage shield as we pulled abreast of the pirates so that Denise, Marie, and I could deal with the crew. Again, we were less careful and used magic near indiscriminately to disable, if not outright kill, everyone on deck as quickly as possible.




Once they were all dealt with, Marie called out, “Mage Sense” to remind us to check, and again we sensed a mage, but this time we had a better idea of where on the ship the mage was. We agreed that the mage seemed to be near the middle of the ship and below the waterline. Given their location, we felt safe levitating to the deck. Since it was getting late in the day, as soon as we had dumped the corpses overboard, we levitated a prize crew over. I gave instructions to block all access from below deck except the passage we used to enter, then follow the Temporaire back to the other pirate ship we had captured.




While they sailed, Denise, Marie, and I cleared the rest of the ship, checking regularly to ensure the mage wasn’t sneaking up on us or headed for the top deck. There weren’t many pirates left, apparently they had gone all out in an effort to get away. We left the hold for last and called out in French, Dutch, and the little Spanish we could manage. A man responded in a pleading tone in what I thought to be a few different languages, one of which I believed was Latin from our studies back when we had gone to England in search of the ‘Lost Magic’ documents.




I had never really gotten a good grasp of the language; to my shame I had given Margot’s magic, Polyglot, short shrift when it came to exploring my wives’ various magics. In my defense, there was only so much time in the day, and I had gained new magics from nearly every one of my wives. Learning to use them all with skill would take me several more years.




In any case, we all knew who could probably talk to this man. Denise went topside while I used telepathy to explain to Margot what we needed. After arranging for the captured ship to get closer to the Temporaire, Denise levitated Margot over. The man seemed to be whining by the time Margot got to the hold. She called out in Latin, “Hello there. Where are you?”




Margot translated his reply: “Tied up in a box.”




“Who put you in the box?” she asked.




“The emir’s men put me in this disgusting box, then he gave me to scum as payment for some dirty deed.”




“We’re all mages; we know you have magic. If you even try to injure one of us, you’ll be dead before you know it.”




“My magic doesn’t kill.”




“Ha, most magic can kill if you really want it to.”




“I suppose I could make someone blind, but I don’t know of a way to kill with light magic. I use it to teach and on holidays to entertain.”




“What do you teach?”




“Mathematics, astronomy, and a little alchemy. Please let me out of this box. I’ve been stuck in here for ten days, I think, and it is also my toilet. It stinks, and so do I. I’m miserable in here.”




“Why did the emir sell you to the pirates?”




“One of his wives liked me more than she liked him.”




After Margot translated that answer, I said, “It sounds like the emir caught him in bed with her.” Margot chuckled, then asked, “Did the emir catch you in bed with his wife?”




“Oh no, she just liked to spend time talking to me. I was never allowed in her presence without her eunuch guards.”




“I think he’s telling the truth, but we should still take precautions until we know more. What do you think?” I asked.




“I agree,” Margot responded. “We can put a bag over his head so he can’t see, just like the healing mage in the Spanish frigate. We can use gloved hands to guide him so if he has magic that can kill with a touch like you can, we’ll be protected.”




Marie and Denise agreed to that.




“We’re going to let you out, but you need to put a bag over your head so you can’t see us, and we’ll hold your shoulders to guide you out onto the deck. Will you comply?”




“I’ll do anything you want just get me out of this filth.”




We located the box in question and tried to stay out of line of sight from any of the air holes. I put on a glove and shoved a bag into one of the holes. With my wives hidden behind the crates in the hold, I proceeded to pry the box open. I got a blast of air when the lid popped up and fell back down. Merde, he was right. It stunk like a three-day-old corpse left out in the summer sun. I was glad I would only be touching him with the gloves.




I shoved the lid off and let Margot know it was safe to come out of hiding since he was wearing the bag over his head like we had asked. I levitated him out of the box and onto the deck while he shrieked in fear. I suppose I should have asked Margot to warn him. This nonsense of involving a third party to translate was a pain in the derrière.




I blocked the smell and guided our captive to the stairs. Once on deck, I made sure my wives all stood upwind, then asked Margot, “Please warn him that he’s about to be levitated. I’m going to take him to the Temporaire and show him to the shower. I’ll have Delia round up some soap and a towel. I’d appreciate it if you could find him some clothes since what he’s wearing is going overboard.”




After Margot spoke to him, I levitated both of us to the Temporaire so he could clean up. By the time he was done, I had some fresh clothes for him and used hand signs to indicate that his old clothes were going overboard in case he had something important stuffed in a pocket. He picked them up with two fingers and dropped them into the sea himself with a shiver, so he clearly understood my point.




With that out of the way, I pointed to myself and said, “Jacques du Pont.”




He grinned and pointed to himself and said, “Roj Baran.”




I showed Roj into the galley, where my wives were gathered, then I went to get food for everyone. While I’d been occupied, Margot had done introductions.




With a grin on her face, Margot said, “He wants to know if we’re your harem.”




“What’s a harem?” I asked.




“The wives of one man or the husbands of one woman, though that’s really unusual from what I’ve read,” Eva responded.




“Well, I suppose that does describe our marriage.”




“He says you have an impressive collection.” Margot glared at Roj.




“I’d say my wives are impressive women. Calling you a collection makes you seem like cattle rather than partners and lovers,” I responded.




Margot smiled at me, as did my other wives. Then she said, “Smart man. I knew we kept you around for more than just your cock.”




She then proceeded to speak to Roj in a tone that I didn’t have to understand the words to get the meaning.




Roj put his hands up in surrender, then spoke in a more humble tone, which Margot translated. “He asks to be forgiven. He believes there are cultural differences that make the interpretation of his words seem demeaning, which he had not intended. I’m not sure that I’m buying what he’s selling, but I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt this time.”




“Have you asked if he speaks any other languages? Maybe there’s another that we can all communicate with.”




Margot asked, and his reply was, “Greek.”




“That might be interesting in the future, but it doesn’t help us now,” I commented, already thinking about what we had learned in the ancient Roman documents we had not turned over to the Mage Council. The Romans had learned magic from the Greeks, who learned it from the Egyptians. Having access to someone who could possibly teach Margot and others of us Greek might be really useful if we ever got the chance to go hunting for older information on magic.




“Let’s eat our dinner before it gets cold. We have at least an hour until we rejoin the other ship we captured.”




As we ate our meal, Margot and Roj maintained a wide-ranging conversation regarding who we were, where we were from, what we were doing. She asked similar questions of him. Margot kept us abreast of the important parts of the conversation, such as where he wanted to go now that he’d been rescued. He says, “Since his daughter is married, he is alone. He has no desire to travel back to the Emirate of Bradost, where he is from, so he’d like to see more of the world. But he’s obviously broke, so he’ll have to find a way to earn a living.”




“If he learns French or Dutch, he could probably get a job teaching again,” Eva remarked. “Even the Académie de Magie might have a spot for him since he’s a light mage what you call an illusionist.”




I had no idea how the academy chancelier, Mage Le Borgne, or his superiors would look at hiring a foreigner to teach there, so I wisely kept my mouth shut other than to say, “He’s welcome to come with us at least back to Monaco.”




The only reason we found the other pirate ship in the dark is that the crew went to great effort to rig as bright a light as they could to the top of the main mast. I was surprised they’d gone to the effort since we likely would have found them easily enough in the morning, until I saw the merchant ship waiting beside it. It occurred to me that they might be in need of assistance that the prize crew couldn’t provide.




As we drew up next to the captured pirate ship, I levitated over to it and asked the leader of the prize crew, “Is all well here?”




“Oui, our people are all fine. The merchant ship has injured we couldn’t tend to, and they don’t speak French. They sound like when you and your wives sometimes speak that other language.”




“Oui, Dutch. Let’s see if that’s the case.”




I moved to the rail and shouted in Dutch across the ten-foot gap between ships, “I understand you have injured. Is that correct?”




The response was immediate: “Yes, we have several injured, two quite severely.”




I used telepathy to let my wives know the merchants were Dutch and that I was going aboard to offer Healing. After levitating across I began collecting information about the injuries. Two were indeed severely injured and likely would not survive without intervention soon. One of the cannonballs fired by the pirates had struck a timber, causing it to splinter as it was pierced, and the two worst patients had large, sharp pieces of wood in their lower abdomens among other less life-threatening wounds.




I made sure to stabilize both men first, then worked to rebuild their digestive tracts. I removed the splinters and other debris along with a fair amount of bodily fluids and waste that had been spread when their intestines were ripped open. I only healed the life-threatening injury on the first patient since the second was also in a bad way and needed immediate attention if he was to survive. I worked on them, then the other injured, through the night.




When I stood up to give instructions for the care of the last wounded crewman, an older woman who had been among the onlookers rushed to me and gave me a fierce hug, thanking me for saving the life of her husband. I gave her a brief hug back and managed to separate from her politely so I could finish giving care instructions. Once done, I hopped over to the Temporaire, which Capitaine Garnier had tied up to one side of the merchant ship, and went looking for breakfast, then a bed.





Chapter 13




When I woke, I knew it was day by the light coming through the small window and that we were underway by the motion of the ship. After I yawned, stretched, and made myself presentable, I wandered into the galley to see if there was anything to eat. Delia and Eva were there, so once I had a plate of lunch leftovers, I sat with them so they could catch me up on our status.




“We’re sailing for Nice right now. The Dutch merchants are following us until we’re nearer the coast of France, then they’ll turn more westward since their destination is Marseille. They wanted to sail with us both for protection and so you could check on their injured before we separate,” Delia reported.




“And what of our prizes?” I asked.




“They are following in line behind the merchant,” Delia replied.




“I’ll be happy to check on the injured and provide further treatment. How is our guest?”




“Margot has been peppering him with questions about his homeland and I’m not sure what else. They’ve been together since shortly after she got up this morning. Denise and Marie stayed up while the rest of us slept. They went to bed shortly after you did. Margot made the other two plates you saw for them,” Eva responded.




“When everyone is awake, some of us should go check our prizes for loot, especially the second ship’s hold. There may be some valuable cargo in it. We looted the capitaine’s quarters on both ships. There should be some small crates around here with whatever valuables were in them.”




“Oui, we just shoved them in one of our cabins to avoid tempting our crew, but no one has taken the time to look them over.”




“That’s fine. We should check for documents too. We might get lucky and find some interesting or valuable information.”




When I finished eating, I went looking for Margot and Roj. When I found them, I let Margot know I had a few questions I wanted to ask, then posed them.




“What can you tell me about the pirates the emir gave you to?”




Margot translated my questions and Roj’s answers.




“I should tell you that I don’t know this for a fact. I worked in the palace teaching the emir’s children for over a decade, but I was not privy to his doings. All I can tell you is what rumors in the palace said. Those men were pirates but not; they were the emir’s men in a way. They did his dirty work, and sometimes he paid them; other times their reward was whatever they stole while doing what the emir wanted done. If they were chased and could return, he would hide them, but if they were caught, he had plausible deniability.”




“Ha! That sounds like our lettre de marque. What is your goal now that you’re free?”




“It certainly isn’t to return to the Emirate of Bradost. My daughter is happily married to a good man with two beautiful children, and I will miss them, but they live in the Emirate and I am persona non grata there. I want to see the world outside of the little corner I have lived in all my life perhaps Western Europe or China or across the sea.”




“You said something about teaching mathematics and astronomy yesterday. What age students did you teach? And did you teach Algebra, Geometry, Trigonometry, or Calculus?”




“Mostly late teens, early twenties, though one of my jobs at the palace was teaching the emir’s children, who ranged from five to twelve. I taught older students Algebra, Geometry, and Trigonometry. I’ve read about this Calculus; it is a European invention, very powerful. I would like to study it. The Englishman, Newton, used it for astronomy. I have a similar reason for interest in it.”




“Margot, I’m going to check on the injured on the Dutch ship, then a few of us need to thoroughly search the pirate ships. I want to collect anything of value before we turn them over to Viart’s men. Do you want to come with us or keep talking to Roj?”




“I want to talk to Roj. He has promised to teach me Greek if I teach him French or Dutch.”




“That’s my girl,” I beamed and kissed her. She smiled right back at me.




I walked to the stern rail near where we had installed our makeshift shower, then levitated, just staying in that spot while the ship moved out from under me and the Dutch ship caught up to me. I let myself down on the deck and went to visit my patients. I gave them each another treatment.




The least injured fellow was already back at work, but I treated him anyway to relieve some pain and swelling. I could see the relief in his eyes when I was done. None had infections, at least so far. I had done my best to get all the splinters and debris out, but it is always possible to miss something, especially when there are so many to treat.




I let them know I would check in on them twice a day until we parted ways. The merchant’s wife wept as she thanked me profusely once again. We talked for a short while. She asked what Dutch mages were doing in the Mediterranean on a ship with a French crew. I told her we were sent by the Prince to put the pirates in their place. I made a mental note to tell my wives that little fib.




I levitated back to the Temporaire and gathered my wives except Margot, then asked, “Who wants to go search the pirate vessels?”




“Me,” they all said in unison, then we laughed.




This time we took a boat rather than have to hop over the Dutch ship carrying extra people. We found a few things of value on the first ship and piled them into a small crate  I then placed on the rowboat.




On the second ship we hit the jackpot. Either the crew were both merchants and pirates, or they’d hit one or more merchants before we got to them, the hold had some nice leather goods and ceramics along with containers of spices. We would sell some of what we found, and some would go home with us.




The hold was not the only place that we found interesting material. When we looted the capitaine’s quarters the night before, we had missed a cabinet containing documents in a language we couldn’t read but guessed was Kurdish. We agreed to move the cargo to the Temporaire after separating from the Dutch ship and before arriving at Nice so none would be the wiser.




Those tasks done, Eva used her water magic to speed our little boat back to the Temporaire.




On arriving at the Temporaire, I brought the documents to Margot and Roj and asked, “Are these documents written in a language you can read and translate for us?”




“Oui, that is Kurdish. If it is not in code, I can translate it for you.”




“Since you need to start earning your own money, we’ll pay you the going rate in our home city for such services. Margot offers services in several languages, so she knows how much to pay you. Please get a quick overview first so you can prioritize them. If any are time-sensitive in some way, translate those first and let us know immediately.”

Margot worked it out with him and went to find paper and pen.




After dinner, when it was good and dark outside, my wives and I were still sitting in the galley chatting when Roj and Margot entered.




“Roj says one of the documents says a Spanish merchant with a large load of textiles including silk from the Far East, carpets, and ceramics—is expected to leave the port at Latakia a week from today.”




“Eva, please review the charts and let us know when the Spanish ship would be around the target area we’ve been working in if it leaves Latakia, Syria, a week from now,” I requested.




“About two weeks from today, give or take a couple of days depending on the weather and wind direction.”




“Merde, we don’t have much time. Eva, in the morning you and I are going to work together to get this little flotilla to Nice as quickly as we can. Then the Temporaire is going to turn around and head back to our target area to try and pick off that Spanish ship. I want to be between Marsala and Tunis on the very first day they could possibly get there. Let’s all get some sleep.”




I promptly got up and asked, “Who’s sharing the bed with me tonight?” Before anyone answered, I headed for my cabin.




Once we were north of Corsica, I contacted Collette. “Ma chérie, we are all safe and well. How are you, Gillette, and the children?”




“We’re all well. I’m so happy you’re all on the way home. When do you think you’ll be here?”




“That’s a little complicated. We need to drop off a pair of ships for Viart’s people, but then turn around and head back south. We have a lead on a special shipment to Spain that we very much want to capture. I’d like you to signal Viart and tell him that the last two pirate ships will be available to be boarded by his people to take over anchored about a hundred yards offshore from the port at Nice tomorrow around noon. We’re not going to have a fire watch on them, so his people should be ready to row out to them as soon as they see us arriving.”




“I can do that. We were all looking forward to you coming home; we’re disappointed you’ll be gone another two weeks.”




“I miss you. Tell the children we miss them too.”




I knew she was saddened, and it was hard for all of us, but I didn’t want to miss this opportunity. Anywhere else on the voyage but their port of origin or destination, there was too much open sea to have much chance of spotting this ship. Given the time we had and what we had to do in that time, the area between Tunis and Marsala was our best chance to spot them. Attacking near their destination of Barcelona risked us running into a Spanish patrol while in the middle of business.




“I know this doesn’t make up for us not being there with you for a month, but I thought you’d like to know we have some lovely carpets from around the Ottoman Empire and beautiful ceramics that will look wonderful in the house we’ll build when we return to Reims. We’ve also got very nice silk that will look great on you and our wives. This ship we’re going after will have more, and possibly better.”




“Thank you, Jacques. I know you need to do this. We just miss the rest of the family.”




“And we miss you, ma chérie. Thank you for passing the message to Viart. I’ll check in again tonight and tomorrow morning since we’ll be within my range.”




Later in the day, I gave some thought to our situation and decided that since we needed to stop and unload the cargo off the pirate ships, it was worth doing it in Nice so we could simply move it to a warehouse. We would have greater flexibility for dealing with the Spanish merchant ship if the Temporaire wasn’t full of goods already.




Denise must have been thinking about our potential encounter as well, because at dinner she suggested, “This Spanish merchant is going to be very skittish of encountering any ship while at sea in pirate territory. We’re already sailing a Spanish-built ship. What if we finish the job and impersonate a Spanish crew while flying a Spanish flag? I already checked, and we still have the uniforms and flags on board, we never cleaned all of that out after we dropped off the crew.




I don’t think the regular seamen dress any differently than ours do, except they all had the same color pants. Only Capitaine Garnier and two or three others need to wear officers’ uniforms, and one of us can put on the mage’s uniform. Then we’ll look just like the crew we took this ship from. From any distance they won’t be able to tell the difference.”




Eva replied, “I completely agree, but one thing you have to remember is that voices carry very well over the water, so calling out sailing orders in French will give us away at considerable distance.”




Margot got in on the plan, saying, “We have a week or more. I think I can teach Capitaine Garnier and the crew enough of the commands in Spanish that we can get away with it.”




“Of course. It’s not like they’re holding a conversation just a few dozen phrases from the capitaine and a handful of responses from the crew. Anything complicated he can send a runner to pass the order more quietly,” Eva agreed.




“Excellent, my lovelies. Would you three please discuss your idea with Capitaine Garnier as soon as he’s available.”




“First we should check the officer’s quarters for any books on Spanish naval practices so I can learn the regulation phrasing for their commands. I’ll bet it isn’t done the way a French merchant capitaine issues his commands.”




“You were paying attention in Capitaine Paru’s class after all,” I teased and got a slap on the shoulder with a grin for it.




Once the pirate ships were unloaded and we had taken on fresh supplies, we left the pirate ships anchored as I had promised Mage Viart. As soon as we were out of sight of land, we began our conversion to a Spanish warship, which mostly entailed flying the Spanish flag.




Capitaine Garnier, Eva, and Margot put on officers’ uniforms and practiced wearing the Spanish navy’s silly hats. Margot and Eva spent most of their days with the capitaine and crew practicing typical orders in Spanish. The men who formed our prize crew spent a little time practicing being gun crew so we would look as authentic as possible. If we actually had to fire the guns in combat, it would mean we were in serious trouble.




With a week of practice, our professional seamen were able to crisply respond to orders in Spanish, and when one fumbled for a moment, the others working with him quietly gave the command in French. I was confident that anyone looking would be certain we were a Spanish warship




Between all the people on board, we managed to find a couple of light gray tunics and pants that Denise and I wore while levitating well above the ship when there were no other ships close by. The color helped make us hard to spot at a distance, and the height gave us greater visual range over which to search. When we spotted a ship, Capitaine Garnier changed course so we could get a good look at it.




For ten days we patrolled our target area, confident that the ship we were looking for hadn’t gotten there before us, yet we hadn’t found it. My wives and I were frustrated, even if we went home that day we would be away from our family for over a month—which was something we had worked to avoid during our ‘punishment’. Knowing that leaving that day meant going home empty-handed and therefore a waste of time was all that kept us in the hunt; we just had to remain patient.




It’s incredibly boring to do nothing but scan the horizon, so Denise and I traded off every hour. I also kept a telepathic connection open to her when either of us was levitating, since having someone to talk to helped keep us alert. On the last day of the projected window for the ship to arrive, my wives and I discussed whether to call the patrol off at the end of the day or extend it, and if so, for how long.




We spent some time discussing the vagaries of weather and how a severe storm might have damaged the merchant ship, causing them to either make port for repairs or limp along with less than optimal sail, and therefore how late they might be. We brought Roj into the conversation to get his assessment of whether, and how long, the merchant ship might have been delayed at Latakia. He qualified that his guess was no more educated than ours, but he suggested no more than a week, which agreed with our assessment.




In the end, we agreed to spend another week on patrol and that it would be our last one other than harassing Spanish shipping around Monaco, so that we could go home every few days from that point forward.





Chapter 14




On the fifth day of our extension, Denise suddenly stopped our telepathic conversation mid-thought which I suspected meant she’d seen something and wanted to focus on whatever it was. A few moments later, she said, “I see three ships similar to le Vertbois heading in the right direction. I know we’ve been expecting a single ship, but I don’t remember exactly how the message was phrased. Could it have said ‘a merchant’ and not ‘a merchant ship’?”




“I don’t remember either, but I’ll check. In the meantime, we should head toward them. Where are they now?”




“About as far as they can be and still tell they’re merchant ships, not warships, and not brigantines either. They’re about three points off the port bow.”




“I’ll inform Capitaine Garnier of our target, then go talk to Margot and Roj.”

While the capitaine set a new course, Roj reread the letter and confirmed through Margot that it simply said “a merchant,” not “a merchant ship”; so three ships was entirely possible.




We had previously taken on and captured three pirate ships, but in some ways that was simpler to do because we didn’t plan to leave them alive since with pirates killing a lot of men quickly wasn’t a major concern.




In this case, none of us wanted to kill all the crews, as they were just doing their civilian jobs. Another complication was that we couldn’t afford to do too much damage, or we wouldn’t be able to sail them hundreds of miles back to Monaco or Marseille in a reasonable period of time. Finally, we had enough men for two prize crews, but three would be a stretch. We worked out a plan for how to win and reviewed our usual plan for what to do if we lost. We agreed to figure out what to do if we won when we got there.

Given our course and speed, Eva estimated we would rendezvous with the trio of merchant ships in about two hours. Knowing we were soon going to be using a lot of magic, my wives took naps. I only levitated about every quarter hour to check on the trio’s position relative to ours and do a quick scan for any other ships in the area.




I didn’t need to remind the capitaine or the crew that we were impersonating a Spanish ship since we’d been operating for three weeks with all commands and responses in Spanish; the men knew what was expected and did their best. When we were a couple of miles away, I woke my wives and we made final preparations. As we continued to approach, our capitaine turned the ship to allow us to sail in the same direction as our targets and come alongside. Marie quietly reminded us to use Mage Sense, and we found no mages, which made everything we were about to do simpler.




Margot, doing her best to deepen her voice, called out that the ship was to come about and prepare to receive the first officer for consultation. After some hesitation, the merchants complied, so Margot in uniform got in a small boat with me, Marie, and Denise to row her over. We risked exposing that the people coming to the ship were mostly women, which would give away that we weren’t who we said we were, so Margot did her best to look down while climbing up.




As soon as her head reached the rail, I cast a mage shield in front of her; then Denise and I levitated up and over the rail a moment later. The crew and capitaine were sufficiently surprised that Margot was able to order their surrender before they could respond. While she did that, Marie cast lightning on both her arms and I conjured multiple fireballs to make our point.




The capitaine, being an intelligent man, immediately surrendered after our show of force. Margot instructed him to call his entire crew to the top deck and lie down on their stomachs with their hands behind their heads. With that done, we signaled for a prize crew to row over. Their first task was to ensure that the capitaine and crew didn’t get any ideas about re-taking the ship, so nooses were put around the necks of the capitaine, sailing master, and boatswain.




The crew of the second ship caught on quickly that all was not as they had believed, and they tried to get underway again, but I asked the wind to go around the sails. By then, Delia, Eva, and Isabel had transferred over, so all our mages were available to take on the second ship. Delia put up her mage shield right in front of the cannons, just in case someone decided not to worry about damaging one of their own ships. Then Denise levitated Margot over, and I took care of myself, putting a mage shield in front of us before we reached the deck.




Margot had already demanded surrender while still in the air, so as soon as our feet touched down, I conjured fireballs and swung them around threateningly. When Marie touched down on deck, she had lightning crawling up and down her arms. The capitaine realized he had no choice and surrendered. Getting another prize crew over took longer this time since they had further to go. Once Eva was on deck, she and I worked to halt the third ship, which had started sailing away as soon as the second had caught on to the fact that we weren’t there to protect them. They tried to turn their guns on us but had pulled too far ahead to train a broadside at us. Their aft gun threw pebbles, so it wasn’t that much of a threat.




Margot handled giving orders to the second ship’s capitaine to bring every member of his crew on deck and lie down while Marie maintained the threat of striking with lightning. She actually had to zap a couple of large men who thought they could handle the tiny woman. I could have told them that was a losing proposition. Once all the ships were under our control, if they were contrite, I might heal their burns. For now, they would suffer and serve as a reminder to the rest of the crew not to disobey my wives.




Now that the third ship had lost its momentum, I asked Eva, “Can you manage to hold it while I levitate over with my mage shield up?”




“Oui, as soon as you’re on board I’ll tell Denise to get Margot and Marie over there because it’s taking a lot out of me, and I don’t want to be too tired to help us run if another ship appears.”




“Good plan. I think this will be over soon.”




As I levitated myself to the third ship, the aft gunner had the temerity to aim his cannon at me and fire. As I said, it threw pebbles I think they called it grapeshot, as it was made of a bunch of little balls intended to injure or kill several men at once as the balls spread the further they got from the cannon. The little balls struck my mage shield and sparked while bouncing off and falling to the sea below. Since he seemed the only one trying to shoot me and he had given me an opening I dropped my shield and sent him a fireball in return. He didn’t have the opportunity to reload after that since he and the two other members of his gun crew fell flaming into the sea. I’d probably fish them out later, but for now the gunner’s position was unmanned providing a good place to set down once my mage shield was active again.




Within a minute of setting my feet on the deck, Margot and Marie were behind me. Margot began barking out orders. She sounded like Sergent Augier, the academy fitness instructor. It made me smile. Once again, between my fireballs and Marie’s lightning, the capitaine and crew followed Margot’s orders. Another prize crew was already rowing over.




After we had all three ships under our control and the crews cowed by the prize crews with what they call belaying pins; Marie and I went to loot the capitaine’s cabin. Our main objective at that moment was the shipping manifest. We needed to know if the ship had what we were expecting; otherwise, it might not be worth pushing our limits to get all three ships to France.




When we found what looked like such documents and a few others written in Spanish that might be relevant; I took them to Margot to translate. Margot confirmed that this ship held products that appeared to match what we were looking for, but not all of what we expected, so perhaps the shipment was split among the three. She said, “I’m not sure, but from the number of each of the carpets and crates of ceramics listed here, I suspect that the shipment is much bigger than we originally imagined. I think we need to take a quick look in the cargo hold to know for certain.”




I couldn’t argue against her suggestion, so I escorted her down to the hold, keeping my mage shield up in case some idiot tried to be a hero. Fortunately for them, no one was stupid—at least on that ship.




Once we got into the hold and saw just what a few hundred carpets looked like and the size of the crates of ceramics, it was clear that if the other ships had similar quantities of the items we expected, we would want to take all three ships. I had no intention of transferring that much cargo onto the Temporaire while at sea, where pirates or patrolling warships from any of several kingdoms could drop in on us at any time.




After confirming that Marie and the prize crew had the Spaniards under control, I levitated Margot back to the second ship, then myself, so we could do the same search and confirmation there. We were quicker on the second than on the third ship now that Margot knew what to look for in the documents. A brief check of the cargo hold confirmed the presence of large quantities of textiles on bolts and more crates of ceramics. There was little doubt that we had found what we sought, but we were still short of the expected silk, which even I knew to be extremely valuable.




Upon returning to the first ship, we found a large quantity of silk, still more carpets, and some crates of ceramics. That was the final confirmation that we had caught the big fish; we just had to figure out how to land it. I found Eva and brought her back to the Temporaire to discuss our options with Capitaine Garnier.




“Capitaine, we have quite a predicament here. We have caught three big fish when we were prepared for one, and being the greedy man that I am, I don’t wish to throw any of those fish back. We need to figure out how we get all three back to somewhere reasonably safe to drop off the Spaniards. Can you show us your charts of the area and give us an estimate of where we are right now?”




“Baron, baroness, please come to my cabin and I’ll be happy to show you.”




He already had a chart of the area out on a table and pointed to where we had been when he took his last measurement about a quarter hour before we had sailed hard for the trio of ships. He said, “We were headed east at the southern end of the loop we’ve been making, so when we turned toward the Spaniards we were likely here. It took just over two hours to rendezvous with them, and we checked our speed three times while en route, so I estimate we traveled sixteen to seventeen miles a little west of due north. That puts us around here. We’re about seventy miles from Sicily and fifty or so miles from Tunis.”




“I don’t feel good about putting the Spaniards ashore in Tunis. I suspect that many wouldn’t get out alive there. Which port on Sicily makes the most sense? I’m guessing Mazara del Vallo or Marsala.”




“Either one is about the same distance given our current location, but I think we would do best with Marsala since we can sail more northerly from there.”




“Eva, what are your thoughts on our route?”




“I agree with the capitaine’s suggestion. While the distance to either port is roughly the same, we’ll be further on our way home if we head to Marsala.”




“Now, how do we crew three prizes with only two crews?” I asked.




Capitaine Garnier responded immediately, “We’ll manage the same way we did when you released us all from captivity, but it will be easier because you and your wives are with us this time. We have forty-five men, including me. Split among four ships, that’s twelve men on one ship and eleven on each of the others or one less than we sailed le Vertbois with that first time. We’ll need an extra helmsman just as we did off Brest, so if the baroness will be kind enough to work her passage, that’s twelve on two ships and eleven on the other two. If the wind is in our favor most of the time, we’ll be fine.” He said that last part looking me in the eye.




I just smiled and said, “I have a feeling that the wind will be wherever it needs to be to get us back to Monaco with the least amount of trouble and as quickly as we could hope for. It’s just a feeling, you understand.”




“Your weather sense has been very valuable to our cruises, so I’m sure it is correct this time as well,” he said.




“Please organize the crews as you see fit. I think I’ll sail with Eva this time, and we’ll take the last ship to be captured. I’ll have Marie on one ship and Denise on another to maintain control of the Spaniards. Thank you, capitaine, or should we promote you to commodore since we have a flotilla now?” I asked as I winked at him.




Garnier chortled. “I’m not sure that merchant fleets have such ranks.”




“Well, as of this cruise, one merchant fleet does,” I said as I shook his hand.




Eva and I gathered up our clothes and headed for the third merchant ship. As we passed, I gave my other wives a quick summary of how we needed to split up to protect our prize crews so they could do the sailing without having to worry about controlling prisoners. Isabel stayed with Marie, Delia stayed with Denise, and Margot returned to the Temporaire to continue working with Roj. We sailed slowly that night so we wouldn’t overshoot Marsala. Just before dawn, I levitated off the back of the ship until I could make out a lighthouse. I sent a telepathic message to Margot: “Please let the capitaine know that there is what appears to be a lighthouse about twelve miles north-northeast of our position.”




A few minutes later, she responded, “He thinks that’s Lanterna Rossa, the lighthouse for the port at Marsala. He said to adjust course two points starboard for now and hopes the wind maintains the current direction.”




I reached out to the rest of my wives and passed the message to adjust course. By the time the sun had risen fully, we could see land and make out the lighthouse. About a quarter hour later, I checked in with Margot again and confirmed that we were likely a mile from the lighthouse, so it was time to send our captives on their way.




Margot told us what to say to order a few of the crew to lower the boat. Once the three were in the water, she gave us the commands to tell the crews to board the boats and tell them they were about a mile from Marsala, Sicily.




Before sending the crews off, we allowed them to retrieve personal belongings one at a time under supervision. Overnight, we had packed up enough silver to hand each crewmember what we estimated it would cost to purchase passage back to Spain and to purchase food for a few days. As each man boarded the boats, we handed them a pouch as we repeated the words Margot gave us loud enough for all to hear, letting them know what we were giving them and why.




A couple of hours north of Marsala, we furled sails and let the ships drift with just two seamen standing watch while everyone else slept. We had our watchmen wake us at three bells and then let them sleep while we formed up our flotilla and got moving north again.




Since we didn’t have dedicated cooks among the prize crews, breakfasts were simple. After eating, we discussed telepathically what to do with the ships and goods we had just obtained. Needless to say, Denise and Marie were our primary sources on the topic, so the rest of us mostly asked questions and indicated how we preferred to prioritize the variables.




Marie and Denise both reviewed the packaging of the fabric and carpets, agreeing that adding a month or two to their voyage would not likely be detrimental to their condition and value. That meant we could afford to wait until we were free to set foot in France before selling the goods.




I wanted to get a good look at a large sampling of the goods so we could pick out some things for our future home as well as some gifts for special people in our lives. I thought gifts for some of my favorite instructors along with Nicole, my “cousin” and former lover were appropriate. I also wanted to have something for Loyse and Ysebeau, the mothers of four of my children, to whom I had provided the same service as Collette.




It wasn’t hard to reach consensus on a plan to take the ships to Paris and sell most of the goods there. The difficult question to answer was where to store the ships for almost a month. Monaco was out of the question; being under the control of the Spanish, they could confiscate the ships at the drop of a hat there. Nice was certainly the most convenient alternative due to proximity, but anyone looking for those ships would easily notice them since there were never that many ships docked making them stand out. Marseille was the next reasonable alternative but much further away, and while the ships could be more easily overlooked, there was a higher likelihood of spies there, not to mention thieves. We settled on Nice and trying to disguise the ships as having been damaged in a storm. We also agreed that the fire watch crews be expanded to five men per ship. Our final precaution would be to negotiate with the local gendarme to pass by routinely as a deterrent. We agreed to pay any reasonable fee requested for the extra service.




The return voyage took seven days due to sailing a little slower than usual so as not to overwhelm the short crews. The few storms we encountered were brief and low-intensity. When I realized we had reached Corsica, I reached out to Collette and confirmed that we were well. I let her know we would be home soon. We reached Nice early enough to arrange to dock at long-term piers and meet with the gendarme. I gave him the story we had agreed on and asked him how much it would cost to receive the service I requested. I thought the fee more than fair and paid him a week in advance. While we had been waiting for the gendarme to meet us, Commodore Garnier organized the fire watches, and my wives and I moved our clothes and the loot from the cabins on the Spanish ships to the Temporaire.




The man we put in overall charge of the fire watch would organize repainting the ships in the colors my wives had agreed would become our house colors. The Spanish-style decorative trappings would also be removed. Eva, Marie, and Denise had gone so far as to sketch one of the ships and mark which areas were to be painted in which colors.




It was going to be dark when we arrived in Monaco, but we all wanted to get home. Since the port area was comparatively shallow water, Isabel could warn us of underwater hazards and even remove them if necessary. The earth mage gave us confidence we would be able to safely dock in the dark. I used telepathy to let Collette know we’d be home in a couple of hours; then we set out on the final leg of our voyage.





Chapter 15




On our arrival in Monaco, I arranged a room at a decent inn for our new friend Roj. After that, my wives and I made our way to the house we were renting and were met with hugs and kisses from Collette and all the children, even Gillette. It was good to be back with family. I missed Adeleide and Cristigna, but for now this was enough. We spent three days with them, and during that time we met with Mage Viart to let him know we were back and had taken a small bite out of Spanish shipping while gone. We discussed what he wanted done during our remaining three weeks in Monaco.




Viart reported, “Spanish spies and partisans are watching everywhere, so the Temporaire docking at Monaco or even Nice after taking part in interdicting Spanish shipping along the coast will be problematic, since you need to keep your identity secret. I recommend having the crew take it west to just past Cap Mala, where there is a small river feeding into the bay. According to my sources, the ship should be able to go at least far enough upriver to hide from anyone sailing past. You and your wives could keep the pinnace here and sail out to meet the ship when you’re ready to go on another patrol.”




“The crew needs shore leave, so we’ll have to work something out. Since we still have enough for a full prize crew aboard, that shouldn’t be a problem. We’re leaving for good on April 13. We can fit in three patrols of four or five days each. Unless you wish otherwise, we’ll sail basically from the coast out to sea about fifty miles and back again repeatedly while waiting for a Spanish ship to come into our zone, then attack. If they turn back to Spain, we might even let them run; if they don’t, we’ll either take the cargo if it is especially valuable or, if not, just dump it in the sea, then let them go. I don’t especially want to take any more ships unless I can sell them in Marseille or you buy them from me. I’m going to have to find more crewmen as it is, but we’ll need to use our ships for the Atlantic coast trade for a few years before they can traverse Spanish waters without immediately being confiscated, since we did in fact steal them from Spaniards.”




“The six pirate ships are enough; besides, I don’t have the budget to buy any more. You’re welcome to sell what you capture in Marseille.”




“If we capture the ships, what should we do with the crews? When we were at Arcachon, we left them on the beach south of there with food, water, and enough money to buy what they needed while they marched south to Hondarribia on the border. It isn’t practical to do that here due to the distance involved. On our last run, we dropped off the crew in Sicily with enough money to buy passage back to Spain.”




“Your after-action reports don’t mention you have a heart; they make you seem quite vicious. I was right in thinking you were too empathetic to just cast the crews adrift or execute them out of hand. I’m glad to know my instincts about you were correct.”




“Don’t get me wrong I have executed hundreds of pirates, dozens of slavers, and killed a few Spanish officers as well as a mage. I simply don’t feel it necessary to kill people just doing their jobs honestly.”




“I’m proud to have recognized your talent and been able to do my small part in allowing it to flourish. Mage Le Borgne owes me a drink.”




“Oui, he admitted that to me some years ago,” I laughed.




“You know your job. I trust you to do it any way you see fit. As long as the Spaniards find it too expensive to maintain sovereignty over Monaco the king will be happy. I know this is a project that will take years, so there is no expectation that you and your wives will see it to the end. In all likelihood I will be re-assigned as well before it is done.”




Our first patrol yielded nothing after five days, so we returned to Monaco and docked the Temporaire there since it wouldn’t be associated with anything that the Spaniards would take exception to yet.




All the men rotated through shore leave, and my family spent a couple of days together. Our children especially enjoyed the attention and time outdoors.




On the next patrol we caught two Spanish ships sailing together, which made it easy to deal with the crews. We dumped all the low-value cargo over the side on both ships, transferred all the higher-value goods to the other, and sent all the sailors home to Spain on the empty ship.




Our prize crew sailed the captured ship to Marseille, where we sold off the cargo and engaged the shipyard to repaint the ship just like the three in Nice. Capitaine Garnier posted notices for capitaines and crews to be interviewed at the dock where we had arranged for the latest ship to be moved once the shipyard was finished with it. For a reasonable fee they would provide a fire watch until we returned.




In Monaco again, we enjoyed another couple of days with our family. On the second day it was unseasonably warm, so we took the children to the beach to let them play in the sand. There was a beach just west of the town proper, separated by a rocky outcrop we had noticed when sailing to Monaco, and it was where I had landed on my flight to rescue Collette and the children. We decided to walk the extra few blocks to have a little privacy.




As we had hoped, no one was there when we arrived, so Isabel set about conjuring sandstone walls about two feet high around an area to help keep the children out of trouble. Once that was done, she made four posts about seven feet high for me to tie a tarp I had collected from the ship, creating a large shaded area. Finally, she conjured two large tables and benches so we had a place to eat. The rest of my wives and Gillette were preparing the children for a day in the sun, removing their clothes and slathering on the alchemical sunscreen Isabel and I had made.




With the children taken care of, all the adults disrobed and started putting on sunscreen. I couldn’t help noticing Gillette had filled out in a womanly way and wasn’t shy about me seeing her nude. She seemed to put on a little show as she put on her sunscreen, so I smiled and made a come-hither gesture to her. As she got closer, I asked, “Do you want some help putting sunscreen on your back?”




You’d have thought it was dawn the way her smile lit up. I was thorough but not provocative; she stretched like a cat as I slid my hands down her shoulders and back. When I was done, I asked her, “Do you mind helping me with my back?”




“I’d love to I mean, of course not,” she responded with a blush. I pretended not to notice and turned my back to her. She took her time and was more than thorough, so I asked,




 “Are you done?”




“Um, oui. Merci.”




When she left to watch over the children, I found Collette and asked her, “What’s going on with Gillette? She seemed very interested in my attention.”




“Oui, it was so cute. She’ll be sixteen soon, though she doesn’t remember her actual birthday. We’ve been celebrating it on the summer solstice. I think she’s got a crush on the most important man in her life.”




“I thought she was flirting with the young sailor on le Vertbois.”




“Oh, she was, and she flirts with the young man at the grocer, but those are just something to do.”




“You, mon chéri, are the one she dreams of.”




“Non, doesn’t she think I’m a little old for her?”




“No more than Adeleide and Cristigna are a little old for you.”




“Oui, but I was twenty when we met, twenty-one when we married.




 I find her attractive, but with our age difference I’ve tried to think of her like a younger cousin.”




“You were fucking the girl you refer to as a cousin for years, so don’t give me that,” Collette chuckled. “Besides, I’m fucking the same man as my actual cousin, often at the same time.”




“Watching the two of you make out is exciting,” I snickered.




“I’m sure you also recall that when you first met me, I was married to a man nearly three times my age and had been I was seventeen. You have to understand that while it’s not common, it also isn’t rare among noble and merchant families to marry off their daughters to wealthy or powerful older men. We’re at a point now that we could probably arrange a fairly good marriage to an older man for Gillette if we adopted her.”




The entire conversation was taking place while Collette stood with her back against my chest and my arms wrapped around her, one hand fondling a breast. My engorged cock rested between the moons of her marvelous derrière.




“Keep that up and we’re going to find out how durable Isabel’s sandstone structures are as you rail me from behind,” she giggled.




“Promises, promises. Seriously though, I said I would stop denying who and what I am. Gillette is sweet, intelligent; she seems to genuinely care for our children. They call her maman. Once you took her in and fed her, she filled out and has become a pretty young woman. Frankly, I am very attracted to her. What do the others think of her?”




“We haven’t formally discussed her, but my sense is that Isabel would be fine with her joining the family when she comes of age, the same for Denise and Marie. Honestly, I’m attracted to her as well, and I can imagine having her in bed with us. You know Delia won’t care; she was fucking before she was fifteen and doesn’t see any issue with it. Eva will agree to whatever Delia does. Margot is harder to say; she might be relieved not to be the youngest, but we just haven’t talked about Gillette lately, so I don’t know. The twins have known the girl for a couple of years and treat her like a younger sister. Adeleide seems especially fond of her.




Is it talking about bedding Gillette that has your cock poking my derrière, or is holding me like this doing it?” she giggled.




“Can’t it be both?” I asked.




“Well, now you’ve got me all hot and bothered, but I’m not lying in the sand while you fuck me, so come over by the table where I can brace myself while you take me from behind.”




“You know I’ll never say no to that.”




When we were cleaning up, I said, “I think I saw Gillette watching for a moment, but I was too focused on you to pay her any attention.”




“I wasn’t looking, but I’ll bet Isabel was, since she’s coming this way with that look in her eye,” Collette snickered.




After I gave Isabel what she had come for, I asked her, “What do you think of me asking Gillette to join the family?”




“You don’t have to ask her; in a sense, she’s already part of the family. I know she’s interested in you. Take her to bed alone for her birthday in a couple of months, then call the rest of us up after so we can all shower her with our love.”




“Well, that’s certainly a ringing endorsement.”




“Gillette gets along well with all of us. She’s helpful, devoted to Collette, adores the children, and worships you.”




Over the course of the day, I spent some time with each of my wives, some alone, sometimes as a pair and asked them all if they would accept Gillette into the family. All agreed that once she was sixteen, if she wanted to join the family, they would be happy to have her in our lives and bed forever. For now, we agreed I should date her so we could get to know each other more as adults.




Margot’s response was, “You made me wait over half a year; I wouldn’t wish that on her. She’s really sweet. If you are attracted to her, propose to her and if she agrees, take her to bed on her birthday. Make her yours. I want to watch.”




“Mon dieu, you’re as bad as Isabel,” I snickered.




“The girl is lovesick. I’ll bet she touches herself dreaming that you’re doing it to her,” Margot shot back.




“She certainly seemed to enjoy me putting sunscreen on her back, then doing the same for me.”




“You big tease,” Margot responded, then kissed me. “Take her on some dates before we leave Monaco next week. You shouldn’t take her to bed until she’s sixteen, but don’t make her wait to know you care for her and that you will bring her into the family. No one said not to make out with her either, so enjoy yourselves just save some for me. I might want a little private time with her myself.”




“Good. I’ll take her for a walk on the beach in the moonlight tonight.”




“Ha, she’ll be over the moon.”





Chapter 16




After dinner I announced, “I’m going to borrow Gillette for a little while. Could the rest of you please get the children settled in bed?” My wives responded with knowing smiles and nods. Gillette’s eyes lit up.




I took her hand and opened the door for her, then we went for a walk just as I’d told Margot. I had noticed at dinner that Gillette was wearing an off-the-shoulder blouse which she had arranged to show quite a bit of cleavage. She clearly knew what I liked.




“Gillette, I realized today that we are attracted to each other. I had thought you were interested in the young sailor you’ve been flirting with.”




“Oh, he’s cute and fun to tease, but no one holds a candle to you.”




“Well, I certainly like to think I outshine any competition,” I chuckled, “but I also recognize that being a lot older than you and, in a sense, being your employer gives me power over you that I have a responsibility not to take advantage of.”




Gillette frowned. “You’ve never taken advantage of me. You’re so sweet. You’ve treated me with respect since Collette saved me from a beating and brought me into your home. You hold the door for me, you’ve treated my illnesses when I was sick, you’ve helped me with math. You treat me just like your wives, not like a servant.”




“You aren’t a servant, and I’m going to continue to treat you with respect, which means we’ll wait until you’re sixteen before we take things much further. For now, if you’re willing, we’ll go out on some dates and get to know each other a little differently. Is that acceptable to you?”




“Why, you’re everything I could want in a man. I know deep in my heart that you’re the one; I’ve known for over a year. I saw the way you looked at me today, and I felt it when you touched me to put the sunscreen on my back. You want me too. I want you to touch me everywhere.




When you and your wives are making love, I can feel it even when you’re quiet, even when it’s just one of them. I can tell what room you’re in; I feel like a compass needle. On the nights when you make love to all of them, the feeling is so intense I get wet down there. I started keeping a towel near my bed so I can avoid sleeping in a puddle. I rub myself to try to find release. I can only imagine what it would feel like to be with you and them in the same bed. I want to feel that love,” she said, starting to get a little breathless.




I had an idea of one of the things she was feeling, and if I was right, that meant she had the Magic Sense talent, which meant she might just be a mage. I took her in my arms and kissed her, pulsing my Sex Magic while our tongues tangled. I felt her soft breasts against my chest and wanted to feel her skin on mine. When I broke the kiss to come up for air, I asked her, “Is that what you felt?”




“Oui, but it was so much more intense just now. It felt wonderful; it felt warm and comforting. I want to feel that always.”




The other thing she was feeling was the effect of my sex magic. I hadn’t realized that it extended so far. I knew that Robin and his wives felt it when they were in the bed on the other side of the room on those nights when we got a little wild. Now I had to wonder just how it might affect our children as they and Gillette slept on the first floor at the other end of the house.




“Come with me to the beach. I want to try something.”




When we got to the beach, I asked her, “I want to cover your eyes, then I’m going to move around, and I want you to try to point to me. I’m not going to say anything because I don’t want to give you any hints about where I am. Just keep pointing to wherever you think I am until I come back to you. Will you do that for me?”




“Of course, but why?”




“Just trust me and I’ll explain afterward.” Since I didn’t have anything else to act as a blindfold, I took off my shirt and used the sleeves to tie it in place. “Now concentrate and start pointing at me.”




As quietly as possible, I backed away and moved from side to side. Her response was slightly delayed, but she followed me regardless of direction. Next, I asked the wind to lift me, and even then she pointed at me, though with a longer delay, like she couldn’t believe I was above her. Just to be sure, I passed over her head and went out over the water. I was far enough away that it was difficult to see her in the dark, but she still pointed directly at me. I returned and saw a great big smile on her face. Even before I touched the sand, she spoke up and said, “I can feel you’re much closer.”




I stepped forward and took my shirt off her head, then kissed her deeply once again. Her soft hands caressed my back; her soft breasts yielded against my chest. With only a single layer of fabric between us, I could feel the heat of her skin. Our kiss became even more passionate, and I kept pulsing my sex magic.




“I can wait a few months to be in bed with you, but I don’t want to,” she said as soon as she caught her breath.




“I don’t want to wait either, but it’s not right for an adult to have sex with someone who isn’t. I don’t always agree with societal conventions, witness my nine wives but I will not cross the line when it comes to the age of consent. It is a convention that is agreed upon to protect the young from older predators.”




“Please kiss me like that again. It was wonderful, and now I have something new and more real to dream about when I’m alone in my bed.”




I kissed her again, and she snuggled into my chest when we broke the kiss.




“Have you met Emmelote, the woman Isabel hired to help her in her business?” I asked.




“I have, briefly. She seemed nice. I got the impression your wives were interviewing her as another possible wife.”




“Oui, I met her the summer after my first year at the academy. I hadn’t even known I was a mage for a full year yet. My patrol came across her being beaten by men trying to drive her out of town for stealing food. I healed her and took care of her until she could find a job to support herself. I taught her some alchemy as part of the arrangement to get the job. I was attracted to her but had no way to support her on a permanent basis, so I didn’t pursue her at the time. I wrote her letters to keep in touch, but they weren’t romantic since I wasn’t sure how she felt about me, and I didn’t want to distract her if she had found someone else. I started dating her just before we had to leave France. I’m hoping we can rekindle our relationship. If we do, she might join the family about the same time that you do. Will you accept that?”




“Oui, as long as I can have the love that your wives have, I’ll be the happiest girl in Reims.”




“Well, depending on your view of things and perhaps some other tests you may be happy about something else as well. The test we just did with the blindfold proves you have at least some magic. It’s called Magic Sense, and it is apparently fairly strong.”




“Mon dieu, I could be a mage?”




“Perhaps. We’ll have to see what else you can do and whether or not you have an affinity. Once we learn more, we’ll see about training you.”




“I’ve watched you and your wives in bed a few times when I couldn’t sleep. Everyone is so affectionate. Collette especially has been so good to me; I want to show her how much she has meant to me.”




“I’m sure she’ll be delighted to have your affections. In fact, they all will. I’m happy to hear that you feel that way since you might have felt awkward otherwise not that I would disapprove. It’s a matter for each woman to decide for herself, though I do seem to attract women who are open to other women, or maybe it’s my magic, or some of both.”




“When will you take me for another walk alone?”




“I’ll try to spend some time alone with you every day from now on, just as I do with my wives. We’ll also include you in more of our family discussions when the children are in bed.”




“I look forward to it. How will you test me for magic?”




“We’ll discuss that with my wives when we get back to the house. I’m not sure what the normal process is. My magic was noticed by accident. I don’t know if there is a formal process other than for testing for affinities.”




“I can’t imagine that I might be a mage. I’ve never considered it possible.”




“Neither did I, until Mage Viart told me over lunch one day,” I smiled in memory. “I won’t take you to bed until the summer solstice, but that doesn’t mean Collette or any of the others won’t kiss you and hold you. Seek them out and let them know you’re interested if that is your desire.”




“You’re sure?”




“Collette and Margot have both told me of their interest in you. As for the others, all they can do is tell you no. They all feel the same as I do; they just don’t want you to feel pressured since they hold power over you.”




“Adeleide likes to hold my hand when we’re together. She always makes me feel like she cares. Cristigna is nice; she just seems distracted most of the time.”




“That’s Cristigna’s natural state, I think. She’s so focused on learning more about enchanting that I think her mind never truly stops thinking about it.”




When we returned to the house, I let Gillette enter, then spoke loud enough for all my wives to hear. “We have a surprise announcement.” I was grinning like a fool with my arm around Gillette’s waist.




Once they’d all gathered, I said, “This young lady has Magic Sense. I just tested her, and she can point me out even when I’m over fifty feet away, whether on the ground or in the air over the sea.”




“Mon dieu, we need to test her thoroughly,” Denise said.




“I don’t know what the normal protocol is other than when testing. As you all know, my Healing was noticed by accident. I went through the affinity test at the academy, and that’s how they discovered my fire magic. No one even knew sex magic existed.”




We never discussed my Wind Magic in front of anyone, and while I didn’t think Gillette would intentionally reveal my secret, young people have less impulse control. What she didn’t know, she couldn’t reveal accidentally. I would tell her when she was older and I was confident she could hold her tongue.




I found it interesting that an orphan we had taken in had developed at least some magical talent, which I understood was quite rare. Families with such talent were well documented and tracked. I thought of three possibilities: Gillette could be a truly spontaneous expression of talent, she could be a mage’s bastard, or secondhand exposure to my sex magic as it permeated the house had affected her. While I thought the last unlikely, there was no doubt that I had affected the strength of all my wives’ talents.




On the other hand, Robin, Jacquette, Katherine, and to a lesser extent Alipson had all been exposed to any potential secondhand effects as much or more than Gillette, and they had shown no signs of such development. Then again, all had been near or beyond the age when magical talent typically began to be expressed.




Margot was the odd case. Her exposure began right at the edge of the normal time period, but she had developed a talent. Given its previously unrecognized nature, she may very well have had the talent all along, and it simply had not been noticed. There were so many variables it was difficult to untangle them all.




Precisely which talents Gillette had and how powerful they were still needed to be determined. I would need to make careful measurements and compare the data to the development of my wives. She would be the first person whose progress after exposure to my sex magic I could chart from the very beginning, or at least with only potential secondhand exposure to that magic.




All this made me wonder what, if any, impact the secondhand exposure our children experienced might cause.




“It’s late, and now we have some important business to address in the morning. Before breakfast I want to take measurements of Gillette just like we do for the rest of us so I can begin charting her progress. We haven’t done them for anyone in a while, so we’ll gather down here first thing and measure everyone. Over breakfast let’s talk about the usual protocol for testing for talent. After we’re done and the children are fed, we’ll begin testing talent as best we can. For now let’s get some sleep.”




All five of my academy-recognized mage wives had been through the full formal testing and assessment process, so between them they put together what they believed was as thorough as the process they had been through. If one hadn’t remembered something, chances were one or more of the others did. Since Eva and Delia had been evaluated in their home country, Dutch protocols were added when the French protocols might have been deficient.




While they worked on documenting the testing process and preparing for it, Margot, Collette, Gillette, and I took the children for a walk both to give them time to move around and the other adults the quiet they needed to organize the details. I noticed Margot and Gillette walking arm in arm, suggesting that their relationship had deepened rapidly once I had acknowledged my desire to wed Gillette. It excited me to see my wives behave so affectionately with one another. I walked with an arm around Collette’s waist and her arm around mine.




The children chattered about everything; Symonne was five and a half and already started behaving like a little mother to her younger siblings. Isabel’s twins, Emmelot and Henry, were the youngest and would turn four in a few days while we were on our last patrol, so we planned to celebrate with them the day after we returned, then prepare to leave Monaco for good.




Between the four of us we managed to keep the children from being run over by carriages and getting lost in the various shops, but it was a near thing wrangling nine of them. We returned home for lunch and learned that the tests would take much of the afternoon.




Since Gillette would be the subject of the testing and all my academy mage wives wanted to be involved, after lunch Margot, Collette, and I settled the children down for naps. Then Margot went to visit Roj and teach him more French. Collette and I spent the time cuddling and reading. I’d have taken the opportunity presented by the quiet time with Collette to get more physical, but I now knew that Gillette would sense it and that it would be terribly distracting.




Symonne woke first and came into the room, then climbed into my lap and dozed again. It made me so happy to hold my child. I looked at Collette and quietly said, “I love you.”

Half an hour later the others were all awake and chattering away, so I told them, “If you can be very quiet, we’ll take you for another walk. Can you be very quiet until we get outside?”




They all yelled, “Oui, oui!”




I frowned and quietly said, “You’re not being very quiet.”




You could have heard a pin drop as they realized their error. “Let’s put shoes and jackets on, then we’ll go outside if you’re quiet.”




Collette and I hurried to get them ready and out the door, as we knew full well that they couldn’t remain quiet very long. I had barely closed the front door of the house when the boys started talking loudly. C’est la vie.




We took them down the beach road but didn’t let them play in the sand. With just the two of us, getting them cleaned up again wasn’t a task we wanted to tackle. We found a clearing off the side of the road on the opposite side from the sea. After I cleared some sharp branches and such, we let them sit and play for a while. When we heard five bells toll, Collette and I got the children up and cleaned the dirt and dead leaves from their clothes, then walked them back to the house.




As soon as I opened the door, I knew that Margot had been there for some time by the aroma of dinner cooking. Our timing was apparently good; the mages seemed relaxed, and Gillette had a huge grin on her face. Once the children were all in the door, Gillette collected Collette and me into a fierce hug. “I’m a mage!” she exclaimed. Of course, we hugged her back just as fiercely.




“We haven’t figured out my affinity yet, or even if I have one.”




Denise explained, “There were a few affinities we didn’t have proper materials to use for testing, and without you here we weren’t prepared to test healing.”




“Well, testing healing should be simple enough. I can cut my arm, and if she can’t heal it, I can do it myself.”




“That’s what we thought,” Denise responded.




Isabel followed up, “We can try to pick up the remaining affinity materials in town tomorrow or in Marseille next week if we can’t find them here. Regardless of that, there 

are practice exercises that most young mages are taught, meaning nearly everyone except a certain adult male in the room. We’ll begin working with Gillette for a couple of hours a day until she can do them on her own. The trip back to Paris will all be aboard ship, so she’ll have plenty of time to learn those exercises and plenty of instructors to keep her on task,” Isabel said with a glare at Gillette, then a giggle.




“Oui, maman Izzy,” Gillette said with a smirk.




“Don’t you start that with me, soon-to-be wife. I’m not nearly old enough to be your mother more like older, wiser sister,” Isabel mock-snarled.




We all laughed, then Margot called out, “Dinner is ready.”




I picked up the children’s scattered jackets and shoes while my wives got their hands washed. Then we had a lovely dinner. After the dishes were washed and put away, we performed the Healing test that Mage Lesnier had used the first day of my Healing class. The difference was that instead of a rabbit, I cut myself and offered my arm to Gillette. She took it and kissed the area just above the cut, then whispered, “You’ll be fine. It won’t hurt at all in a moment.”




The wound stopped bleeding and started to close. In a moment there was a scab, and I no longer felt anything there but a little tightness caused by the scab.




“Is that Healing?” she asked.




“Mon dieu, that’s exactly how I Heal. When did you start doing that?”




“Just now. I just did what I see you do when the children skin their knees.”




“We now have another healer in the family.”




I gave her a hug and kissed the top of her head. “I am surrounded by so many wonderful women, all with magic.” I looked at Collette and said, “I honestly believe you have a variant of Margot’s Polyglot based on the way you learn new music and perform it flawlessly.” I reached out and brought Collette into the hug.




With tears in her eyes, Gillette looked up at Collette and said, “Thank you for introducing me to this wonderful family and agreeing to make me part of it. I love you.” Then she kissed Collette with heat. Collette returned the passion. I had a feeling they would share one of the beds tonight, and I was beyond happy about it. As it turned out, Margot and Collette shared the bed with Gillette, and from the sound of it they had a marvelous time.




I didn’t dwell on what they were up to, since I was sharing my bed with Isabel and Delia. They competed to see who could have the most orgasms before becoming exhausted, so I was up until the early hours of the morning. As expected, Delia won, but not by much, since as soon as she knew Isabel had been defeated, she curled up next to me and went to sleep.




In the morning, Denise, Isabel, and Marie went shopping for materials to do the remaining affinity tests. When those tests showed no affinity, I asked, “How did you test lightning?”




Marie answered, “We haven’t; we’ll have to wait for a good storm to do that.”




“I’m guessing you didn’t test for wind either.”




“Non, none of us knows that test. I don’t think it is normally administered, and I don’t know why.”




“We should investigate quietly. We can look in the Roman book on Wind Magic when we get home to see if it has anything about it. I didn’t pay that part much attention as I was interested in other aspects. I’ll bet you didn’t test for Sex Magic either.”




“Non, I don’t know how any of us missed that. I guess we just thought back to how we were tested, and since Sex Magic wasn’t included, we didn’t even think about it just like Wind. Do you remember a protocol?”




“Not clearly. Once I confirmed I had that affinity based on the description, I focused on using it more effectively.”




“We’re going to have to refer to the other Roman books for testing Polyglot as well. Now that I think about it we need you to test her for telepathy; we wrote it down but got sidetracked and forgot to mention it last night,” Isabel pointed out.




“I don’t know the protocol for testing it since I picked it up from Adeleide. I don’t believe I was ever tested for it at the academy unless it is something done without the student’s knowledge.”




“Well, that’s something else that will have to wait. We can investigate it when we return to Reims, but it wouldn’t hurt to start including her in our group telepathic conversations.”




When we had the children settled down playing on the floor and my wives occupied with their own interests, I reached out to Isabel telepathically and asked her, “Knowing what you know now about being a woman mage and either serving the kingdom for twenty years or having four children, would you have chosen not to go to the academy so you could just live your life? Or at least have wanted to consider the option?”




“Hmm, I didn’t get the option nor was I told the consequences of being recognized and attending the academy until afterward. I think I would have chosen to go, but even then it would have been due to it being the only way to learn to use my magic. I see where you’re going with this and I agree it would be wonderful if we didn’t have to put her through what I went through. I just don’t know what the consequences are of not reporting her status as a mage. Once I was at the academy, it was no longer of interest since it was too late to do anything about it.”




“I had the same situation. I didn’t learn about any of that until you told me when we were on that Herb Lore field trip,” I replied.




“I’m going to talk to everyone and suggest that we not announce her talent until I’ve had a chance to investigate the law on the topic. Between us we can probably provide her the same or similar education as the academy offers, so she need not lose out on that. Obviously I can teach her Healing. I don’t know if she wants to have four babies of her own.




I’ve never felt that the kingdom was treating women mages fairly, so I don’t want to participate in that unfairness if I can help it.”




“You know I agree with you and I have no doubt Marie and Denise feel the same way, as I’m sure you know. Eva and Delia have made it clear they think our king is an idiot on this issue, which I think is an accurate assessment.”




“Then I’m going to get everyone’s attention and discuss it with them right now.”




As Isabel had suggested, my wives agreed that if there was a way to avoid putting Gillette in the position of having to decide between service and four children, she should be given the choice.




Gillette was pleased that we’d thought of a way that she might be able to avoid having four children. “I think two children are quite enough. I love all of these little monsters, but I just think four is a lot. I mean, I’ll have four if I need to because this service thing sounds miserable from what Isabel told me, but I wouldn’t choose to if I could help it.”




“If skipping the academy isn’t an option to avoid service, maybe we can get you in our Special Operations unit and you can do your service with us,” Marie offered.




“So if Gillette can’t avoid service and we want her in the unit, we should start including her when we get assignments so she can develop a record that we can use to prove she is a valuable team member, like we did with Margot even though she never attended the academy,” Denise added.




“All excellent ideas. First we check the laws, then we look into Gillette joining our unit and providing her experience if skipping the academy isn’t an option,” I summarized.




“You’re a wonderful family, and the best part is I know in my heart that even if I weren’t marrying into the family, you’d have done the same for me. I love you all so much,” Gillette said with emotion.





Chapter 17




On our last patrol we caught two more Spanish ships, but not together. We’d only been at sea for a few hours on our first day when we caught the first one, so we stole the entire cargo and sent them back to Spain. We then docked in Nice and sold off the perishables and kept the more valuable goods on board.




We caught the second ship a few days later and stole its cargo. All of the perishables ended up stored on deck as we couldn’t fit all of it in the hold after putting the high-value items there. It wasn’t a big problem because we took them to Cannes, a little further west than Nice, and sold the perishables off immediately. By the time that was done our commitment to patrol was about over, so we went straight back to Monaco.




The next day we had a little birthday party for Henry and Emmelot. We invited Roj to introduce him to the children since we were going to be traveling together for the next five weeks or so. He seemed to enjoy them even if they couldn’t communicate well. By the time the party was over the children seemed to have taken to Roj; a few of them were climbing on him and speaking to him first in French, then in Dutch. It was funny to watch.




The next day we packed nearly everything. On the morning of the 13th we all went to a tavern for breakfast so that we didn’t leave a mess in the kitchen. While my wives were organizing that, I got all the luggage to the ship where the crew moved it to our cabins.




After breakfast we boarded the Temporaire and the children waved au revoir to Monaco as we sailed out of the harbor for the last time. We picked up the three newly painted ships in Nice and headed for Marseille where we retrieved our last captured ship and le Vertbois. We moved the family and Roj to le Vertbois that evening.




Collette arranged to sell off some of the stolen Spanish goods the next morning, then started gathering cargoes to fill the holds of the two ships not going to Paris. Commodore Garnier, Eva, and I held interviews for capitaines of the four carracks and the brigantine. All the men on our prize crews had agreed to stay with our family business, but we still needed enough crew to man three more ships.




Marseille being a major port had a lot of men available, so we had many to interview. Each time a new group gathered we announced that the ships were going to ply the Atlantic coastal trade so that anyone who wanted to stay in the Mediterranean didn’t waste their time or ours. We still found it necessary to reiterate that idea at the beginning of each interview since we found that some of the men hadn’t paid attention. Frankly, that fact alone would have been enough for me not to hire them.




In any event, it took two days to gather enough crewmen and two more days before we had satisfied ourselves that the capitaines’ references and reputations were satisfactory. Before we hired any capitaines, I looked them square in the eye and told them what I had told all our capitaines before them: “Your first priority is the safety of the men in your crew, the second is the safety of the ship, the cargo is a distant third. If you don’t agree with that philosophy you don’t belong in our family business.”




All seemed happy to hear it, so we signed them up and assigned them to their ships. I gave them a day to meet their crews and let us know if they were unhappy with any of them. We only had one capitaine object to one crewman, and we easily swapped him with another ship and capitaine who didn’t object to his irreverent and often obscene sense of humor.




That evening, all the capitaines were invited to dinner on the le Vertbois. They were introduced to my wives by their formal titles so that they fully understood they worked for nobles and mages. Gillette was introduced as our fiancée just to drive home the point that all the women would be respected. I also made it a point, as did my wives, to refer to Garnier as Commodore. I wanted it clearly understood that he was senior and his commands were to be followed.




I warned all the capitaines that the Spanish had a bone to pick with us and that all of their ships had formerly been Spanish. I showed them our lettre de marque to emphasize that we had the approval of the king and weren’t just murderous pirates. Commodore Garnier then told them to rely on our family to protect the ships while in convoy, as he had seen for himself time and again the wonders of our magic. He then related an abbreviated version of his first experience with us years ago as an impressed seaman on a pirate vessel in the Channel and how we had overcome the large crew while saving a dozen slaves, including himself.




The next morning all six ships sailed out of Marseille headed for Le Havre via the Strait of Gibraltar, then the Atlantic Ocean. Le Vertbois and the three carracks we had snatched near Tunis would continue to Paris via the Seine River. All the capitaines had been instructed on what to do if we became separated, which was to get to Le Havre or Paris as appropriate. They all had our factor in Le Havre’s contact information.




With as many ships as we now had in service, I wondered if it was time to have our own office and warehouses in Le Havre, perhaps sharing the space and staff with Denise’s parents’ business. I’d discuss it with my wives when we had time.




We all took turns teaching the children while speaking French and Dutch on alternate days. Margot continued to work with Roj on French, and he in turn taught her Greek, which she unsurprisingly absorbed like a sponge. Poor Roj became frustrated at how slowly he learned French by comparison.




When the stars came out at night, Roj, with Margot translating, would point out the various constellations. He told little stories about each to help them remember. After his stories, it was bedtime for the children.




My mage wives and I worked with Gillette on developing her magical talent. Her excitement at being a mage and learning magic waned some as the drills were repeated day after day. I asked Commodore Garnier to let his men know that they should go to her for healing minor injuries like cuts or friction burns to the hands to give her further practice at using her magic. None of us had brought anything resembling early textbooks 

so all we could do was discuss what we remembered about how we learned magic and our early lessons at the academy.




Of course Delia had to bring sex magic into the discussion. “Your future husband will not only fill you with his seed and his love for you, he will fill your magical pool to bursting so that it increases in size, thus increasing your power. You will enjoy sex with him in ways that no other women but us will ever dream of.”




“Do you mean I’m wasting my time practicing to build my magical power when all I have to do is fuck him to expand it?” Gillette asked.




“Delia, did you have to make it sound like I have a magic cock?”




“Well you do and you need not feel ashamed of it. It is quite glorious; Eva agrees.”




“Look, there is some shred of truth to what she’s saying but it is important to learn these techniques for power and control. Consider what you’ll get from me to be a small supplement to your own efforts,” I explained.




“You’ll be able to have bigger breasts too; he likes them,” Delia couldn’t help herself.




“Wait, what? Does sex make a woman have larger breasts? Is that why yours are huge? Did you fuck a lot of men before Jacques?” Gillette responded.




“In Toevluchtsoord, my home, the age of consent is fourteen. I enjoyed many young men once I was free to choose whom to be with. None of them ever made me feel like Jacques did even before he took me into his bed. Once he did that there was no way I would ever be with another man.”




“Again she’s exaggerating and not giving the full story. First you have to remember Delia is an elf; they have different customs than we do and some differences in biology as well. Some of what she said about breast size is still not proven because we didn’t begin charting measurements until around the time we were married and by then it was too late to get a baseline from before they met me.”




“So you were all fucking before you got married, why do I have to wait to marry you before we can fuck?”




“It’s not about being married; it’s about you reaching the age of consent. You never have to marry us if you don’t want to. We married to protect our children and their rights,” Denise pointed out.




“Now back to Delia’s less than clear remarks. We believe that through the unknowing use of my sex magic that my wives reshaped their bodies. The also experienced increases in bust size to one degree or another. All found that scars from childhood gradually disappeared. For those that we had earlier measurements and trends on, it appears that they became faster runners as well as developing increased strength and stamina. Denise is convinced that her lips became larger.




Assuming all of that is attributable to my sex magic, we don’t know if it is just what happens through the magic, if I’m influencing specific attributes to adjust, or if the woman is causing those attributes to change based on their desired self-image. Regardless, it seems to be unconscious influence as neither of us concentrated on giving Denise a larger bust.”




“So Denise, were you flat-chested?” Gillette asked.




“Gillette, that’s not a nice thing to ask in public or, for that matter, in private,” I scolded.




Denise squirmed a little but answered, “Let’s say my breasts made a noticeable bump in a blouse but not enough to droop, and we’ll leave it at that.”




“I know Jacques likes big breasts and I’ve seen how you all dress for parties and balls. I’m looking forward to getting to dress like that and hope his magic works like you think it does. I want big breasts too.”




I nearly rolled my eyes. I loved the girl, but sometimes her childish nature came out, and I wondered if maybe I should have held off another year or two before asking her to marry us. On the other hand, I enjoyed her youthful enthusiasm and looked forward to having her in our bed. Maybe I was just a lech or did being a sex mage make that notion redundant?




“What’s this about elves having different biology?” Gillette asked.




I realized mentioning that was a mistake, so I kept my mouth shut.




“We elves are superior to humans in several ways. My tongue is longer, so it can be used to wrap around things to eat and also around a man’s cock when we take him in our mouth to pleasure him. Our throats and air passages are different, so we don’t choke on food like humans sometimes do; it also means that we can take a man’s cock down to the root and not gag like a human woman. The combination of those two can be quite pleasing to a man, making elf women very desirable sex partners.




You may have also noticed I have no hair below my neck, not under the arms or between my legs. That is simply the way elves are. Some human men find that especially desirable, but Jacques doesn’t seem to care one way or the other; at least he’s never said anything.”




At least she didn’t ask me to comment on that, I thought.




“It’s fun using our tongues on each other when I’m in bed with Collette and Margot. I want to try it with you too, so I can see if your longer tongue makes a difference,” Gillette continued.




“Oui, I look forward to the experience with you. I can teach you many things about pleasuring a man or a woman,” Delia replied.




The woman was absolutely convinced that elves were superior, but she adored me and I her, so I let it all go.




Isabel, my tiny, raven-haired beauty, broke in and reset the tone of the discussion. “Oui, Jacques is likely the finest physical lover anywhere, certainly in France, but that is not why we all love him and are willing to share him. Jacques empowers us, not just by enhancing our magical power with his sex magic, which in the grand scheme of things isn’t really that important.




What he does that no one else I’ve met does is allow women to make choices and then help them achieve the goals those choices are directed toward. He didn’t tell me to open an herbalist business or do anything else; he let me find my own way to contribute to the family and offered assistance if I needed it.




He hasn’t tried to take it over or make it work the way he thinks it should. It is mine to do as I see fit, and if I ask him to go plant herbs somewhere, he’ll find the time to do it because I asked him to. He is ready to do anything for us; all we need to do is ask, even though he has his own responsibilities.




That is why we seldom ask anything of him. We don’t need him to do for us constantly to prove his love. He does that every day by being willing. Most of what makes him such a wonderful lover isn’t his magic; it is his willingness to listen and adjust to our individual needs.




He will often then experiment with us, trying out with one what another asked for to see if she likes it too, but he always responds to our needs. No man I’ve ever met is as responsive—whether physical or emotional as Jacques. His empathy is boundless. That is the reason to marry him, to marry us, not his magic cock.”




All this talk of sex and women’s anatomy had me horny, so I made it known that I was going to bed. I didn’t know exactly how my wives organized themselves, so whichever pair had their turn that night would join me in the bed shortly. I would give them both massages, and we would satisfy our carnal urges until we were ready to sleep.





Chapter 18




One of the many magics we practiced on the voyage was the storm working that Eva, Marie, and I had started figuring out back in the Bay of Biscay. As we approached the Strait of Gibraltar, we worked to create a storm to our north in the hope of masking our passage from lookouts on land and Spanish naval patrols. Even though we sailed as far south as we could, the strait was only nine miles wide, so anyone could see us passing through. In fact, we sailed considerably closer to the south shore than most would have considered safe by having Isabel use her earth magic to sense underwater obstructions or, more likely, shallower areas. The strait was less than forty miles in length, so we expected to be through it in about five hours.




Unfortunately, we couldn’t avoid the Spanish naval patrol hugging the south shore and headed east. The only good things were that we sailed with the wind while they had to tack back and forth on top of having to sail farther from shore, since they didn’t seem to have an earth mage, or at least not one as capable as Isabel.




We had around a quarter hour until they were abreast of us and able to fire broadsides. I knew Isabel wouldn’t be able to help since the strait was terribly deep though no one knew just how deep. The high speed of the unpredictable currents made it impossible to measure.




Delia and I could shield two ships at a time, or we could shield against two ships, but there were six ships of ours to shield and four Spanish ships to shield against. We needed a plan.




I asked my other wives for ideas.




“I can conjure fireballs on the top deck and gun deck, killing most of the crew which I’d rather not do, as they are just doing their jobs. I will if I have to in order to protect our men; I just rather not. Anyone else have ideas?”




“My lightning wouldn’t be much better. Though most might survive, it is also less likely to keep them disabled long enough for all six of our ships to pass them,” Marie responded.




“I could make them ride lower in the water and make some waves run high enough to swamp the lower set of guns, but that won’t help us with the guns on the top deck,” Eva replied.




“I can’t do much with something the size of a ship or that much mass,” Denise claimed.




“Could you break the rudder on the ship while it is headed north so they can’t turn back toward us?” I asked.




“At that distance, I don’t know, but I can try.”




“We need other options in case that doesn’t work or won’t work for all the ships. What if we think of the ships as being on a pivot where the keel is, and you grab high up the topmast for leverage, then pull and push to rock the ships? If Eva makes it ride low in the water and sends some waves at them, maybe we can swamp the ships. Then, when it rocks back and exposes the lower hull, Delia and I try to punch through the hull to let more water in. Maybe they’ll be too busy recovering from the sudden shifting and trying to save the sinking ship to fire at us,” I proposed.




“I’m willing to try,” Denise replied.




“If we can expand the storm southward, it will give me more waves to work with; then I think your idea can work,” Eva responded.




“Isabel, please tell Commodore Garnier to set up the brightest stern lamps he can and order the other ships to do the same while closing up our spacing so they can follow us through the storm.”




Eva, Marie, and I got to work on expanding the storm southward. Using telepathy, I pulled Denise and Delia into our working so we could coordinate. I sent the wind away in all directions but north, creating lower pressure in our area to suck the storm our way. Eva used water magic, supported by my heat magic, to cause clouds to form and begin to rain. Marie used her lightning magic to call down fierce strikes to the sea and ships. As the first Spanish ship turned north again, Denise worked to break the rudder by swinging it wildly back and forth. After several minutes, she apparently succeeded. The ship continued into the storm, which we had successfully pulled further south. We needed to pull it further, so we kept at it.




As we got closer to the second Spanish ship, Isabel had the presence of mind to cast Mage Sense and called out, “Mage on ship two.” That added a possible new complication, but until they started using their magic, we wouldn’t know what we faced, so we proceeded with our existing plan. As that ship turned north, Denise worked the rudder back and forth, and Delia tried using her shield bash variant to punch the hinges. Between the two of them, it worked, since we saw the rudder fall from the back of the ship, which was then taken by the current and the wind into the storm.




We were much closer to the remaining ships, and they had learned not to turn north, so with the storm now fully upon us, Denise worked to cause the third ship to rock left and right while Eva made the water less supportive so the ship rode lower in the sea. Again, Isabel called out, “Mage on ship three.”




The Spanish sailors smartly closed the gun hatches on the lower deck, but that wasn’t enough to protect all our ships, so when the ship leaned as far over as Denise could make it, Eva sent a huge wave onto the top deck, inundating everyone on it and washing a few men overboard. When it swung back the other way, Delia and I punched the lower hull with her shield bash and managed to split some seams. As the ship recovered, the Spanish mage shot lightning at us, but Marie used her magic to deflect it, then attacked him in the same way. Denise and Eva worked to repeat the process, and this time, as the ship listed to starboard, causing cannons to break loose on the top deck, some even went overboard. More men were swept into the sea. When the ship swung back the other way, Delia and I hit the hull in the same spot as before and punched a hole about two feet in diameter.




When the ship rocked back down, I’m sure water started pouring in. Within another couple of minutes, the ship was foundering, and the men were abandoning ship.

Now we just needed to deal with the last of the four Spanish ships, and we would be clear of the strait and out in the Atlantic. Once there we would be free to run from anyone who tried to challenge us.




Maddeningly, Isabel called out, “Mage on ship four.” I suppose with as many men and as expensive as the ships were, it made sense to station mages aboard. I just preferred to have the odds stacked in our favor.




This time the mage conjured fireballs and apparently expected to rake our deck with them. He wasn’t counting on competing with one of the most powerful fire mages in all of France. I diverted the heat into the sea before it did much but warm our skin. I couldn’t make out which man on the deck he was due to the rain obscuring such details, but it wasn’t hard to discern the difference between officers’ uniforms and crew. I started conjuring fire in skulls between his attacks, and by the time I had killed the third officer there were no more attempts to engulf our ship in flames. I cast a quick Magic Sense and confirmed that there were no more mages opposing us.




The first pass at rocking the last ship went fine, but when Denise pulled it back for the second pass the main mast broke. She immediately switched to the mast just behind it, but being shorter it didn’t offer as much leverage, so she couldn’t manage to rock it as far as she had the previous one. Still, Delia and I managed to punch a good-sized hole below the waterline, and it too began to take on water quickly.




The fool capitaine seemed to think the situation required heroic efforts on the part of his crew and ordered them to stay on the ship and prepare to fire a broadside at us. Marie called down lightning and the crew all fell; some of the cannons even fired, a spark of the lightning having found its way to the touch hole. With the ship clearly sinking and the top deck in such disarray, I expected the capitaine to order the men to abandon ship, but instead he ordered them back to the guns.




In a way I admired the fortitude of the men in his command, but I found the capitaine to be an idiot. I decided to put an end to his foolishness and conjured a fireball in his head. When the capitaine’s head exploded, throwing blood, brain matter, and bits of skull into the face of another officer standing near him, that apparently was enough for the man to recognize the battle was lost. The officer yelled out an order at the top of his lungs, and then the men began lowering boats and gathering injured or unconscious colleagues, leaving us to sail past them untouched.




My wives and I went to our cabins to dry off and change clothes. Gillette came out of the room where she’d been entertaining the children and said, “I felt the magic in use. In the past when you or your wives cast magic I felt something like a shiver or whatever makes the hair on your arms stand up. Today I could sense the mages on the other ships and the magic that two of them tried to use. It felt like Marie was wrestling with another mage and won. Later I felt you; it was like you inhaled your opponent’s magic and blew it out into the sea. Then I felt something like a hot stone in my hand for an instant. It was all so amazing. I wanted to reach out and examine it, but I was afraid it would hurt.”




“Were you trying to sense the magic or did it just happen?” I asked.




“I was trying like when I tried to follow you while wearing the blindfold at the beach that night.”




“We’ll have to talk to the other ladies, possibly do some experiments when it’s safe, as I’ve never thought to try to feel another’s magic. I’ve been focused on my own.”




“It was more than just that. I think I was in your telepathy group. I could sense you and them coordinating.”




“Then perhaps that’s how you felt our magic, but that wouldn’t account for the magic cast by the Spaniards.”




“Go on, I’ll help you dry off.”




“You just want to see me nude again,” I retorted.




“A girl can hope.”




I did not invite her into the cabin to help me. I’m not sure if I could have controlled myself if I had. The rush of battle hadn’t fully passed, and I had gotten hard just talking to the lovely, sweet girl.




By the time I was dressed again, I noticed that the skies were clear in the strait and beyond. The storm we had conjured in the strait had dissipated without us actively working on it. A few hours later, we were far enough from land that no one, even on the highest watchtower, could see us, and only then did the commodore turn the ship north. We had agreed to stay out to sea as though the Bay of Biscay were all land and not get close to land again until we reached the peninsula upon which Brest perched. The idea was to avoid Spanish patrols if at all possible, just as we had tried to do in the Strait of Gibraltar.




We sailed due north for six days, then another six a little more easterly, mostly in peace except for the children, who were tired of being cooped up in the cabins. My wives and I did our best to entertain them; even Roj was kind enough to step in and use his light magic to make fanciful shapes in the air and on the walls while telling stories. His French was improving, but for the stories he spoke Latin, which Margot dutifully translated. The children cheered when he entered the room and whined when he left. I think they liked him more than me. I couldn’t blame them, as I had no skill with such things. I made do reading them children’s stories and adjusting my voice to imitate the characters. One day I’d have to try something with fire magic or perhaps freezing. C’est la vie.




Those of us not actively engaged with the children continued to practice our magic. My wives coached me in their magic, and I experimented with combining telepathy and magic sense to feel them cast their magic. Doing so gave me some insight into how to better control the magic when I performed the same spell, so I seemed to learn to use their magics more quickly than I had in the past. Measuring such things is difficult, and since I wasn’t starting from the beginning, it was hard to tell whether or not what I felt was real or imagined. To try to get a better handle on the value of it, I worked with Gillette, teaching her healing exercises.





Chapter 19




Marie, Eva, and I continued to practice our storm working. We were glad we had when about a day south of Brest we met eight Spanish warships that had apparently been in the Bay of Biscay. I had hoped they would go their own way, but instead they turned to intercept, and I saw numerous signal flags from the lead ship that could only be a sign of trouble.




We had also experimented with bringing my other wives into the working with the idea of drawing on their magic pools to reinforce our own as we called on the elements. It seemed to work, so this time, when we needed a much stronger working than anything we had attempted in the past, I called all of them out. I included Margot and Collette since I truly believed that their talents had magical elements. Desperate as we were for all the power we could get, I even asked Gillette to participate. Margot explained to Roj that we would all be involved in a major magical undertaking and asked that he do his best to entertain the children while we tried to save our flotilla from the Spanish.




Since we weren’t going to fight the ships like we had in the strait, we didn’t need to stand on the deck to see our targets, which was good because the sea was going to get terribly rough. I told the commodore to call the other ships to close up and stay close no matter what. My wives and I sat on the deck in a tight circle, holding hands so that the telepathy took less of my concentration and effort. I had noted in the strait that it was easier to both keep control of the wind and make it move faster if I made it spin in a circle instead of blow in a single direction, so I started with that while manipulating the temperature of the air. Eva introduced moisture to the mix, and clouds began to form. Within minutes the three-foot waves had turned to six-foot waves; minutes later the waves were splashing over the bow. Commodore Garnier called for the sailors to reef the sails. I had learned that meant they gathered up the centers so that only a small amount of sail was exposed to the wind to allow the ship to make enough headway to stay on course but not have the sails torn off the masts.




It wasn’t long before the Spanish ships were obscured by rain. Through our mind-to-mind contact, Eva noted that just because we couldn’t see the Spaniards didn’t mean that they wouldn’t blunder onto us. We continued to build the storm while sailing in the center of the spiraling winds and rain. Unable to see the Spanish ships or sense the mages certainly on at least a few of them at the distance they had been, we had no way to know where they were or what had become of them. All we could do was continue to call the storm. Eva called lightning in the direction we had last seen the Spaniards. I caught a couple of glimpses which told me that I would not have wanted to be anywhere near where those bolts struck.




We had been working the storm for nearly two hours which was about the time the commodore had estimated it would take for the Spaniards to intercept us when one of Marie’s lightning bolts struck and I saw a blast of light that lasted longer than any previous. The sound of it was different as well, and I wondered if the powder magazine of one of the ships had somehow detonated.




We managed to hold the working for two more hours. As I felt our energy wane, I directed the winds more toward the west than due north, and we turned a little east. When we ended the working, we were still in the center of the storm, but I had reserved energy to define a small pocket for us to slip out of the path of the winds.




I sent Gillette to tell the commodore to make sure the ships were all very close since I wasn’t sure just how large we were going to be able to maintain the pocket. I later learned that one of the capitaines had objected to sailing so close in such weather, but that the crew—who were all former members of the prize crews nearly mutinied over not carrying out the order that they knew would have come from me. I understood the capitaine’s concerns and appreciated the faith that the prize crewmen had in me and my family.




When we finally slipped out of the storm, it was dark and we were unsure of our location, so all the ships let out sea anchors basically a sail towed in the water to slow the ship and waited out the night. When the skies fully cleared, measurements were taken of the stars compared to the horizon, and an estimate was made of our location. In the morning we sailed north, and within a few hours sighted Brest. The lookout could still see the storm on the horizon headed north-northwest, appearing to be headed for the Irish Sea having taken on a life of its own.




With our position now clear, we continued sailing toward Le Havre. Commodore Garnier explained much of that to us a day later, since all my wives, Gillette, and I slept from the time we exited the storm until we were a day north of Brest. Roj took it upon himself to tend to the children while we slept, for which we all thanked him profusely. Mon dieu, I was hungry after my long sleep.





Chapter 20




All six ships arrived in Le Havre together. Eva, Marie, and I made a show of it by casting flash bangs, lightning, and water spouts fifty feet in the air. The crews all cheered, as did many of the onlookers, even though they had no idea why we were cheering. Once all the ships were docked, Collette arranged to use a section of vacant pier to host a dinner for all six crews and capitaines. She and Gillette found two restaurants that were willing to deliver enough for fifty meals each on short notice. The crews built makeshift tables and benches out of crates and planks.




My wives and I thanked the crews for their spirit and willingness to weather the adversities of traveling with us. We thanked the capitaines for their professionalism. We thanked Roj for helping with the children even though it wasn’t his responsibility. When my wives and I took our seats again, one of the men who had been the leader on a prize crew started a cheer, and in no time the rest of the crewmen had picked it up. They were cheering, “Storm masters! Storm masters!”




That night I tried reaching out with telepathy to Adeleide and was surprised that she responded. We were excited both that our range had increased and that we would soon see each other. After getting business out of the way, I sent her some images of us performing some of our favorite sex acts. I could sense her arousal through our connection. After several minutes of sending images depicting increasingly lewd behavior, she told me to stop because her panties were wet. I of course did not, I was enjoying the feedback indicating she was approaching an orgasm, and I fully intended to see that it happened. My pants were tented by that point, and I was glad we would be going to bed soon so that I could enact those images with whichever of my wives was sharing my bed that night.




I managed to contact Cristigna as well, but the connection felt weaker and the thoughts more dreamlike. I let them know that we would be in Paris in a few days and I would contact them again, but that we would be delayed there for some time to make arrangements to store and sell three ships’ worth of goods we had captured. I sent her some of the same type of lewd images, and unlike her sister, she sent images back rather than just the feelings. Regardless, I was going to need release soon after we disconnected.

On a lark I tried contacting Emmelote as well, but it felt like I just brushed past her without really touching. I would have to try again from Paris.




The next morning the capitaines all went with Collette and Gillette to meet with our factor while the ships not bound for Paris were unloaded. When they returned to le Vertbois and the three Spanish carracks we had captured, we sailed up the Seine to Paris. Eva and I didn’t bother to use our magic to speed our passage, since we would then have arrived a day before our punishment was over and would have had to stay on the ship another day anyway.

We reached Paris in the late afternoon of May 20, the first day we were free to step foot on French soil in ten months. After over five weeks at sea cooped up in cabins, all my wives and children were anxious to be on land and have space to move again.




The first order of business was finding an inn. Fortunately, Eva knew of one that was frequented by Dutch merchants and their large families, so she and I went there immediately while my other wives supervised the children as the luggage was unloaded. We had discussed the length of time it would likely take to sell off our booty and estimated it to be two weeks. Since the inn Eva recommended had rooms to our liking available, I made arrangements for two weeks with the understanding that we could check out early or extend our stay.




Eva and I returned to the dock and got our family moving. We had a suite with a massive bed in the master bedroom and two smaller rooms that were perfect for the children. Gillette got her own bedroom. I looked forward to seeing more of her, but I promised myself I would not take advantage. We got Roj a small room on a different floor. By the time we were settled in the suite, it was time for dinner.




Commodore Garnier had declared shore leave as soon as we had all our luggage off the ship. He was prepared for a stay of at least a week since we had to arrange warehouse space for the contents of all four ships first. My wives had developed an entire plan for storing, displaying, and marketing the contents of the ships. I wanted to look over the goods in detail with an eye to keeping a few select pieces for our soon-to-be-built home. We also had a few people we wanted to give gifts to. Depending on the success of sales in Paris, we might end up bringing some of the goods to Reims to sell, though we all preferred that not be the case.




After the children went to sleep, debauchery reigned in our bed. I hadn’t been in the same bed with all these women since our brief time at an inn when we had first arrived in Monaco. The sexual energy that builds when I’m with so many nude women touching, holding, and playing with me and each other energizes me in a way that nothing else does. The bad part is when I have tired them all out and they’ve fallen asleep while I still want more. Delia claimed that if I had enough wives, they’d be able to tire me out. I questioned that supposition, since having added Cristigna and Adélaïde three years ago, all I felt when they were in the bed with us was more energy. If all worked as I hoped, I would have two more wives, Gillette and Emmelote, in the next month or so. We would see then if Delia’s prediction held true. Regardless, I had my eye on another: Archduke Morise’s daughter Jehanne. Oui, I was a greedy man.




In the morning, I escorted my three merchant wives while they looked for suitable warehouse space. It had to be available immediately, large enough for the contents of three carracks plus some from le Vertbois to be displayed, and physically attractive enough not to detract from the atmosphere created by displaying the goods. It was a tall order on short notice.




After two days of searching without finding anything suitable, my wives agreed to go with their fallback plan and contacted an auction house that often sold items of this nature. The first man at the auction house was intrigued by the quantity and point of origin of the goods but didn’t have the authority to commit to a project of that size, so he spoke to his supervisor. The supervisor referred us to the head of the family, Monsieur Blondeau, who cleared his schedule to speak to us. Blondeau was interested in speaking to us in part due to our noble rank, in part due to so many mages in the family (though they were not all present), but mostly due to the quantity luxury of goods and the point of origin.




After some pointed questions regarding exactly how we got possession of the goods, I showed him our lettre de marque signed by the king. The man then couldn’t wait to visit the ships to see what we really had. It was too late in the day to start on such a project, so we agreed that he would meet us at the inn in the morning.




After spending the entire morning and early afternoon going through samples of the goods stored on all four ships, Monsieur Blondeau offered to take us to lunch at a café he favored near the port.




Over lunch he said, “Given the large quantity of high-quality goods, there are two ways we can do this. We can set large lots of the goods—for example, twenty carpets with just a few pieces of the various types displayed. The bidders will then bid sight unseen for each group of twenty. This could be done relatively quickly, and you could have your money in a week or two at most. The bidders would be other merchants who would want to resell those goods to their customers. Based on the quality of goods I saw, which I assume is a fair sampling of the rest, you won’t maximize your profit that way.




With the other approach, my house would take on the project of cataloging every piece. If the ceramics belong to a set, then we treat them as such, but otherwise each item would be listed on its own. Bidders would bid on just the specific pieces they want; this would open the bidding to individuals—the same people who the merchants in the first scenario would expect to resell the goods to. We would need time to both catalog all the pieces and to advertise the auction. We would also want to give the potential buyers enough notice to be in Paris at the time of the auction, and we should consider the dates when those types of customers will be in Paris even without this to draw them in order to maximize the number of people in attendance and therefore the number of bidders for each piece.”




We have just under a month until the summer solstice, which will bring in many of the nobility such as yourselves for various celebrations. I believe we can get this project done for you in time to host an auction on June 22, as no one would consider attending on the actual day of the solstice.




Our fees will come directly out of the sales as a percentage of the winning bid, so it is in our best interest to maximize your income since that maximizes ours in turn. If you agree, I will have a contract drawn up by the end of business today, and you can sign it in the morning. I’ll have warehouse space cleared when I get back to my office and schedule haulers to be at your ships as soon as the dockyard gates open. You can meet me there and sign if you like.”




“Monsieur Blondeau, we’re very interested in considering your proposal and will discuss it with the rest of the family tonight. I have one addendum I wish to discuss. We have not seen for ourselves all that is in those holds, as you can imagine. As a relatively new family—having only been married about four years and ennobled even more recently than that—none of us have inherited such things to decorate the new home we are building upon our return to Reims. We want to be able to see the carpets and ceramics and choose some to take home with us for our own use, as well as a few gifts. Will your organization be able to provide us that opportunity before the auction?” I asked.




Blondeau smiled. “I fully understand your desire to embrace the beauty and luxury of what you’ve brought with you. Give me ten days to get it all organized, and then you’re welcome to spend a day looking through it all if you like. Obviously, you’re welcome to take anything you wish for yourselves since it all belongs to you.”




Collette, Marie, and Denise offered no objection, so I said, “Draw up the contract, send it to our inn, and we’ll review it. If it is acceptable, we’ll sign it and send it back, then meet you at the dockyard gate the following morning.”




Again Blondeau smiled. “Of course. I look forward to working with your family.”




Once he left the café, I asked my wives, “If we do it this way, what will we do for ten days since there’s no point returning to Reims only to turn back around and come back here?”




“One option that lets us leave sooner is to just take a wagon or two of goods and accept that we’ll have to choose from those items for our home and gifts. In most other circumstances, that’s more than we would have to choose from anyway,” Denise pointed out.




“I want to see it all, but I can’t really say why. Realistically, Denise has the right idea,” Collette agreed.




“Oui, choosing from all of it would be my dream, but practically speaking, we all have things to do and we all miss Cristigna and Adeleide. Some man, who shall remain nameless, has a couple of other women to see, one of whom will be leaving for three months in a few weeks,” Marie pointed out.




“I don’t disagree. Let’s confirm with the rest of the family, but I’d like to make plans to travel with a caravan leaving in a couple of days. I’ll see if we can rent some wagons from them to load a selection from the ships on.”




While my merchant wives were working to sell off the loot, Eva and Delia visited their parents at the Dutch embassy. We had a lovely dinner with them one night before we returned to Reims. Before dinner, we introduced them to our fiancée Gillette. All four parents were gracious and asked her about her interests. Once she mentioned that we had determined she was a mage with at least Healing affinity, the parents were even more attentive.





Chapter 21




Everyone was ready to head home, so we left three days later, which was the earliest we could arrange given our needs. After collecting a selection of the goods on the ships, we took a tour of the city, including the palace grounds, the shops in the Gnome quarter, and the boutiques on the left bank of the Seine. Commodore Garnier had informed each of the other capitaines to head to Le Havre and check in with our factor there, regardless of whether or not they had cargo after unloading our loot to the auction house wagons. My merchant wives worked diligently to see to it they had cargo, but we didn’t have the time or contacts to fill them all that quickly.




Every night we spent in Paris, I contacted Adeleide and Cristigna. We were all beyond excited to see each other again. I continued sending my naughty thoughts to the twins;

sometimes both at once. I quite enjoyed riling them up. I wanted them to know how much I missed them.




I still couldn’t manage to connect with Emmelote, but I could sense her just out of reach. Eight days to Reims put us there June 3, so I still had nearly three weeks to see Jehanne before she left for summer service and visit with Emmelote.




We stopped in the nameless village where I had grown up and visited with the chef and his wife who had cared for me after my father disappeared while hunting in the forest when I was eleven years old. My foster parents looked older than I remembered them. I introduced them to all my wives and children, as well as Gillette. I took my family for a brief tour of the place where I had grown up and told some tales of the silliness that Nicole and I had gotten up to.




We stopped by the herbalist shop and I introduced my wives to grand-mère in Dutch, and all my wives greeted her in the same language. I saw a sly smile cross her lips for just an instant. The woman had taught me Herb Lore, mathematics, and Dutch, though as a child I thought it was just a secret language between us since she had never named it. Grand-mère had been preparing me to be a mage all along without ever giving anyone a hint. The old woman was still a mystery. One of the few smiles I ever saw on her face came when I introduced my nine children. She then asked which ones I was leaving to take care of her in her old age, then cackled like a mad woman as the children all clung to the nearest parent’s leg.




Before we left, we gifted my foster parents a nice carpet for their personal rooms. I hugged them both, not knowing when or if I would ever see either of them again.




I finally managed to make telepathic contact with Emmelote. At first she thought it was a waking dream, as I hadn’t thought to try it in her presence before we left. When I finally got her to believe it was really me, she asked, “Have you tried to contact me like this before?”




“I have been trying for over a week,” I replied.

“I thought I was going mad, as every night for more than a week I kept feeling like you were in my mind and I kept shutting you out, like doing so would maintain my sanity.”




“I’m sorry I worried you. I just missed you so much and wanted to let you know we’re almost home. Will you be available for a picnic lunch June 5 if I come to the estate to meet you?”




“I can be if you want me to be.”




“I would like very much to see you again then. We have so much to talk about.”




“Indeed we do. Will you contact me again tomorrow evening?”




“Oui, and every evening we’re separated in the future if you’ll allow it.”




“Perhaps,” she replied coyly.




Every evening on the road to Reims, I contacted Adelaïde and Cristigna to update them on our progress and let them know how much I missed them. On our last night spent on the road, I asked them, “Do you think you can leave the shop early tomorrow so you could be at home when we arrive?”




“We wouldn’t have it any other way. Do you think we don’t know how to manage our staff, that we have to stand over them all day?” Cristigna playfully retorted.




“I thought it would be impolite to assume you would want to greet us.”




“Fool man! We love you all and missed you terribly; of course we want to be there,” Adeleide replied.




“We have three full wagons of loot from ships we captured; do you know where we can store it and still have space to lay out the carpets, ceramics, and other items so we can see what we have?”




“Mon dieu. I think the back of the new shop has enough space. I’m sure we can work it out,” Cristigna responded.




“In that case, can you meet us at the south gate so you can guide us to the new shop? I look forward to seeing all that you’ve accomplished,” I told them both.




“Only if we get extra attention tomorrow night,” Adeleide demanded with a mental smirk.




“As if I wouldn’t give you extra after being away for nearly a year. If we ever have to travel so long again, everyone comes with us.”




“Oh, you say the sweetest things,” they responded in unison.




“We should see you around three bells. I love you both.”




Isabel spent the last couple of days during our travels making notes on the poor condition of the road. Twice Denise levitated wagons to get them out of ruts and once to allow a broken wheel to be replaced. The drovers could have handled those situations with levers and fulcrums, but Denise was much faster, so she volunteered to assist so we could get home on time. I healed the horses and oxen each night for similar reasons. It all reminded me of my life before becoming a mage.




Our arrival in Reims was a joyous occasion. In addition to Adeleide and Cristigna, Robin was there with his wife Katherine. Robin told me apologetically that his other two wives, Jacquette and Alips, were dealing with baronial issues and couldn’t get away.




When I got down from the wagon, Adeleide, the more expressive of the Gnome twins, jumped up on me. I caught and kissed her passionately, then reached down to pick up her more reserved sister, holding her on my other hip and kissing her just as passionately. It felt so good to be home.




Rather than tie up all the space in the area around the gate, we split up. The wives who had traveled with me took the wagons with the children and luggage to our home. Robin was kind enough to handle getting Roj to an inn and making arrangements for him to stay there until we could find more permanent accommodation. I had the drovers on the wagons of loot follow Cristigna’s directions to the enchanters’ shop. I rode the whole way with each small woman sitting on one of my thighs and our arms wrapped around each other.




Once we arrived at their shop, they arranged for the young men who handled their shipping and receiving to unload the wagons and organize the rolls of carpets, crates of ceramics, and other goods so that we would be able to open them and spread them out later. When the wagons were empty, I dismissed them with a tip to the drovers for the care they had shown our goods.




With the loot dealt with for now, we took a carriage back to our house, where we found that Jacquette and Alips hadn’t really been taking care of baronial business. They had been preparing a banquet for us as a surprise. Being surrounded by all of my family was the most wonderful feeling.




Having all my wives in the same bed for the first time in nearly a year led to a lust-filled night. It was five bells in the morning when Delia couldn’t take it anymore and fell asleep. Margot and Isabel had given up around half past four bells. Given how late we slept that morning, it was a good thing Gillette was there to see that the children were fed. She was quite grumpy. “You kept me up all night and I wasn’t able to reach a climax on my own. You can’t do that again until I can join you. You don’t understand how frustrating it is to get so excited that my cunt is dripping on the sheets yet I can’t get myself off.”




“I can’t make any promises on that score. Maybe we need to find you somewhere else to sleep for a few weeks,” I replied.




“Only if it’s your bed,” she shot back hotly.




I just smirked. Gillette was proving that she could be a handful; I looked forward to our first time in bed together




We spent the rest of the day getting caught up on the status of the twins enchanting business, the baronies and such. Over lunch we regaled Robin and his wives with tales of our doings while operating as privateers though we left out our contact with Mage Viart and the ships we had provided him. Katherine reported deposits of profits from the first three ships we had captured and turned over to capitaines at Arcachon as well as the two at Brest. When she learned that there were five more her eyes got as wide as saucers. Her spouses were equally shocked.




Denise said, “We need to have a discussion of how to maximize the profitability of our fleet now that we have eleven ships. That’s a discussion for a later time but do put it on your agenda.”




I planned to leave it to my wives as they had a far greater understanding of such business. I would continue to focus on Healing, Herb Lore, and alchemy at the academy and of course all the magic I now had access to.




Then it was Katherine’s turn to shock us, she summarized the prize court report on the sale of the frigate we had delivered to the port admiral in Arcachon. “The prize court said that a new frigate with the same number of guns and roughly the same dimensions would cost the king 385,000 francs. Given the age of the ship and its condition they discounted it by nine percent reducing the value to 350,350 francs then added the value of the supplies for 4,423 francs for a total of 354,773 francs. The prize court sent a draft which I deposited into your family account January 5 this year.




“Mon dieu, that’s at least three times the largest amount I imagined,” I said as I nearly fell out of my chair.”




Marie firmly stated, “There will be no arguments over what some feature of the house we’re building costs. We will put together a list of everything we want and unless it is a personal zoo with fifty animals from Africa it will be done. Am I clear?” She glared at everyone at the table then grinned. “I’m so happy we all understand one another.”





Chapter 22




The next day I managed to get up early enough to dress and grab a quick breakfast before rushing off to my date with Emmelote. I had packed some cheese and wine in a basket the previous evening and stopped at a bakery to purchase some bread before riding out to the estate. I arrived just before noon and left my horse to the stable hands. As I was about to knock on the door she opened it. “I heard your horse as you rode up, it’s so quiet here such sounds are hard not to notice,” Emmelote said with a smile. I gave her my arm and we walked across the road to the meadow near the pond where I had helped her plant herbs before I left to privateer nearly a year ago.




On our walk we spoke of many unimportant things and just enjoyed each other’s company. Over our meal I told her about our return trip since she knew most everything else from the letters I had written her. I especially told her of the massive storm we had conjured to defend against the Spanish warships. In particular, that I had brought all my wives even those not known to have magic into the circle and how their energy had helped make it possible. We got more personal after we finished eating.




“Have you enjoyed your stay in the countryside?” I asked.




“It’s been lovely here, but I have had enough of this slow, quiet life. Even the little town I lived in previously was far livelier. I’m still young enough to appreciate more options for entertainment and meals than watching the moonrise and eating Alipson’s cooking every night. Then there’s the lack of companionship.”




“We can address all of those needs once we understand one another,” I responded.




“I’ve had a lot of time to think, as you might imagine, and though I didn’t send them since no one was sure where you would be from one day to the next I replied to your letters. You can read them if you wish, but you don’t need to; I will summarize them now.




I spent some time with your wives Cristigna and Adeleide while you were gone. They told me how you and your wives treated them after you and Margot were rescued from the kidnappers.




They made it clear that you showed them compassion and respect, which helped them heal emotionally and physically. They said you and your wives went out of your way to get them out of England and continued to take care of them without ever asking for anything. Once they expressed interest in joining your family, they were welcomed with open arms instantly. Adeleide’s description of her first sexual encounter with you was quite detailed and shameless.




I had already been thinking that I was far too harsh when I saw you for the first time in years. The talks with them crystallized my conviction. I realized that the sudden changes and opportunities overwhelmed me and I lashed out. You are the man I believed you to be. I should have agreed to marry you the instant you spoke to me. Can you forgive me?”




“Ma chérie, there is nothing to forgive. I spent years unsure of the right thing to do. I was always drawn to you; I just didn’t know how to do for you what I believed was the right thing. Once I realized I didn’t have to be solely responsible for your happiness and that I could possibly have your love, I decided to visit you. By the time I had fulfilled my other commitments, Isabel had taken it upon herself to bring you here but didn’t tell me, since we got sucked into another assignment. I never meant to leave you again, and I want to make sure I never do unless you want me to.




Emmelote, I love you. You know my family is unconventional, yet you have accepted my interest and even waited for me, so I hope that means you’re interested in joining as a wife.




I don’t know if my last letter reached you, so I want to be upfront with you. I am marrying a young woman that I have known for several years in a few weeks, when she comes of age. I have not violated her in any way, as I firmly believe in a woman’s consent. That’s even more important when that woman is underage, several years younger than the man, and effectively in his control, since she is both an orphan and our employee. She has been our au pair, and I believe you met her briefly when you met my other wives.”




“Oui, I received that letter last week. I’m not surprised that you’re taking another wife, your wives made clear that you were likely to take more. I don’t fully understand the dynamic; I just accept that it is who you are and feel that if it works for so many intelligent, talented women, then it will likely work for me.




I have waited because I longed to hear you ask me to marry you. The answer is oui. I want to marry into your family. I am willing to take the chance that we will continue to love each other and that the others will welcome me and understand that I must be open to welcome others.”




“Obviously they all know where I am today and who I was meeting. I didn’t know how this day would turn out, and I didn’t expect to be asking you to marry me, or I’d have prepared something special for you.”




“What need have I for such things? If jewelry is the mark of love, then many women who are cheated on would instead be well loved for all the jewelry they wear. Non, I know that you are genuine. I want to love and be loved. You make me feel loved, and I know that I love you, so nothing else matters.




With so many wives, does it even matter whether or not we actually have a wedding? I have no family to celebrate with me. I know that you have only your cousin Nicole and your wives. Just take me home with you today; I don’t want to be alone any longer.”




I nearly wept as I said, “You have given me what I have wished for after all these years.”




I tasted the wine we had drunk on her lips and tongue as we kissed for the first time. When we came up for air, Emmelote giggled. “That was better than I ever imagined. I look forward to more later, but this meadow is far too lumpy to be comfortable doing what I really want to do.”




I smirked. “Should we return to the house and make use of the bed?”




“Non, I’m already packed. We just need a wagon or an extra horse, I don’t have that much luggage.”




“You don’t know how happy I am right now. I’ve felt an emptiness for years that I didn’t know how to fill. I can’t wait to take you home.




Before we go, there are a few things I feel it only right you should know before we take the final step. I believe in not just consent but informed consent.




You know that I was orphaned at a young age and the chef de village who owned the inn there took me in. It is his daughter Nicole that I refer to as my cousin, though we share no such blood ties. She and I were lovers for over a year before she married and moved to Reims with her husband. During that time I earned extra money pleasuring women who passed through the inn. When I was enrolled at the academy I had little money, so I continued to provide such services to some of the same women and to some others as well. One of those services was assisting women in conceiving a child.”




“Mon dieu, how many children do you have?”




“Let me finish and your question will be answered. I fathered one child with a woman a couple of years older than me whose husband threatened to divorce her if she didn’t bear a child for him. The fool didn’t recognize that it was his own drunkenness and ill health preventing her pregnancy. I spent many nights with her and she did get pregnant, bearing one child. She enjoyed my attentions enough that she continued to see me and contracted with me to get her pregnant a second time; this time she bore fraternal twins.




About the time they were born, her husband was found to have been part of a major crime ring that my wives and I uncovered. We took our evidence to the then Duke of Reims, who arrested him and many others also implicated in the crime ring. That woman and I had already fallen in love even before I married my other wives, and she is the cousin of one of my wives. We all agreed that if she was willing, she could join our family; that is how Collette and her three children became part of our family. Officially the youngest two children were born after we married, so I only had to adopt the first child.




While I was seeing Collette I was also contracted by another woman whom I had been pleasuring since the village. She and her maid both wanted children by me, and they too had fraternal twins. So in addition to the nine acknowledged as my children, there are four more I have some responsibility for, though if all goes well for them they never need to know that I am more than a dear friend of their parents.”




“You have many sides, don’t you? I don’t know what to say. I suppose none of that matters to our relationship. Thank you for confiding in me before we consummate our marriage.”




“This is no less personal and something to be aware of, so I will tell you a few things so that you know what kind of man I truly am.




On my first date with Denise, while I was away getting drinks, she was accosted by the young man who had raped her years earlier. He berated and humiliated her in front of the other guests, none of whom made any attempt to stop him. When I returned and realized what was going on, I threw my drink at him and comforted Denise. The young man challenged me to a duel, and he ended up with a broken nose. Later he arranged an attack on me and my friends while we were on a picnic. One of my friends nearly died as her brother and I defended the others. I killed all but one of the attackers, whom the brother killed; then I healed her. I later tracked the young man while he went carousing with friends, and when he was alone I ended him and disposed of the evidence.




You know that the kingdom recognizes mages as enforcers of the king’s law, I imagine. I have from time to time enforced his laws against rape, slavery, and piracy. All three of those crimes are punishable by death, and I and some of my wives have carried out that sentence. Every one of those men and even one woman was caught in the act. In accordance with the king’s law, they were executed without trial. I have personally executed hundreds of such men, though I have not bothered to count them.




Last of all and this is not to be repeated to anyone; six of my wives and I are part of a small military branch known as Special Operations. Our unit is the seven of us. We spent many months in England on an assignment a few years ago. Some of what we did over the last several months also involved work for the Special Operations branch. I bring this up so that you know that from time to time we may have to go on assignments for short or long periods of time and be unable to provide you much detail about what we will be doing. Sometimes you may be welcome to come, and others you might not, based on the action we expect to take and the level of danger you might be subjected to.”




“Again, thank you for making me aware. You’ve always been so gentle with me, so I had no idea you could be so violent. I suppose I should have guessed, given what happened to your unit while on patrol that summer. It doesn’t change my mind. I know in my heart that you are the gentle man that I studied with that summer, and if I needed reassurance there are nine no, ten other women to vouch for you.”




“Ha! You have no idea how vicious some of those women are. Sweet little Marie being the first among them,” I chuckled. “Tiny Isabel finds my ruthlessness a turn-on.”




She laughed. “That’s so hard to imagine. They are so dainty.”




“Several men have made the mistake of believing that just before one of those women ended them.”




Once the serious topics were addressed, we walked back to the house and loaded a horse with her luggage. I informed our caretakers that Emmelote was coming back to Reims with me, so they should clean and close up the house for now.




We took our time on the way back to Reims. I told her, “The young woman I told you about is named Gillette. She has been anxious to join the family for some time, but until we spent so much time together while out of the country I had not recognized her interest. I believed she saw me as too old, so I didn’t pursue my own feelings. I’m still working on being who I really am.”




Emmelote responded, “I’m still coming to terms with being in love with a man who has so many lovers—or I should say wives. I think we’re all creatures of the society in which we live, not quite victims but definitely molded by the expectations of those around us. It doesn’t matter whether those expectations are good or bad, we simply can’t avoid them as we’re growing up. And unless we find a cause to actively push against those expectations, we become what everyone else becomes. I now have reason to push back; it is because I can have the love that I’ve yearned for.”




“I understand. I too worked to meet the expectations of others until I found that I loved certain women whom I could not have until I broke away from those expectations. Once I did that, I found that I can love whom I wish and that they seem to want the love we have in our family.




I don’t know if you’ve ever thought about intimacy with another woman. Some of my wives had, and others had not, but since joining the family they’ve all found joy and fulfillment in intimacy with one another as well as with me.




We make love as a family; all participate with me and with each other, though it isn’t required. I hope that you will feel comfortable with them expressing their love for you physically and that you can do the same in return, because we’ve found that in doing so our love grows stronger.




It doesn’t hurt that the sex is even better when we’re all involved together.”




“I am both anxious about that very thing and, at the same time. I have given up on worrying about expectations, so I am open to ‘safely experimenting,’ as my alchemy instructor once taught me,” she said with a twinkle in her eye.




“I think tonight is going to be a lot of fun. I will warn you, though: Gillette is likely to be cranky in the morning. She has become very sensitive to the magic that goes on when we’re making love and it keeps her up at night even though she sleeps in a room on the first floor across the house from our bedroom.




We sometimes invite my brother-in-law, who is Margot’s brother, and his three wives to join us in the room in the other bed we keep there for them. The sexual energy during those occasions rises to heights that make poor Gillette extremely frustrated.”




“Mon dieu, you really are pushing boundaries nearly a dozen wives, naughty acts, and voyeurism. You don’t swap wives with him, do you?” she asked with a smirk.




“Non, the voyeurism is enough. Two of his wives are cousins of two of mine. In fact, one of his is the sister of another of mine. You know that Adeleide and Cristigna are twins, but are you aware that my wives Marie and Collette are cousins?”




“Non, but all things considered, I am not surprised,” she responded.




“We have much to explore. I think your experience tonight will be very revealing to you about how freeing it is to explore your sexual desires and imagination. You should speak freely about what you like and don’t like, about what feels good to you and what does not.




Let me know when you want me to adjust what I’m doing if you think you’ll enjoy it better another way. I have found that achieving mutual enjoyment is only possible by adjusting to the feedback of your partner.”




“I’m having thoughts that I think most would consider dirty, yet I’m aroused by them.”




“Good then you understand at least part of what I’m talking about. We have experimented with various positions and acts, some have become part of our repertoire, and some have fallen by the wayside. You are free to ask for anything; I will happily explore with you whatever you wish.




When we arrive at the house and have greeted everyone, I hope you will allow me to take you upstairs where we can bathe together then just the two of us spend time in our bed. When you’re ready, the others will join us and shower you with their love as well.”




“Stop, you’re making my panties wet,” she giggled.




“There’s no one on the road, we could take them off and I could pleasure you right now. Some of my wives quite enjoy such public acts. Isabel is quite the exhibitionist. Many enjoyed it on the beach in Monaco.”




“Mon dieu, are you joking or I have agreed to marry a pervert?” she laughed.




“Think of me as a pervert if you wish, I’m not offended.”




“So, you really made love to what, seven women on the beach?”




“Oui, and I’m quite certain it would have been eight if Gillette were two months older. She watched most of the time I believe.”




“They must all be very comfortable with their bodies. Of course, given how beautiful they all are, I suppose that is to be expected. Still, I have trouble imagining it but at the same time want to be part of it. As you can imagine I am not comfortable with my body and the fact that they are so pretty is one of the things that makes me anxious.”




“You are a beauty, but your real beauty is in your heart as is theirs. I’ve been attracted to you since we first spoke more than a few words and I have seen your scars; they don’t affect what I feel for you at all.




We learned that I am a sex mage, an affinity that as far as we can tell was not recognized by France or any other kingdom in Europe for over a thousand years. It is likely the main reason I have so many wives and that they are happy with our relationship. Even before I knew what I was we realized that I was affecting my wives in various ways that we were unable to account for; such as sudden increases in their magical capacity, steady increases in their running speed and stamina among them. We have reason to believe that their bust sizes have increased and that there have been other appearance-related changes.




We began charting various characteristics, trying to understand how much they were affected and by what behavior on my part, but there have been two problems: four of them were pregnant before we thought to begin taking measurements, and we didn’t start measuring before having sex too many times to get a clear baseline. Gillette is different. For the first time, we have measurements before being intimate. I’m not going to bother you with them today, but I would appreciate it if you would allow us to take those measurements very soon so that the initial data is not compromised.”




“I don’t see a problem, but I’m curious what measurements are you making?”




“Height, weight, bust, waist, hips, thighs, time to run a set distance, and other physical fitness measures. For those with magical affinities, we measure their spells on standard scales used for the purpose.”




“I’m willing to help with that. I have no magic, so I’ll be quick.”




“I suspect you’re mistaken. Even the two of my wives that still aren’t classed as mages, I believe, have magical talents. Margot in particular has a talent that the ancient Romans called Polyglot. She learns languages with astounding speed. Collette, I think, has a variant of it that allows her to learn music very quickly and play the song flawlessly. I believe that their latent talent is what initially attracted me to them and them to me.”




During the hours of travel, I told Emmelote more detail of our adventures in England and as privateers. I explained the ire of the Mage Council that brought about our banishment and how I had stuck my thumb in their eye by publishing the “Lost Magic” books.




She laughed at that, saying, “You really can’t help yourself, can you? Do you always expect to get in the last word in an argument?”




“Non, I rarely argue with anyone that matters, and since nearly all who matter are my wives, I meekly acknowledge their superior wisdom and shut my mouth,” I said with a smirk.




“As well you should,” she laughed again.




“Seriously though, I rarely make unilateral decisions with my wives, and even then it is almost certain to be an emergency—such that any decision is better than no decision. The other situation is when we are on a Special Operations assignment. I am the acknowledged leader of our group, but even then I usually confer with my wives to develop consensus on how to proceed.”




“I never doubted you, given how you worked with me that summer. Even the old man was bossier than you. You treated me as an equal just lacking in knowledge, not lacking in good sense. It is one of the many things I appreciated about you and didn’t find in the other men I met after you.”





Chapter 23




When I opened the door to bring Emmelote into the house, the first person we saw was Isabel in a robe that, in any other home, would be considered scandalously short. “Ooo, you brought her home to stay. We’re going to have so much fun tonight!”




Several of my other wives arrived shortly after, though from the delightful aroma, I knew Margot was cooking, which explained her failure to appear. I kissed them all and announced, “Emmelote has agreed to join the family today. We brought her luggage because she’s going to stay with us from now on.”




All those present took turns kissing her, some a little more zealously than others. Isabel gave her plenty of tongue, as did Delia. I brought her to greet Margot in the kitchen, then Collette, Marie, and Gillette, who were watching over the children. Gillette was surprisingly exuberant. I had expected some initial friction due to them both joining the family at about the same time.




Gillette announced, “We received an invitation to a big ball the evening of the summer solstice. Now I get to go dress shopping with another woman who needs a dress.”




“I look forward to it,” Emmelote replied.




As I checked in with everyone, I showed Emmelote around the house, then upstairs. When we reached the top, I told her, “The house rule is downstairs everyone wears at least a robe so that if a guest is shown in without warning we don’t shock them. Upstairs, clothing is optional, which for most of us and Robin’s family as well means nude. Their bedroom is at the far end of the hall. This is our bedroom.”




“You were serious about having an extra bed in here.”




“I didn’t exaggerate anything I told you today. Now let me take care of you.”




I helped her undress and admired her toned body and curves but withheld my hands, as I too needed to undress. Then I took her to the shower, soaped up a sponge, and gently washed her, kissing her freshly washed skin as I went. I was provocative and teasing with where I put my hands and what I did with them.




Emmelote then turned and washed me, giving particular attention to my cock. We dried off with towels, mostly because that’s what we were accustomed to, but when it came time to dry her hair, I used the water magic I had acquired from Eva to draw the water out, leaving it just damp enough to comb out the tangles. When she was done, I drew out the last of the water.




I told her, “Go lie face down on the bed and I’ll give you a massage.”




I worked her muscles as I had done so many times in the past with all my lovers and wives while sending my Healing magic through her body, addressing any issues that I found. I took care of a little damage to the cartilage in one knee and a strained wrist. I sensed her scars but still hadn’t found a way to heal them.




Once she was as relaxed as I could make her, I began a more amorous use of my hands and started kissing her again. I began kissing behind her ear, then down her neck and over to her spine. I worked my way down her spine to one leg and up the other. As my kisses worked their way back up her spine, I slipped a hand between her legs and began rubbing her perineum, then slipping between her labia, which were already getting wet and sticky. Inserting a finger deeper, I swiped up and down the crevice, working my way toward her clitoris. Her soft moans told me she was enjoying my exploration as much as I was.




She rolled onto her back as I requested, and I straddled one of her legs so that I could use my tongue to further stimulate her clitoris while stroking my finger in and out of her vagina. Her little shudders and changes in breathing told me she was enjoying my attention. I reached up with my other hand and massaged a breast, especially the nipple, which hardened nearly as soon as I touched it.




Emmelote ran her fingers through my hair and sometimes moved my head to change the angle. After several minutes, she breathily said, “Don’t stop, don’t ever stop,” just before she climaxed for the first time that evening. I continued my ministrations, mixing up what I did until she climaxed again. Her labia were soaking wet at that point, so I moved fully between her legs and folded them, putting her feet on my chest and her pelvis at the perfect angle for me to insert my fully erect penis between those wet lips to lubricate it before slipping into the opening of her vagina. I warned her she might feel a sharp pinch and did my best to reduce any pain.




I stroked in and out of her gently and not too deep. As time went by, her body opened itself to me, and I went deeper, pulsing my sex magic all the while. I always enjoyed this position since it allowed me to go deep and have full control of my strokes. Her little moans signaled that she was enjoying my actions, and soon I was ready to burst, but I slowed down and held on, waiting for her to approach her climax.




Finally, I sensed she was on the edge, and I sped up the pace, going deep with each stroke. My hips smacked her derrière, and a wet squish sounded as our bodies came together. When I couldn’t hold back anymore, I drove in hard and fast, letting loose rope after rope of semen, filling her. She climaxed seconds later, by the sound of it. “Oh oui, oh oui!” she yelled. I moved her legs on either side of me and flat on the bed, then lay down on top of her. Our kisses were soft and sweet. “I never imagined how good that could feel,” she said.




“You, ma chérie, experienced something very few women in all of France and perhaps all of Europe have. I used my Sex Magic as I always do when I make love. Only my wives and a handful of former clients have experienced it.”




“Now I know why your or should I say our wives stay with you. I could feel the warmth of your love even through the lust of the act itself. My entire body tingled with pleasure and I want to feel it again.”




“You will feel it again numerous times tonight and on into the future. We have only just begun to explore the sensations you will feel now that you’re member of our family.”




After rearing back on my knees some I took one of her nipples in my mouth and sucked on it pulling some of her breast into my mouth. I lashed her nipple with my tongue as Emmelote put her arms around my neck.




When she wrapped her legs around my waist I knew she was ready for me so I leaned back and inserted my once again erect cock into her wet folds. Over the next hour she climaxed three more times and I healed her once so we could continue.




“I want to do something naughty, will you take me in my anus?”




“Oui but usually we prepare in advance with toy to loosen the opening. I have some oil here I can put on a finger and get you started with that.”




I gently worked my finger into her anus as she lay face down on the bed with her legs on the floor. Her breathing changed into sharp gasps as I moved deeper. When I thought she was ready I lubricated my penis and inserted just the tip. Then I stroked in and out going deeper a little at a time always pulsing my sex magic. She had a hand in her slit fingering her clitoris.




“Mon dieu I can feel you with my fingers. Oh don’t stop, that’s sooo good.”




It was a good thing she soon climaxed because as soon as she did I let myself do the same. My balls just kept pumping out semen and soon it was dripping down her leg.

After we cleaned up I asked, “Shall we do more just the two of us or should we call the others in?”




“I’m in the mood to continue being dirty, let’s bring them in now.”




“We do some things together that are even more intense than what you’ve already experienced.”




“Mon dieu, I can’t imagine more intense.”




“You will very soon,” I said with a smirk.




I put in a robe and walked down stairs to let the others know we were ready for them.




“It’s about time, I was about to ask Margot if she wanted to get on the sofa with me,” Isabel declared.




As we entered the bedroom, we all disrobed, which in most cases was just loosening a belt and dropping the robe off shoulders. All nine other wives climbed into the bed and took turns kissing Emmelote, fondling her breasts, stroking her hair, and otherwise touching her intimately. Isabel, ever the forward one got between her legs and started licking her labia after spreading them with her fingers. In no time Emmelote was climaxing again. Delia moved between Emmelote’s legs and used her long tongue to best effect triggering yet another orgasm soon after.




Collette asked, “Is everyone ready to start four ways?”




A chorus of “Oui,” was the response.




This time I lay on my back and Collette mounted me, the girls encouraged Emmelote to sit on my face then Adeleide took position over one hand and her sister over the other. I ate out Emmelote lapping up the juices generated by the last couple of climaxes while fingering the twin’s clitorises as Collette lifted and dropped herself over my hips. The four women shared kisses and fondled each other while I pulsed sex magic into all of them and Adeleide shared our feelings and thoughts through her telepathy. When we all climaxed together I thought Emmelote was going to pass out as she suddenly leaned down and had to be supported by Collette.




“That was overwhelming but amazing. I can’t wait to do it again,” she giggled.




After a few minutes for me to recover the girls rotated positions with Collette switching out with Isabel then we started again. We spent nearly two hours doing that so that all my wives had a chance to ride my cock.




It was getting late and we were all hungry so we put robes back on and went down for dinner. Gillette had already fed the children and remarked in a huff, “I’ll be sleeping on the back porch tonight otherwise I can tell I won’t get any sleep at all. I’m already wet.”




“Just a little over two weeks I responded.” I did my best not to snicker until she left the room.




As predicted we were up most of the night. Emmelote fit right in enjoying the attentions of each of my wives and returning their affection. Unsurprisingly Delia wanted to be taken from behind against the wall and Isabel while leaning on the window sill.




I woke with Emmelote and Adeleide cuddled up on either side of me. I felt that all was right with the world.




We spent the day with Robin and his wives at the enchanting shop unrolling carpets, opening crates of ceramics, and admiring silk fabric among other loot. After selecting several carpets and beautiful ceramic bowls, platters, and such for our future home we put aside a few for gifts to my dearest friend Nicole, some of our favorite instructors from the academy, the parents of my wives, my friends Loyse and Ysebeau, Archduke Morise, and a few others we regularly did business with.





Chapter 24




The next day, while Adéleide and Cristigna spent time with the children, my other wives took the silk to their favorite seamstress shop. After negotiating the sale of a sizable fraction of it there, they ordered dresses for Gillette and Emmelote appropriate for the upcoming summer solstice ball. While they were doing that, I visited the academy. I thought it appropriate to inform Mage Le Borgne, the academy chancelier, that we had returned. More important in my mind was visiting Jehanne Morise, the Archduke’s daughter. I arrived well before breakfast and waited outside the women’s dorm until she came out with a couple of her classmates. We locked eyes and smiled at each other. Jehanne blushed and excused herself from the other girls, who, upon recognizing me, gave her knowing looks.




I greeted her with cheer, and once we walked far enough to create a little distance, I spun up a little wind magic to give us privacy and got straight to the point. “I had intended to court you this school year but was sent away by the king before you returned. If you have not already committed to another, I would ask to begin courting you.”




Her face flushed further before she responded, “I would enjoy that. I’m not sure how my father will feel about it, but he told me to follow my heart, so oui, you may court me.”




I smiled like a madman. “Are you available for dinner this evening?”




“I am indeed.”




“Should I meet you at the dorm or the academy front gate?” I asked.




“I think in front of the dorm since I want to ensure that a number of women see who I’m having dinner with.”




“I can make it an event that draws attention if you’d like.”




“That would be entertaining, There are several catty bitches that need to be put in their place and a few useless young men as well.”




“Consider it done. The show will be visible and heard all across the academy grounds.”




“That will be delightful.”




“At seven bells, then?”




“Marvelous.”




Having taken care of what I considered the most important business of the day, I paid a visit to Mage Le Borgne. As was often the case, I had a long wait. An hour later, when I was ushered into his office, I heard, “To what do I owe the pleasure of the company of the favorite privateer in all of France?”




“I am the only privateer in all of France, so that’s not saying much.”




“Oh, you haven’t heard the stories of your daring do in the taverns, apparently. As of last night, a new ditty was being sung about the storm masters wrecking Spanish ships south of Brest and hundreds of Spanish sailors washing ashore there.”




“I’ll admit that the last one might have some bit of truth to it,” I said sheepishly.




“If you and your wives performed such a working at your age and level of experience, that’s quite an achievement. I am only aware of fewer than a handful of mages still alive who managed such a thing, and they did it in their forties or later.”




“Marie, Eva, and I spent several months developing the technique and using it on a smaller scale. South of Brest, eight Spanish warships attempted to intercept the little flotilla of six merchant ships we were with, so we added in the rest of my wives to help power the working and our escape. The storm took on a life of its own and was headed north and a little west the next morning.”




“That is truly impressive. For a number of reasons that I think you can imagine, I advise you to downplay it as the fantasy of a bored sailor.”




“I had no intention of claiming credit, but thank you for the recommendation. On another topic, hypothetically, if I were to come across a young person who clearly had magical talent, would there be any consequences for that person or me for not enrolling in the academy?”




“This hypothetical young person definitely has demonstrable magical talent? And since you are known to, shall we say, consort with foreigners, is this hypothetical person French?”




“As to talent: hypothetically, Healing, Magic Sense, and possibly something else. Oui, they would be French.”




“Then they should either enroll when they come of age or leave the country before they do. The consequences of not enrolling when it is clear they have even minor talent are something you and they would not wish to suffer.”




“Merci, I appreciate you engaging in this hypothetical conversation. I originally came to visit to let you know I have returned and, assuming nothing else has changed, I will be available next school year.”




“I am certain Mage Dorget will be thrilled to have you back, as will Mage Lesnier. You should check in with Capitaine Paru within the next few days as well.”




“I also have a gift for you from our little adventure and want to know where to deliver something eight feet long and two feet in diameter.”




“That’s intriguing. I’ll give you my home address before you leave.”




“How was my parting gift to the library received?”




“Those books have been the most checked-out materials all year, according to the head librarian. There have been several duels among the young men over the book on Sex Magic. During the first few months, the librarians had put a limit on the number of days it could be checked out until a summary was posted,” he responded.




“Hahaha! I hadn’t anticipated that at all.”




“Over the last year, many of the academy instructors reviewed the materials, and beginning in the fall, we will be offering Enchanting as a new three-year curriculum. Your wife Cristigna has been kind enough to perform a few guest lectures and offered the shop for field trips. Many of the young women graduating in a couple of weeks have already applied to work at her shop.




Interestingly, a few of the wealthier young men were not as happy, since their pool of potential wives shrunk now that the young women have less concern about their financial well-being after marriage and children. On the other hand, the less well-off young men were thrilled to have the pool of women who are open to their interest expanded. I’ve enjoyed watching the dynamic change. Even when you’re not here, you cause social upheaval.”




“To be fair, it started before I left, but the consequences weren’t felt immediately.”




“You should also know that the Mage Council is tearing itself apart. Most of the leadership we’ll call them the old guard want your head. The bulk of the council members, who happen to be younger and less politically powerful, were overjoyed when they heard about the books you had published and delivered to booksellers far and wide. There is a movement to have you inducted to the Mage Council; it won’t happen anytime soon, since you’re too young, though your political power is significant, especially when combined with your wives.




The distribution of your wives’ enchanted goods across the kingdom is part of your appeal, as well as why the old guard is out for blood. You and your family have set off a revolution in magic, the proportions of which haven’t been seen in the lifetime of any living mage. Remember that mages who survive wars and especially you healing mages tend to live a very long time, so understand just how large an impact I’m talking about.




In addition, as I’m sure you guessed, the elders of the Mage Council were withholding release until their favored people, mostly family members, had time to study and perfect 

their skills mostly in Enchanting. The wide release of the books, combined with the even earlier distribution of high-quality products in quantity, set them on the back foot. The fact that the books you had printed were released before the elders had even ordered copies to be printed made the elders on the council look very bad, since they had not officially told the entirety of the council that the “Lost Magic” books had been found, let alone translated.




You and your wives are now the ones associated with the discovery, regardless of the fact that the Mage Council sent you on the mission.”




“I expected to rattle a few cages and set some changes in motion, even significant changes, but not at the level you’re suggesting. The council made their bed when they had me called before the king; now they have to sleep in it. Too bad they pissed in it first.”




The chancelier laughed and laughed. “I’ll be sure to never cross you. Even with all my experience, if I survived I’d probably be missing important parts.”




“Merci beaucoup. I appreciate the time you made for me today.”




“Merci. I look forward to your delivery,” he said while handing me a note with his home address.




We shook hands and I went in search of Capitaine Paru, my Special Operations instructor and commanding officer. As expected, he was in his usual classroom, so I waited in the hall until the class was over. As the last student left, I stepped in and greeted him.




“Well, if it isn’t the bane of the Spanish fleet come to my doorstep,” he said with a grin.




“I’m not sure what tales are being told, since we spent quite a bit of our time undercover as Dutch merchants.”




“Oh, just a few anecdotes from your time in Arcachon, such as delivering a frigate captured by a handful of mages on a carrack and eliminating piracy in the Bay of Biscay until last night. I heard the men in the barracks singing a new little ditty about the storm masters they apparently picked up at a tavern earlier in the evening.”




“Well, at least the core of those tales has the benefit of being true,” I responded sheepishly.




He laughed, then replied, “Don’t admit that in public.”




“Oui, Mage Le Borgne warned me as well.”




I handed the capitaine our after-action reports from our time as a privateer. They didn’t include everything that happened just the ones that needed to be accounted for, such as capturing the frigate and the pirate ships in both the Bay of Biscay and the Mediterranean that had been turned over to Mage Viart.




“Take off the next few weeks. I’ll consider you officially back on duty after the solstice.”




“Merci. I know that you live in the officers’ quarters on base. Would you have space for an eight-foot-by-eight-foot carpet from around the Ottoman Empire that fell into our hands on our most recent adventure?”




“Oui, that would be lovely. If I show it to her, the woman I am courting might see me as a cultured man instead of some brute.”




“I’ll make sure not to bring the one with the nude maidens, then,” I said and laughed.




He grinned, then we shook hands. I left as his students for the next class began to arrive.

Having taken care of my business at the academy, I visited the printer that I had left my book order with. He reported, “All your books eventually sold out. Only the Magic Sense book went into a second printing and will likely sell out again. Since demand tapered off, I didn’t see the sense in a second printing of the rest.”




“That’s fine. I wasn’t sure just what would happen that’s why I left it to your discretion. I appreciate your diligence.”




“I wasn’t sure when you would return, so I don’t have a full accounting available for you at the moment, but I can tell you that you earned over four thousand francs.”




“Wonderful. When would it be convenient to come by for a bank draft?”




“I’ll have it ready for you in the morning.”




I had lunch at a café, then stopped at the stationer’s shop to send a message to Archduke Morise letting him know we had returned to Reims and requesting an appointment. With all that done, I enjoyed the solitary walk back to our house a few miles away. 




Such an opportunity hadn’t presented itself in over a year, and I relished it.




My wives returned shortly after I did, and after summarizing my conversation with the chancelier and Capitaine Paru, we reviewed what was left to be done.




“Before we move on to other business, Mage Le Borgne confirmed that Gillette either must enroll at the academy or leave the country before she is eligible, or we will all face severe consequences. Given that, I think we can all agree she must be educated as well as any of the other students who will enroll. She has just over two years to achieve parity.




I will of course provide training in Healing. Should we acquire tutors, or take the other subjects upon ourselves?”




“I will happily teach you Herb Lore at least well enough to test out of first year and probably second year if you apply yourself,” Isabel noted.




“I’ll help Isabel on that if you’ll have me,” Emmelote added.




“Etiquette training is a must since you are both family and a future mage. You’ve picked up a lot, but you must be ready for the balls. I’ll handle that,” Denise volunteered.




“As with etiquette, you’ve already picked up proper pronunciation of most words, but you still have a hint of your origins. To avoid unpleasantness directed at you by those who believe themselves special, I’m willing to work with you on your diction just as I did for Jacques,” Marie offered.




By the time my wives were done, Gillette had a full course load that would put her on at least equal footing with most other first-year academy students and likely enable her to test out of some subjects if she put her mind to it. I was pleased to see that she was excited that my wives thought enough of her to make time for her education.




We agreed on inviting Nicole and her family, Loyse’s and Ysebeau’s families, as well as Denise’s parents over for dinner and offering them each a third of the remaining loot to be sold for us on consignment through their various trade networks. Margot had already invited her mother to dinner for that evening.




Denise planned to contact the real estate agent she had worked with in the past to begin looking for a location for our future home. We needed to find an architect to design the house, though we started sketching out some general ideas and listing requirements. I wanted to finally build a giant bath like the one at Eva’s parents’ house that could hold upwards of twenty people. We all agreed that the children should live in a separate wing of the house to avoid being affected by my sex magic once they reached puberty. We made sure to list large showers to accommodate many at once and plenty of toilets given the number of people in the house. The children’s wing would have to be big enough to accommodate at least twice as many as we had now. I wanted a library for our magical texts.




Isabel, Emmelote, and I wanted a separate alchemy workshop for experiments in the yard. We wanted a room appropriate for entertaining large groups of people and space for Collette’s piano. Robin and his wives liked the idea of continuing to live with us, so we made sure to have space for them and their potential future children. We decided that we should have defined office space for baronial business with a separate entrance. There were many aspects to think about.




I was instructed to see my tailor, Estienne, for a new suit and the cobbler to get new boots before the ball. I didn’t see what was wrong with my existing clothes that hadn’t been worn in a year, but I acquiesced. No man in his right mind wants to argue with nearly a dozen women at once especially if he expects to sleep with them.





Chapter 25




That evening I made sure to arrive at the academy in time to knock on the door to the women’s dorm a few minutes before seven bells. The young woman who answered the door appeared to be a first-year, so there was good reason not to recognize me since I hadn’t been at the academy by the time she enrolled. When I announced my name and titles, her eyes opened wide and she stammered, “How m-m-may I a-a-assist you, Baron?”




“I’m here to pick up my date, second-year student Jehanne Morise.”




“The Archduke’s daughter?”




“Indeed.”




“Please wait right there. I’ll go get her.”




The poor girl didn’t even close the door when she ran to the stairs. A couple of minutes later, Jehanne came down the stairs looking as lovely as I’d ever seen her. She was a striking young woman with an hourglass figure, wavy dark brown almost black hair, and lovely brown eyes. She was tall for a woman, though not as tall as Delia and Eva.




Since Jehanne wanted to make a scene to send a message, I triggered the spell I’d been holding, which sent ten flashbangs into the air in front of the dorm, timed to explode in sequence a half-second apart. It looked like fireworks. The smile she gave me was nearly as bright.




“Baron, it is so nice to see you. I appreciate the lovely display in lieu of flowers; there is so little room in our dorms for such things.”




“The display is only a small measure of how I feel whenever I see you,” I responded.




She took my arm, and we made our way to the gate where she checked out with the guard on duty. Then we got in the carriage I had paid to wait while I went to get her.




“Thank you for playing along. I hadn’t expected such a display, so it all went better than I had hoped for.”




“I do my best to respond to a woman’s requests whenever possible. I hope to under-promise and over-deliver.”




Jehanne laughed. “You certainly did that. Now, where are you taking me?”




“Since this is a first date, I thought somewhere far enough from the academy that you might not have been there with one of your other suitors. Le Condorcet at 231 Rue Clovis—do you know it?”




“Non. I thought you might take me to Decadence or perhaps Damona,” she said with a smirk.




“Well, that seemed a little forward for a first date, and more importantly, I value my head. I’m confident that even as discreet as they are, your father would learn I had taken you there, and I don’t wish to suffer that much of his wrath. I think I’m taking a big enough risk as it is.”




She laughed again. “You’re probably right, and as much as I sometimes enjoy seeing his face all red and his eyes bulge at my siblings’ antics, I prefer those emotions not be aimed at me. I appreciate your good sense, as I do so many things about you.”




“I thought I was the one who was supposed to flatter the intelligent, graceful woman at my side not that flattering me isn’t appreciated, mind you.”




“Well, you are, and you just did, so I think we’re even.”




“What have you specialized in other than your metal magic? And what tricks have you picked up using that affinity?”




“Don’t be hurt, but I haven’t continued to study Herb Lore. It just isn’t interesting to me, and I found my metal affinity didn’t combine well with it. I continued mathematics, so I’ll take calculus next year. I continued with music and playing violin. I really like Military Tactics and have high scores. As to tricks with metal magic, mostly shaping ingots on the fly. I can make a very sharp sword nearly instantaneously if I have an ingot in hand. I’m working on control at range.”




“Oui, that’s the tough part and the part that is the mark of a powerful mage.”




“When I returned from summer service last year, I heard the king was most displeased with you and banished you for ten months over those enchantments sold to the army and given to my papa.




Thank you for the lovely charm, by the way. I wear it all the time. My papa says the king wasn’t as upset as he seemed and had made a production of punishing you to appease the Mage Council. Then you started another commotion when you weren’t even here with the books you sold all over the kingdom. After that, we learned that your wives were selling all kinds of enchanted items in nearly every corner of the kingdom. What were you thinking?”




“I decided that if I had been punished, I should do what I had been punished for.”




She laughed. “Well, you certainly annoyed the Mage Council from what papa told me. When they appealed to him to shut down your wives’ shop, he denied them cold—no negotiation.”




“We had foreseen something like that, which is why we visited your father and showed him the items we were making and planning to sell, then gave him the charms for you and your mother as well as less feminine versions for him and your brothers. We explained the economic value of the business to the city and, of course, the taxes that all that activity would generate. Your father understood the value of our enterprise on several levels.”




“Papa says you are a walking social upheaval.”




“Mage Le Borgne has said something similar. I hope your father takes it with as much humor as the chancelier.




What are your plans upon graduation?”




She looked me squarely in the eye and said, “I plan to be pregnant by then, I have no intention of putting up with the horrible assignments given to women mages unless I can negotiate something else. After my papa’s flat refusal to intervene against you and your wives, I’ve no doubt that the Mage Council will retaliate by making my assignment even more odious than normal.”




“I’m sorry you are burdened with the consequences of all of this. The Mage Council is out of control and not looking out for the best interests of the people. They are focused on their own political power and profits.”




“Well, I’ve heard whispers that there might be a way to avoid the worst of both. There is rumor that a certain very special group is operating out of Reims. They are either all or nearly all mages and have been on both short and long assignments that are never what they seem. It is said that members of that group get credit for time served by being available for these missions, so they need not pump out babies to avoid the misery inflicted on others. Would you happen to know anything about such a group?”




“Hypothetically, if such a group existed, it would be highly secret, so members of that group would be unable to even discuss its very existence. I can imagine that these whisperers might have stumbled upon accurate information, but I’m not in a position to comment on it.




I can say that such an uncommon affinity as metal magic would likely have significant value to such a group, particularly if your range and control are developed. You would do well to focus on practicing that during your free time above all else, unless you have another affinity you’ve not mentioned.”




“Non, I’m a one-trick pony, unfortunately. Unlike a certain healer and fire mage who also seems to fit the description of a sex mage, if the translations in the library are to be believed.”




“I have it on good authority that the translations in all the books recently published are highly accurate and that the magic described in all those books has been validated in use by mages with those talents. In fact, you are aware of some of that, since my wives’ enchanting business is based on translations from the Roman books.”




“I suppose that’s a good indicator that the rest of what those books cover is likely valid. That makes me most intrigued to be in the company of a man who attracts seven notably powerful women mages and apparently maintains a relationship with them as well as two non-mages.”




“For the sake of accuracy and so that you aren’t surprised at some future point, another woman not proven to be a mage by current standards has recently joined the family, and there is another who is definitely a mage who will join us on the solstice.”




“Mon dieu, you’ve only been back a handful of days. Are you picking women up off the street?” she said in a huff.




“Non, the first is a woman I met years ago on my first patrol and had neither the maturity nor the means to build a relationship with her living a week’s travel away. We started to rekindle that relationship just before I was punished and it had to be put on hold. We worked on it in letters and now she has become family. The other is a young woman who has lived with us for years and will come of age on the solstice. I fully accepted my attraction to her while we traveled, and though she wished to consummate our relationship at that time, I have refused until she has reached the age of consent.”




“Fine.”




I knew that tone, but I wasn’t going to lie or sugarcoat the pill. If she couldn’t accept it now, then she’d never accept it once married. Better to realize she didn’t fit before either of us wasted time or risked her father’s wrath for nothing.




“My wives have veto power over others joining the family. Emmelote and Gillette were accepted with open arms. You have received the blessing of most of my wives already. They all expect any woman who joins us to be as welcoming as they are. We don’t think of it as marrying me; we call it joining the family because that is how we see it. My wives are just as expressive with their love of one another as I am. Frankly, I don’t see any other way for it to work.




Gillette has seen the family from the inside for nearly three years and was thrilled to be accepted. When she met Emmelote, she couldn’t wait to go dress shopping with her.”




“I understand what you’re saying intellectually; it is just hard to get beyond the cultural norms I grew up with and the expectations I’ve developed from them.”




“Not everyone can, and there is no shame in that. Your most important relationship has to be a happy experience, or your life will be miserable. You might as well accept the awful service assignment instead.




The first three women to accept our relationship didn’t have any experience with such marriages. They were simply willing to look past the norms because they wanted the relationship regardless of what society said. In fact, they were prepared not to marry and just live together with our children. Marriage only became possible when I met the next two, they are Dutch and come from families like ours. I learned that if we married there, the king would be treaty-bound to honor the marriage, so we found a way to make that happen.




The sixth, Isabel, had a relationship with me before accepting a service posting. She wanted the freedom to see the world and not be limited by having children to care for. Upon realizing just how bad the assignment was, she was anxious to return to me and didn’t care whether or not we married, as long as I gave her children to get her out of her assignment and continued to love her as I had before she left.




Collette, the seventh, is Marie’s cousin, and between her former husband’s disgrace and the opportunity for security for herself and our children, she wasn’t about to let social norms stop her from becoming part of the family. We had known each other for a few years and had previously spoken of our love for one another.




None of that is to say that either joined us out of anything other than love just that each is different, but they all started relationships with me that led to joining our family regardless of social dictates.




You interest me. I hope I interest you. There is more to me than just what you see, though, and it isn’t all about my other wives. Not every woman approves of things I’ve done; some believe I am frightening. Not every woman I have been attracted to, and who was attracted to me, can accept our unconventional family. I understand that and hold them in no less regard.”




Jehanne sighed and said, “Let’s speak of lighter things, or at least less emotionally weighty ones. Tell me of your most recent adventures.”




I regaled her with the story of our capture of the frigate and dealing with the port admiral and his assistant. Of course, I indulged in some exaggeration for the sake of levity. I spun the tale of capturing the two pirate ships and rescuing Roj into a farce as well. I enjoyed hearing her laughter. I told her about the information we had uncovered and explained that our rescue was fortuitous, since only Roj could read the letters. Finally, I told the story of our search for the mysterious Spanish merchant as a tale of tenacity in the face of overwhelming boredom that led to riches beyond measure.




“You’re a wonderful storyteller. If you ever decide to give up being a mage, you can probably earn your dinner at a tavern as an entertainer,” she said with a twinkle in her eye.




“I may have to consider that if your father proves angry at my temerity,” I chuckled darkly.




“Non, I believe that while he may need to be reminded of the advantages of our union, he will see that not only does it make his beloved daughter happy, it strengthens his hand and reinforces his power among the other powerful nobles in the kingdom. Your family is already acknowledged as one of the most powerful economic forces in all of France. Marrying me will also strengthen your political power as much as it strengthens Papa’s.”




“I doubt those who are judging our economic power are aware that we added ten ships to our fleet in the last ten months.”




“Truly, ten ships? You were busier than I thought.”




“Oui, between several carracks, a frigate and a brigantine we captured, as well as at least half a dozen other warships we sank, we hurt the Spaniards quite a bit.”




“Mon dieu, is the Storm Master ballad being played in the taverns true, then?”




“Not having heard the tune, I can’t comment on that. Please do not repeat this, but there is at least some truth to it, even if I haven’t heard it.”




“I want to know how you and your wives did such a thing.”




“You’ll have to marry us to find out.” I laughed.




Jehanne slapped my shoulder playfully and sniffed.




“I am expected to spend time with my family from June 18 until the assignment ceremony. Will you have time to see me again before then?”




“For you, I will make time. I will not try to monopolize you since I’m sure your family expects you to see several suitable young men. I will be available when you’re available.”




“Then that will be every evening and Sunday until my visit with family, because none of those other men warm my heart the way that you do.”




“Ha, you really are trying to get me in trouble with your father.”




“I’m sure he’ll have something to say, but it isn’t like you’re bedding me… yet,” she smirked.




“I’ll never get the chance if he decides to remove my head.”




“Non, he won’t do that, as all your wives would revolt.”




“That they would. I’d better not let them know that they are my protection, or there will be no living with them,” I responded cheekily.




Jehanne giggled.




“Let’s not overdo a good thing. How about we meet every other evening, and you come to dinner with my family on Sunday?”




“Marvelous.”




On the carriage ride back to the academy, we spoke of many things some of consequence and others not. Jehanne then asked, “Is it true that you set the precedent for the co-ed dorm and that it used to be men only?”




“I suppose you could say that. It was men only when I enrolled, and after a series of events I felt the need to re-read the student handbook, which clearly states that men are not allowed to step foot in the women’s dorm but says nothing about women in the men’s dorm. I simply took advantage of the opening presented and invited my future wives to move in with me.”




“So you were fucking, what, four women in the dorm?”




“Oui, it would have been five, but Margot wasn’t a student, so we had to settle for a room at an inn on Saturday nights.”




“That exploit is a legend. I just didn’t believe it.”




“I’ll walk you to your dorm. Should I put on another display to announce your return?”




“Non, that won’t be necessary, but I would like you to kiss me on the steps.”




“Because you want to be kissed, or because you want to be seen being kissed?”




“It can be both, can’t it?” she smiled deviously.




“Then I will do my best to make it a worthy performance.”




When we reached the steps, Jehanne made sure to open the door so the women inside would see us. Then I put an arm around her waist and a hand behind her head, then leaned into a passionate kiss that had her bent at nearly ninety degrees. When I let her up, she was out of breath but grinning from ear to ear.




I made it a point to loudly repeat our agreed date. “I’ll pick you up Friday night at the same time, and Sunday at six bells for dinner at my house.”




“I look forward to it.”




Jehanne then pranced off and mounted the stairs up to the second floor with a pronounced sway to her delicious hips. I could imagine her bent over a chair like Collette or the window sill like Isabel. I felt my cock tenting my pants, so I took a breath and walked by to the gate and my waiting carriage.





Chapter 26




In the morning, I posted the dinner invitations, stopped at the printer to pick up the bank draft, then dropped by the bank to deposit it. Next was a visit to Estienne the tailor. My last stop was the jeweler; I brought a couple of sapphires for him to create unique pieces for Emmelote and Gillette with, and several other stones that I used as payment—all from the Spanish treasure ships we had captured in the Mediterranean. It was a good thing I didn’t have to report back to the academy until after the solstice; with all the errands and business there was to take care of.




My wives and I all returned from our various errands in time for a late lunch. We continued to discuss our plans for the house. Margot caused a sudden shift in the conversation when she said, “I’m ready to have children.”




Eva then commented, “So am I.”




I then saw the twins nodding, so I looked at Delia, but she declared, “I’m in no hurry. We elves aren’t usually fertile until we reach thirty.”




Isabel retorted, “You do realize you’re fucking a sex mage who fathered thirteen children in less than two years and got a woman pregnant when she would normally not be able to due to nursing a prior child. The same man that never failed to get a woman pregnant in three months or less.”




“Elves are different.”




“Well, just don’t stop taking contraception until you’re sure you’re ready.”




“I’m not an idiot,” Delia responded hotly.




To move the conversation on, I asked, “Emmelote, how about you?”




“Oh non, I’m new to this whole thing. I’m in no rush.”




“Gillette, you previously said you weren’t interested now. Does that still hold true?”




Her eyes nearly bugged out. “Definitely. I’m not in any hurry to puke every day for three months, then waddle around for six months. I sure would like to practice getting pregnant, though.”




I laughed. “Very soon, my love.”




Denise brought up another point. “We all have our professional responsibilities in addition to caring for the children. Gillette will soon be one of us, and even if she’s willing to continue helping look after the children, it won’t be long until she enrolls at the academy and we’ll have to replace her anyway. I think it’s time that we consider having permanent staff. We need people to cook and clean, do the grocery shopping, and help with the children.”




All the ladies except Gillette nodded in agreement; I sensed she just didn’t know what to think.




Denise continued, “Since we’re building the house to our needs, we could build servants’ quarters if we think it appropriate, or do we just want to hire people and pay them well enough to live in their own homes?”




Looking at the rest of my wives, they responded in various ways, but all agreed they’d prefer to pay better wages.




“Then the consensus is we hire staff. We certainly can’t house them now, and frankly I don’t want the responsibility, but mostly I prefer to have our privacy,” I responded




This time even Gillette nodded agreement.




The general discussion continued late into the evening. Just before dinner, a messenger arrived with a response from Archduke Morise. We had an appointment in a week, on June 17.




I had another lovely evening with Jehanne and looked forward to her visit at our home Sunday. In the interim, we prepared the house for guests, as we had scheduled the dinner party with Denise’s parents, Nicole’s family, and Loyse’s as well. Since we were going to have five additional children present, we prepared an area for them too. We hired two women to help with managing the children and housekeeping chores.




Sunday, I picked up Jehanne at her dorm, and when we arrived at the house, I introduced her to all my wives and Gillette, then the children. I was tempted to organize a receiving line with so many individuals. I realized we’d have to give thought to how to handle the larger guest list Monday evening.




All my wives were gracious. I was happy that there was no apparent friction amongst the women. Gillette was open and friendly as well and asked a number of questions about Jehanne’s experience at the academy. In turn, Jehanne was generous with her answers and seemed to understand the younger girl’s anxiety.




“Oh, I know something all the mage women here will find amusing. First I’ll explain to Gillette that in the women’s dorm at the academy there is a chart kept with the names of the most interesting male students, ranked by various characteristics that make them appealing marriage prospects. I’m told that historically it only included unmarried students. This year and last, Jacques ranks near the top of the list even though he’s married and not a student. Last year was somewhat understandable since he was an instructor and healer in the infirmary, so many of the women had either studied with him or had some interaction. This year, with all of you absent, one would think he would have fallen off the chart, yet he has only slipped a couple of ranks.”




Denise snorted in a most unladylike fashion and replied, “When Marie and I were at the academy, Jacques ranked near the bottom only because he was considered dangerous to be around after getting into a duel with a man who accosted me at a party, then his group was attacked while on a picnic. In his second year, he got into another duel, which again did his ranking no favors. If those girls seem to think he’s changed, they are drastically mistaken. I hope you at least understand that.”




“Oui, my papa has mentioned such on more than one occasion. I’ve also heard about the mercenaries on the trip to the Netherlands. All things considered, I think while all of you may be dangerous to be around, it is far more dangerous to be your enemies,” she retorted with a vicious smile.




After dinner, we took Jehanne to the parlor where we had laid out the various loot we had selected for our own use to act as samples of what we would offer our merchant guests the next evening. Jehanne asked, “You do plan to gift one to my father, don’t you?”




“Oui, would you like to see it? We put the gifts in the study to keep them out of the way and not distract from our conversation tomorrow night with some merchant families we have business with,” Marie offered.




“Please, I want to be the first in the family to see it,” Jehanne giggled.




It was a lovely evening. When I escorted her back to the dorm, we made another production of our goodnight kiss. Jehanne clearly had issues with some of her classmates.




Monday, Isabel reported that she had a meeting with the man running her road construction and maintenance business and the Archduke’s man responsible for roads and bridges. She was presenting her report on the condition of the road from Paris and comparing it to the condition of the roads her business was maintaining, with an eye to taking over the task from whoever held the contract.




Eva was familiarizing herself with the intelligence gathered while we were gone and giving direction as to what else she wanted collected. Delia visited the estate and checked on the status of the horse breeding operation there. Denise, Marie, and Collette were deep into updating their market information for the food and wine produced in our baronies. Adeleide and Cristigna had gone back to working full days at their enchanting shop. They reported large orders to fill and increased household item sales through the merchant network Collette had helped develop. They planned on showing off a few new items at our dinner party that evening.




Monday afternoon, I had put up an awning in the backyard so that the children could eat outside and play in the yard, which allowed them to make all the noise they wished and as much mess as they cared to. When our guests started arriving, it was a relief, since we had been working hard to keep the children neat and clean until all introductions were made. The arrival of Loyse’s and Ysebeau’s four children was met with screams and running through the house. I managed to rein them in just in time for Nicole and her family to arrive so we could get the formalities out of the way. With all the children present, I led them out into the yard to their picnic and admonished them to mind the ladies we had so recently hired to help out.




Needless to say, Agnes and Colin were the two most interesting to Denise’s parents, as she had given birth to them, but they still showed interest in all the others as well. I always liked her parents; they were wonderful people.




Over dinner, we caught up on what everyone had been doing since we had last seen one another. I was of course called on to tell several tales of our escapades, and just as I had for Jehanne, I put on a bit of a performance. It was a wonderful dinner.




After an aperitif and an introduction to what we had on offer, we adjourned to the parlor to let our guests examine the samples we had laid out. Ysebeau, not being interested at all in the merchandise, sidled up to me and spoke softly, “I hear there is a great big bed upstairs. Care to give me a tour?” while wiggling her eyebrows.




“I’m reformed, so only if you marry me,” I retorted with a smirk.




“Don’t tempt me,” she replied and gave me a hot, sloppy kiss.




“You’re so bad,” I said as I slapped her derrière.




“Don’t do that unless you mean it.”




“Shameless, absolutely shameless.”




“You certainly enjoyed chasing me up the stairs.”




“Indeed I did, and you know where to find me if you change your mind.”




“I know. I just can’t give up Loyse.”




“No one said she can’t take the same steps.”




“Non, she is wrapped up in her business and won’t give the family a weapon they can use to take it from her.”




“Remember, I told you years ago that if you ever needed me, I would be there for either of you, and that holds true to this day.”




“You are a treasure.”




This time I initiated the kiss. When we let up, I winked and took her hand to lead her out into the backyard to check on the children. Gillette and Isabel were already there, no more interested in the merchant discussion than I was.




When the merchants were finished with their discussion, the agreement was that each would take a third, as we had initially proposed, and that they would send the goods on routes that didn’t interfere with either of the others. Denise’s parents would go west to Lyon, then cross the border to Geneva. Loyse would use her northern route to Lille, then Ghent and Brussels in the low countries. Nicole and Andry would use their route to Rennes and Nantes in the south. They agreed on a thirty percent commission, and we accepted that they would provide a fair accounting since we trusted them. Finally, they agreed to pick up the goods within a week after the solstice so the enchanting shop could get its warehouse space back.





Chapter 27




I had one more date with Jehanne before she was required to spend the last few days before summer service with her family. I took her to a tavern where I had learned that an old acquaintance was performing. I had met Gervaise when she worked at a brothel where I had freed the women from a man keeping them as slaves through violence and drug addiction. She was a cute, bubbly young woman with dirty blonde shoulder-length hair and a trim figure back then; she had become more attractive as she matured. Now about twenty-two, she had come into her own and developed a career as a singer, entertaining at one of the premier taverns in the western part of the city.




As part of her performance, she told humorous short stories before each song and had the crowd roaring with laughter as bits of the story were repeated in the song. Sometimes they were about love gone wrong; some were quite bawdy; some were stories of heroes.

Apparently, she noticed me in the crowd because she referred to me and looked my way without ever using my name as she told a tale as the lead-up to the ballad that had come to be known as “Storm Master.”




“Did you know she was going to sing your song?” Jehanne quietly asked.




“If I had, I wouldn’t have come. I want to slip under the table. I’m more than a little embarrassed.”




“Non, it’s cute. How well did you know her?” she asked with the look that women give when asking about former girlfriends.




“Just enough to say hello and remember each other’s names.”




“Uh huh.”




“Think what you will. I brought you here because I’ve heard her sing; even unaccompanied, she has a lovely voice.”




Gervaise’s performance proved my statement, as she had only gotten better since I had last seen her at the Red Hen some years ago. After her set, she exited the stage and made her way over to our table. I got a chaste kiss and a hug. “I heard you had quite a harem. Is she one of them, or are you looking for more?” she asked.




“It’s wonderful to see you too, Gervaise. We enjoyed your performance.”




“So she’s a prospect. I always knew there was something about you, yet you never touched any of the girls.

If you don’t already know it, he’s the real deal absolutely the finest gentleman I have ever met and ever hope to meet.”




“And you have the finest voice I have ever encountered. I’m so happy you found the opportunity to put it to use.”




“I did what I had to do to make the opportunity; then I grabbed it with both hands and both feet. I’m going to ride it as far as it will take me.”




“So how do you know Jacques?” Jehanne asked.




Gervaise had the wit to whisper in her ear, “You know about the women he freed from slavery in brothels, don’t you?”




Jehanne’s eyes got round, and her mouth hung open. “I heard about that from my papa when I was a teenager.”




Gervaise just nodded.




I bought her a drink, and we chatted for a while; then it was time for her to go perform her second set. Jehanne and I left, heading back to the academy. “I’d forgotten about that episode with all your more recent activities.”




“The brothel where Gervaise was enslaved was the very first one. I freed those women the first year I was at the academy. It’s a long story that involves thugs, intimidation, official misconduct, and bribery, among other crimes.”




“One day I want to hear the whole story.”




“Come back to Reims safely after your summer service, and we’ll make time for it.”




“Your wives say one of the things they love about you is that you always make time for them.”




“Nothing is more important than my family. Everything I do now is for them in one way or another—well, except when someone annoys me, like the Mage Council did; then I get a little vindictive.”




“Hahaha! A little? Mon dieu, if that’s only a little, I don’t want to see you really angry.”




“It doesn’t happen often, but there were fifty fewer mercenaries the instant I saw my best friend fall off his horse with an arrow in his chest.”




“Oui, Margot told me about that. I can’t imagine being in that situation.”




“I hope I never am again, but I have made enemies before by doing the right thing, and I have no doubt that I will make enemies again. I just hope to be powerful enough to dissuade them from taking action.”




“My papa has a similar view. He is a stern man, but I have no doubt he loves me and would protect me with his life. Somehow you make me feel the same way.”




“The people I care for, I would die for. I feel like you could be one of them.”




“When I get back on the equinox, I want to spend the time with you to decide if that’s the case.”




We had a long, deep kiss, and I barely kept my hands from slipping inside her blouse to touch her skin and rub her back.




“Oui, I expect to be at the academy teaching Herb Lore and learning in the infirmary, so you’ll know where to find me. I look forward to seeing you then.”




“And I you. Now how are we going to make a show at the door to the dorm tonight?”




“I could carry you up to the door.”




“Non, chances are no one will see us until the door is open.”




“I once made love to a girl in the woods between the dorm and the gate; then she pranced into the dorm smelling of sex.”




“That has to have been Isabel.”




“A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell.”




“Hahaha! Non, I don’t think that’s for me at least until after the equinox.”




“I could set off a series of flash bangs to silhouette us from the point of view of the dorm while we stand there and kiss for a couple of minutes before I walk you to the door.”




“Oh oui, that will get their attention.”




“Do I want to know what this is all about?”




“Just some bitches that took offense that I wouldn’t see their brother but also wasn’t dating anyone else. I’m making the point that I knew who I wanted and waiting for him paid off.”




“I’m honored.”




“Oh, don’t give me that. Even my papa knows that I’ve had my eye on you for years.”




“I had my eye on you too but thought it best to keep my distance so as to keep my head.




 I’ve developed a firmer foundation in the kingdom and feel I have earned at least enough respect to not be executed for having the temerity to date you.”




“You make papa sound like such a beast,” she giggled.




“You weren’t the one in front of him on a Sunday morning showing evidence of bribery and conspiracy by a high official as just a third-year academy student.”




“I remember that. I think that day was the angriest I ever saw him. He didn’t settle down until he returned from Paris. When he got back, he was pleased, as he had rid himself of a thorn in his side. He really hated Toury. He’s actually rather fond of you and your wives—did you know that?”




“Non, he’s never given any indication of the sort. He’s always just business, and I can respect that, as he is a busy man.”




As I had suggested, I set off a series of flash bangs like a fireworks display centered on us fifty feet from the women’s dorm. Jehanne enjoyed seeing all the girls looking out of the second- and third-floor windows where the first- and second-year students lived, so I cast a mage lamp over her head as she walked to the door. If you’re going to make a show, you might as well make a big show.





Chapter 28




Our meeting with Archduke Morise, Jehanne’s father, the next day was more than a little awkward, but it had to be done, as there was much to discuss.




The Archduke’s secretary looked at me askance when I walked in carrying a long tubular package. I said, “It’s a gift.”




We had to wait a few minutes past our appointment. I did not begrudge the delay since I knew full well that running the duchy was a massive undertaking. When the secretary opened the door for us, I let all my wives, including Gillette, enter first.




“There are more women here today than in the past. Should I assume you have taken more wives?”




“Your Grace, we prefer to call it joining the family, as we believe we are all marrying them. Oui, we have married again. If you don’t mind, I will introduce all of the ladies to refresh your memory since it has been over a year since you last saw any of us.”




I introduced each by name and the roles they played in our businesses and the baronies.

“Now that introductions are done, I would like to present you with a small token of appreciation for your tolerance and protection. This is a carpet from near the Ottoman Empire that we hope will go well with the décor in your home or office.” Delia helped me unroll it so he could get a look, though it was a tight fit in the room with all of us in it.




“Merci. My wife will surely know where it will best fit.”




“We also brought you a selection of the newest enchanted items Adeleide and Cristigna have created.” As appropriate, my gnome wives presented the items, and Cristigna explained their operation and benefits in her slightly accented French.




“I’m sure my wife will put these luxuries to good use. Merci.”




“Moving on from the pleasantries, our most recent adventures have yielded a large sum of money, and we wish to use some of it to build ourselves a home of our own. We are looking for a rather large lot to accommodate the needs of our unusually large family. Have you any real estate that you wish to sell in the northwest quadrant of the city, especially near the academy?”




“How serendipitous? Just months ago, due to four years of unpaid taxes, I confiscated a home and other properties from family members of one of the criminals you and your wives helped expose. Though no one can prove it, I believe that a member of that family burned the home to the ground out of spite several weeks after I had the family evicted.




Where once the family might have been able to buy the house back for the value of the taxes in arrears plus a small fee, now there is no chance of that. I frankly don’t care, as the lot itself will sell for enough to cover the taxes.




I will have my secretary get you the details and the amount due.”




“Merci. If we decide to make the purchase, should we see your secretary about it, or is there some other member of your staff that will handle it?”




“You may see my secretary to have the documents drawn up.”




“We are also in need of an architect. In your role, I imagine you have had cause to engage with more than one. Do you have any recommendations?”




“Two. I’ll have my secretary send you their contact information.”




“Merci. Is there anything that our family can do to assist you in improving the city and the duchy?”




“Your prediction that the enchanting business would be a significant economic driver has proven to be correct. Not only are you paying appreciably more taxes, your employees are indeed spending more, which in turn has driven up sales and taxes in other businesses as well.




The number of graduated mages calling Reims home has also increased, which I suspect is due to the young women finding employment in your family business preferable to returning to their parents and living under their roofs. This has caused the city’s prestige and thus my own to increase.




At this time, as long as you keep doing what you’re doing, I can think of nothing else to ask of you on that score.




There is a topic of personal interest, however, that I want addressed while you’re here. My daughter tells me that you are courting her. What are your intentions?”




“Right now, my goal is for us to get to know each other better. If, after she returns from summer service, we both feel that we are compatible and she is willing to accept being part of our family, then at that time I will ask her to marry us.”




“Previously, you were quick to deny your interest.”




“She has grown up, and I too have matured. We are different people than we were several years ago.”




“I will not stand in her way, but let me be very clear: her happiness is my concern, and if you are responsible for her unhappiness, I will make you much more unhappy.”




“Then I will be equally clear: I too want to see Jehanne happy, and if I am not convinced that we are capable of being happy together, I have no interest in pursuing a relationship with her. On the other hand, if I believe we will all be happy, then nothing and no one will stop me from having that relationship.”




Interestingly, that brought a tiny smile to the Archduke’s face briefly. “As long as we understand each other. Please send my secretary in when you leave, then wait for him to get you the information you requested.”




We did as instructed and decided it was early enough in the day to stop by the address of the confiscated property. While it was in a desirable area from our point of view, the lot wasn’t large enough for the house and grounds I envisioned. We discussed it and generally agreed it wasn’t what we wanted.




Eva brought up another point against it: “Knowing that this land and the house that was previously here belonged to family of someone brought low by our actions, and they were spiteful enough to burn it to the ground, I don’t think it would be a good idea, even if it met all the other criteria.”




“Now that you remind me of that, I agree wholeheartedly,” I responded. “Denise, should we check in with your agent?”




“Non, if he had something for us, he would have contacted us already.”




As the carriage took us home, we discussed our agenda.




“Should we arrange appointments with the architects then?” I asked.




“Oui, let’s at least decide which we want to work with and see what they’ll need from us to proceed.”




Isabel jumped in, “I have business in the area where they are located tomorrow, so I can stop by and arrange appointments.”




“Emmelote and Gillette had dresses and shoes to pick up. You have a new suit to check the fit on and shoes to pick up,” Marie reminded us all.




“Roj is going to start coming to the house every morning for French lessons and to give me Greek lessons. 




When I’m satisfied with Greek, I want to learn his native language, Kurdish,” Margot declared.




“We need to make Emmelote and Gillette officially part of the family, and I believe that sooner is better. 




That being the case, some of us will need to return to Paris and visit the embassy. Eva and Delia, will your parents be in residence in the next week or so?”




“Non, the embassy will only have local administrative staff until the equinox, our parents left Paris shortly after we did. They plan to leave The Hague after the equinox, so they’ll be in Paris sometime in mid-October,” Delia replied.




“Hmm, that’s inconvenient. We’ll have to make a trip to The Hague this summer or wait until I can get at least three days away from the academy around the Trinox Samoni so some of us can make a quick trip to Paris.”




“While I’d love to go home to see my mothers and siblings, we’ve been away from our responsibilities here for much too long to go this summer,” Eva chimed in.




Gillette asked, “It’s just legal documents to protect our children, isn’t it? If that’s the case, I’m not in any hurry, since I certainly don’t want to start having children right away. What about you, Emmelote—will having some official papers signed make you feel more married to Jacques than you do now?”




“Non, we share one heart. Now that I have experienced the last couple of weeks, I don’t know why I ever doubted him. Our commitment is far stronger than any legalese. Since I too am in no hurry for children at this time, let’s not make things difficult. We’ll get it done when it makes sense to do so. Just refer to us as your wives, as you already did at the Archduke’s office. It’s no different in many towns and villages in the countryside, where there is no one with the official capacity to document marriages until a circuit judge passes through once or twice a year.”




The next day, we ran our errands and checked the fit of our clothing orders. Estienne was as meticulous as ever and told me to come back the next day so he could adjust the hems on the pants and taper of the jacket. Apparently, something similar occurred with the ball gowns for Emmelote and Gillette, so they too had to go back to pick up their orders.

The day before the solstice, I visited the jeweler and picked up the two magnificent necklaces he had created for Emmelote and Gillette as my wedding gifts to them. He told me he had been inspired to make earrings to match and showed them to me with the kind of smile that said he knew I would purchase them. He was correct, and my wallet was significantly thinner than it had been an hour earlier, but the sets were meant to be complete.




He had one of his daughters model them for me so that I could see how the necklaces would fall just above the cleavage, drawing the eye. I also had the feeling he was making me aware that his lovely daughter was available. While she was indeed a stunning young woman, I didn’t sense the same thing from her that I had when I first met any of my other wives.




With them, there was a subtle magnetism that I had only begun to recognize when I met Adeleide and Cristigna. Looking back on it, it explained at least in part why I chose Denise as my etiquette tutor and what caught my eye about each of the others since. It was probably why I could never stop thinking about Emmelote, or why, even when Isabel chose service to the kingdom over marriage and children, I still yearned for her and felt that she would be back.




The lack of the subtle pull is also probably why I hadn’t really missed Marion, the girl I had dated in my first year and who had nearly died when we were attacked during our picnic in the countryside. Marion certainly had the look that appealed to me—large breasts, a beautiful face, a well-rounded figure, and a charming personality. When I was dating her, I thought I could see myself married to her, but as I had come to know myself, I recognized I would never have been satisfied by her. The jeweler’s daughter was another Marion; she marked most of the boxes but not the most important one. In any event, I had Gillette to make my wife the next day, and I had no attention to spare for a flavorless snack.





Chapter 29




On the way home, I arranged two carriages to pick us up the following evening, then take us home after the ball. I should have thought of it sooner and was lucky to have caught two of the last handful of available drivers. As I walked the last few blocks, I decided that after dinner I would present Emmelote and Gillette with their new jewelry so that they could consider how best to accessorize for the ball the next evening.




The presentation was well received, with oohs and aahs from all my wives. Gillette was especially taken with her set; I think some of it came from anticipation of consummating our relationship the next day. Emmelote whispered promises of fantasy fulfillment that sent my blood rushing south.




I kissed each of them with passion, then watched as they kissed each other. I’d have to buy jewelry more often if it engendered this sort of response. After seeing the children to bed and reading a couple of stories to them, I led my wives upstairs, holding Emmelote’s hand.




Emmelote didn’t disappoint me, and the sexual energy in our room reached a peak around eleven bells. “Delia has mentioned a triple shot a couple of times, and you did too at least once. I think I want to try it tonight,” Emmelote announced.




“I’m going to need a couple of minutes to recover after that last session. Let me get a little lubricant and a towel,” I replied.




Isabel explained, “You’re going to sit on his face so he can eat you out while you lie on top of him and take his cock in your mouth. Once you two are settled, he’s going to gradually work a finger into your anus and use all three contact points to pulse his sex magic.




 He’s also going to use telepathy to give you feedback on what he’s feeling and sense what you’re feeling. When you climax, it will be together, and you won’t know what hit you it’s so intense.”




Once I lay down, Emmelote took her position, and we pleasured one another just as Isabel had explained. My desire was already stoked, so I slipped my tongue into her labia and licked up and down her lower lips. Once she was good and lubricated, I circled my tongue around her clitoris, teasing it but not stimulating it directly for a bit all while she licked the spot on the head of my cock that was most sensitive, as if licking sugar candy on a stick. Once she started bobbing her mouth up and down over the entire length of it, I decided it was time to start the next step and swirled my lubricated finger around her anus, touching it to gradually relax it. Since she enjoyed anal sex, we had been doing it regularly, so slipping my finger in went quicker than with most of my other wives.




I had been pulsing my sex magic all along and using telepathy as Isabel had explained. Once all three points of the triple shot were engaged, I increased the strength of the pulses and the intensity of the stimulation I provided to her clitoris with my tongue.




Soon we both knew that our climaxes were approaching, which caused us to quicken our actions as well as their intensity. I licked and sucked harder on her clitoris, and she in turn stroked my cock faster with her hand as she ministered to the very tip of it with her tongue. The orgasms we experienced were everything that Isabel had predicted, and, as with all my wives who had previously experienced it, Emmelote convulsed, then passed out, getting a face full of semen in the process.




Isabel and Margot were prepared and eased her off me while making sure she didn’t drown on the semen she may have gotten in her throat while she remained unconscious. As was their custom, all my wives started licking the semen off her and my cock as well.




When Emmelote began to return to consciousness, Margot gave her a glass of water and wiped her face with a rag.




“Mon dieu, I know Isabel explained everything, but experiencing it was something else entirely. It was like standing next to one of Marie’s lightning strikes.”




“Oui!” the rest cheered. Isabel had been the first to experience the triple shot and had described it much the same way.




“It was simply amazing. I want to experience that again and again, but not for a day or so. It’s just too intense to appreciate it again any sooner,” Emmelote continued.




We all calmed down a bit and spent some time just holding, caressing, and kissing each other, switching partners as the mood struck us. I heard the bells toll and counted twelve just as the door to our bedroom was flung open and Gillette pranced in, nude except for her new necklace and earrings. I have to say she made quite the picture, and my cock stood straight again in mere seconds.




“It’s my birthday, and I’ve come for what was promised,” she declared.




I got out of the bed and scooped her up as I responded, “And you shall have what was promised from me and everyone else in this room, beginning right now.” 




I then kissed her as deeply and passionately as I had any of my wives before. “Ordinarily, I make love to a new wife alone before bringing in the rest of the family. Since you seem to be anxious to start and they’re all here now, it’s your choice how we proceed.”




“I want you to eat me while I do the same for you, and when we’re all hot and bothered, I want you on top so you can fuck me until my head explodes. Later, I want to be taken from behind while leaning on the window sill like Isabel. Before we go to sleep, I want a four-way with me riding your cock.”




“Your wish is my command, beloved wife.” I gave Gillette everything she asked for while some of my wives watched; some participated by kissing her, fondling her breasts, or stimulating her clitoris with their fingers while I thrust into her.




 For the four-way, I asked Adeleide to sit on my face and use her telepathy while Collette and Margot rode my hands, and, as she requested, Gillette rode my cock. Using telepathy ensured our synchronization in addition to the extra stimuli from the feedback of the others.




 The intensity was just short of a triple shot. While I was focused on pulsing my sex magic, using my tongue and fingers to bring three women to climax, my wives played with each other’s breasts and kissed.




Some of the others got in on the touching, while others paired off and had their own experience. The room was full of lust, and none could bring themselves to be a bystander. Moans, giggles, and loud remarks were heard from many. 




When my orgasm finally came, I could feel my balls pumping as my hot semen exploded into Gillette’s vagina. Her exclamation, “That was sooo good,” was as loud as anything Denise had ever uttered upon climaxing.




“You have no idea how hard it has been to wait the last few months, feeling this going on while in my room alone. I never want to feel left out like that again.”




“You never will,” I said as I sat up and pulled her to me.




After cleaning ourselves up and putting on fresh sheets, we all piled into bed and snuggled up to each other. I looked forward to many more nights just like that one.





Chapter 30




The next morning, I woke with all my wives still in bed and lay there just enjoying the closeness with all the women so dear to me. It was great to have staff again who made sure our children were fed on time so we could afford to indulge in passion into the early morning hours. Around ten bells, the girls started getting up. 




A short time later, I heard Emmelote exclaim, “Mon dieu! Mon dieu!” louder and louder each time.




I was worried something bad had happened, so I rushed to her asking, “What’s the matter, ma chérie?”




“Nothing’s wrong, it’s wonderful,” she said, pointing at her face in the mirror. I saw it immediately: the angry burn scar she had carried ever since the fire that claimed the lives of her family and her home was no longer as red and was roughly half the size it had been the day before.




My other wives gathered around to see what was going on, and once Isabel got a look, she declared, “I thought his semen was magic; now we can be sure of it.”




“What do you mean?” I asked.




“Look she got your semen all over her face during the triple shot last night. It only stayed on for a minute or two before we cleaned her up, but that’s the only thing that it could have been. We’ve all had your cum on our faces from time to time, and not a single one of us has even the tiniest acne scar or any other damage to our faces anymore. We need to do more experiments to identify the most efficient use of it, but I’m sure it’s your semen.”




Emmelote slipped off the chair she’d been sitting in and dropped to her knees, then grabbed my partially aroused cock. It’s always at least partially aroused when all my wives are nude in the room with me. “I’m going to suck you off, then smear your semen on my face again, as well as the scars on my arm and side. If there isn’t enough the first time, I’m going to suck you off again and again until they are covered. Now stand there and fuck my face.”




I don’t think I’ve ever received that command as intensely as I did just then. I did as she asked and took her head in both hands, rocking my hips gently back and forth. When I climaxed, I let her take control so she could collect as much semen as possible. 




Some dripped down her chin, so she just wiped it with one hand and smeared the semen on her arm. We repeated the process twice more before she was satisfied, and we just let it sit without wiping it off, unlike the previous night.




After about thirty minutes, I told her, “Let’s go clean up and see how the scars look now. We can repeat again later as much and as often as you want.”




We took a shower together, and I soaped her up, then wiped her off everywhere but the scarred area since I knew how sensitive the area was and, as always, I let her handle those areas herself. When we were dry, she anxiously asked, “How do the scars look?”




“The one on your face looks like the new skin where a scab just came off. Your arm is better than your face was first thing this morning; the scar on your side is smaller but still considerable of course, it was the largest, so that’s not really surprising.”




“I thought I’d suffer from those scars for the rest of my life. This last month has been one joy after another. I’m so happy you never forgot me, nor I you.”




I got a crushing hug; then she said, “We’re going to do that again before lunch and probably again a couple of hours after lunch. If we can heal these scars today, I want it done if only because it will make wearing my new gown a lot more comfortable.”




“Anything for you. Besides, it’s not like I don’t enjoy myself too,” I chuckled. “Speaking of new gown, I haven’t seen yours or Gillette’s yet.”




“Isabel and Delia were especially helpful with ideas for them, but you’ll have to wait until we dress for the ball tonight to see them.”




With those two involved, I could only imagine how revealing the dresses would be certainly the cuts would expose lots of breast.




After breakfast and some time with the children, I was feeling especially decadent. Since it was the solstice I suggested that my two newest wives join me in the bedroom again. Adeleide decided to join us. While we cuddled together, Adeleide joined our minds telepathically, so I mused to the three of them about our mutual attraction and the thought that had occurred to me at the jeweler the day before when he offered his daughter to model the necklaces and earrings. “She’s a truly lovely girl—visually, she checks all my boxes.”




“Meaning she’s got big breasts,” muttered Gillette.




“Anyway, it makes me consider your attraction to me, Adeleide. Your sister once said it was like moth to a flame before we even knew each other.”




“Oui, I still feel that way. I could spend all my time touching you and live in bliss. It’s like eating chocolate not as good as lovemaking, but still wonderful.”




“I have begun to recognize that feeling in myself. I felt it for Gillette for quite a while but pushed it aside due to the difference in age and that she was too young.




Gillette, you said you felt something from me more than a year ago was it just the sex magic, or throughout the day?”




“Non, not just when you were fucking, though it’s always more intense then. I feel it anytime you are near. If I’m not deeply focused on something else, I know you have entered a room even with my back turned.”




“I wonder if we’re all somehow sensitive to something the others give off though not something we consciously recognize, perhaps like a smell or a color. Could it be something like magic sense? If we understand it, can we become conscious of it? Would it matter?”




“It’s a fascinating notion. I can’t imagine how to take control of it,” Emmelote responded.




“Do any of you feel it from the other women, or is it just me that you sense?”




“Before anyone answers that question, we should do a written survey amongst ourselves so that no one’s answers affect another’s,” Adeleide sent telepathically.




“Oooh, oui. That makes sense. We need to think of the right questions to ask. I’ve noticed several of us seem to have preferred partners when you are engaging with others Marie and Denise as an example,” Emmelote replied.




“Oui, that could be due to the way their relationship started and their shared history at the academy, just like Eva and Delia. Then again, they could have been drawn to each other, which is why they bonded to begin with,” I remarked.




“That’s enough deep thoughts for now. I need another magic cum treatment if I want these scars gone today. You ladies can have him above the waist—I’m going to give him a blowjob.”




Gillette was good and shared kissing and caressing me with Adeleide. I enjoyed the feel of their flesh all over me. My fingers found their erogenous zones, and since Adeleide was still supporting the telepathic connection, we all experienced a really intense orgasm when Emmelote got me off. When she finished treating her scars and showered again, her arm was as clear of scar tissue as her face, with just the pink of new flesh. The scarring on her side had lessened further, and we agreed that one more treatment was likely to finish the job.




After lunch, Eva and Delia joined Emmelote in the bed with me. The sight of Delia’s enormous breasts dangling as she leaned over me was enough to get my cock hard in a moment. I enjoyed fondling them. As expected, late that afternoon Emmelote returned from the shower to show us that the last of the scarring was gone. Now there was a large patch of pink flesh running from her lower ribs to halfway down her thigh. “You have no idea how much better I feel with the scars gone. It no longer pulls when I bend or twist; I feel no stiffness or twinges when I move. I feel like a new woman.”




“I’m so happy for you, ma chérie.”




We had a light early dinner; then everyone dressed for the ball. I was shooed out of the room so I wouldn’t distract the ladies. I waited in the parlor until they all came down the stairs, Emmelote and Gillette leading the way so they could show off their new gowns.




Gillette was stunning in an emerald green dress that called out her brilliant green eyes and contrasted nicely with her dark auburn hair. The sapphire necklace ended just at her cleavage, drawing attention to the considerable décolletage on display. Gillette’s nipples were only covered by stiffened fabric points with no support. The gown was held up by crisscrossing thin straps but otherwise backless. The skirt clung at the hips, showing off her trim figure to full effect.




Emmelote wore a sapphire gown in an unusual cut that I soon realized had been intended to show lots of skin while hiding her scars. The top covered one shoulder and arm while cut diagonally across her upper chest so that the opposite shoulder and arm were bare and the breast on that side was largely exposed. The leg under the covered arm was exposed from just above the knee with the skirt of the gown cut on the same diagonal as the top, making a dramatic statement. The necklace and earrings I had presented her with the previous day served to complete the gorgeous visual.




“All of you ladies look lovely tonight. I’m certain you’ll draw the eyes of every man and quite a few of the women at the ball. I am honored to be surrounded with such intellect, poise, and beauty.”




Collette responded in mock disdain, “As well you should be! Now assist us getting into the carriages.”




Our arrival at the ball got the expected reaction, with nearly every head turning in our direction when we were announced. It seemed that my wives had set a bit of a fashion trend over the last few years, since many of the women thirty and under showed more skin than they had when we had first begun attending balls of this sort. None were as daring as my wives, but the trend was clear. As beautiful and elegantly dressed as many of the women were, none caught my eye like my wives.




Over the course of the evening, I managed to dance with each of my wives. I had spent a few hours over the last week practicing; it had been a year since I last had the opportunity and I was a bit rusty. Fortunately, I managed to avoid stepping on any toes.




Of course, news of our return to Reims had spread broadly due to the ballad performers were singing about us. Between our status as nobles, mages, and the bit of glitter added by the story told in the song, we were a must-greet family. We had a wonderful time catching up with acquaintances and collecting the latest gossip.




Gillette reveled in the attention; it was her first opportunity to attend a party or ball, and she enjoyed showing off the sapphire necklace and earrings I had given her as a wedding present. Unlike Margot when attending her first parties, she wasn’t impressed with the high and mighty; perhaps that was due to having been associated with our family for several years or just that she viewed herself as an equal now that she was married to a baron herself.




Margot didn’t miss any opportunities to show off her language skills by speaking to various foreign dignitaries and merchants in their native tongues. She always made sure to make them aware that she provided translation services, both oral and written.




Cristigna and Adeleide drew quite a bit of attention from the various attendees, whether merchant or noble, all wishing to know what new enchanted items they would release next and offering suggestions for things they wanted to see. Cristigna was polite and agreed to investigate even some of the more outlandish and silly suggestions, though I knew she already had ideas for items that were far more likely to have real value in a home or business.




The most valuable piece of news we learned was that a stable in the area we hoped to build our new home was shutting down and moving to the outskirts of the city. The value of land had gone up enough to earn a healthy profit from the sale. I passed that information on to Eva, who had little birds in all sorts of places and was accustomed to fishing for information without letting on how interested she was. By the end of the night, we likely knew more about the property, the owner, and his prospects than he did.




In the morning, the dozen of us got in carriages and visited the site of the stable. We confirmed that the site was large enough to meet our needs, then turned Delia loose on the man identified as the owner of the stable. Before lunch, the stable owner was begging her to take it off his hands for substantially less than he had been asking.




Denise handled the final contract details and handed over the bank draft. All of us were excited that we were truly moving forward on the project. Our appointments with the architects were both later in the week.




I had one more day to spend at home with my wives and children before returning to the academy to begin another year of work under Mage Lesnier at the infirmary and Mage Dorget working on alchemy.




The next morning, I took the children to the park with Gillette, Marie, and Denise. We heard a young boy shouting news that scores of Spanish ships had sunk. I bought one of the broadsheets he was hawking to learn the details.




According to reports from various sources, including a French naval officer, a large armada of Spanish ships had sailed up the channel to invade England. The armada was defeated in battle by the English navy under Sir Francis Drake and Lord Charles Howard. The Spaniards escaped north, then looped around Scotland and headed south again between Scotland and Ireland. They encountered an unseasonably strong storm moving north, and scores of ships were driven into the rocks or severely damaged. It was said that hundreds of Spanish seamen had washed up on shore, both in Ireland and Scotland.




The date and location made me wonder if it was the same storm my wives and I had conjured off the coast of Brest, then let loose headed toward that very area. We would never know for certain.




Once we returned home, I showed my wives the broadsheet without making a comment. Margot decided to read it out loud so they could all get the news at once. The reaction from all who had been present was much the same as mine.




I spent a little time before dinner contemplating our near future. We were on our way to building our new home; four of my wives were ready to have children, which meant that within the next twelve to fifteen months there would likely be eight more children in the family. I hoped that Jehanne would join the family, and if she did, that would likely mean two additional children in the same timeframe. 




Unless my extended Healing education was interrupted again, I would be finished with my advanced training in two years. I was very interested in seeking out the origins of magic, and we knew from documents in the Roman cache we had discovered in England that the trail led from Rome to Greece, then to Egypt. I wondered what further adventures awaited us.





Afterword

I've had a great time writing the first four books of this series. I appreciate all my readers. You seem to really enjoy the setting, characters, and my writing style. 




I have a favor to ask. Please leave a review of each book you read even just clicking the 5 star icon is great. Even better if you can think of a few nice things to say. Remember that more reviews means more readers and more readers means I'll write more in the series.   https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DS427MHB    

You can look for the status of the latest project in my facebook group page.  www.facebook.com/groups/2702151579982703/




There are a couple of communities where you can find similar stories. 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit/permalink/2312587808824685/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlitbooks/
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Praise For Author

This is a fun book, in a different style of writing than typical. Overall the world is fun and enjoyable. The characters are great and the story is entertaining.

- Brandon - Amazon reader review


The Chronicles of Jacques the Gigolo

Follow Jacques as he ascends from the life of an orphan in an unnamed village to the heights of magical power and the love of many women who support and cherish him.

Making a Mage - A Lover and A Fighter: The Chronicles of Jacques the Gigolo Book 1

Jacques was orphaned when his father disappeared on a hunt and grows up in a village too small for a name, his only friend the daughter of his foster parents. He expects nothing more than to help around the inn and the herbalist shop for the rest of his life. That all changes when an injured mage stops at the inn to recover and Jacques’ talent for healing is discovered. He is then whisked off to the Académie de Magie for training to serve the kingdom where Jacques’ life and aspirations change dramatically. His sense of honor and justice will make him fast friends and deadly enemies. A brush with death makes him realize that a mage doesn’t need a weapon, he is a weapon. Jacques will learn to be an empathetic healer and be forced to become a ruthless defender.

Diplomatic Relations: The Chronicles of Jacques the Gigolo Book 2

Jacques has gone from being an orphan of unknown parents to being recognized as one of the most powerful fire mages in the kingdom in less than a year. He's been a protector of women and dealt ruthlessly with slavers and bandits alike while healing the sick and injured. Now that his second year at the Académie de Magie has begun Jacques' sense of honor and justice will drive him to make new enemies as well as new lovers among foreign emissaries.

Ancient Magic: The Chronicles of Jacques the Gigolo Book 3

Jacques is now married to six lovely ladies and still exploring all his magic. In order to provide for his family and keep them together he must continue to develop his healing and teaching skills to qualify for advanced education in healing arts at the Académie de Magie while satisfying his obligations to the kingdom. He'll engage in more grey areas than just bringing slavers to justice without the king's approval. Under cover on foreign soil Jacques and his ladies search for ancient magical lore then tempt fate to make sure that the lost magic isn't left under the control of a bunch of power hungry old men. Jacques draws an old lover back and meets new ones.

Mage Privateer: The Chronicles of Jacques the Gigolo Book 4

Jacques and most of his wives have been "punished" to satisfy the Mage Council for having the temerity to provide the French Army with protection from magic. Rather than accept whatever the king's chancelier decided to dish out Jacques requested a Letter of Marque so he can go hunting pirates and Spanish ships with the blessing of the king. They will risk it all to eliminate piracy and get retribution from Spain for providing funds and magical assistance to the man who wanted Jacques dead. Jacques and his lady loves explore working magic together defending themselves with massive storms. Jacques has embraced his sex magic and actively pursues his romantic interests with the same determination he has his healing magic. 


Books By This Author

Alchemist Militant Book 1

Finding romance and love while following his path is unexpected but not unwelcome. Earning the love of more than one woman is definitely a surprise. Navigating romance can be tricky, moving to love takes open minds and hearts. Will didn't set out to build a harem but he won't give up on the women he cares for.

Will's parents were slaughtered in a wave of monsters and beasts when the town's defenses were overwhelmed. His Uncle Mike took in eight year old Will and taught him the alchemist trade. Not being satisfied with a good job that kept him in a shop all day young Will learned archery.

Upon achieving journeyman status, the young alchemist and archer, seeks to avenge the slaughter of his parents by monsters and beasts of unknown origin, as well as adventure and fortune. After joining the Adventurers' Guild he finds the task isn't as straightforward as expected. Managing a love life between battling monsters and concocting deadly poisons takes a creative and disciplined mind.

Over three hundred years ago, humans occupied the lands stretching from the Canterlita Sea in the south to the Colossal Mountains in the north. Fortune seekers scoured the mountains for resources, while explorers searched for passages that might reveal what lay beyond.

Then came the Calamity. From the northern peaks emerged monsters—generally humanoid, yet towering up to four times the height of a man—and beasts, often monstrous versions of familiar animals, some clad in bone armor or bristling with spikes. They surged southward, destroying everything in their path.

Within only a few years, more than seventy percent of humanity had perished. Some fell directly to the claws of the invaders; others succumbed to starvation and disease brought on by the collapse of social order and the loss of farmland overrun by the advancing horde.

Nearly a century ago, wealthy merchant families, fearful that a standing royal army would enable the king to impose absolute rule, used their financial influence to force him to reduce his forces. What remained was sufficient only to protect the countryside in well-settled regions. Smaller waves of savage beasts still threaten humans living in the northernmost towns and villages.

To defend citizens near the frontier from monsters and beasts, an independent organization was founded: the Adventurers’ Guild. Its members, operating as independent contractors, accept commissions to hunt and slay such threats.


French Vocabulary




oui = yes

non = no

adieux = goodbye

amour = love

au revoir = goodbye

chancelier = chancellor

chef or chef de village = village chief

c'est la vie = that's life

connard = Jerk

degage = Piss off

gendarme = constable

grand-mère = grandmother

Madame = Mrs.

Mademoiselle = Miss

Monsieur = Mister

maman = mom

papa = dad

maître d'hôtel = master of the house

mais oui = of course you idiot

Merci = thank you

Merci beaucoup = thank you very much

merde = shit

mon chéri = my darling (masculine)

ma chérie  = my darling (feminine)

mon dieu = my goodness

sergent = sergeant

trésorier = treasurer





French Currency




1 franc silver coin = 20 sous	

1 sous = 12 deniers  

1 franc = 240 deniers
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