Futures Untold

Chapter Six

Jack lay in the utter darkness of his captivity for what seemed like eternity. Then the lid of the crate slammed back and he was blinking against the bright lights of the storage room. Hands grabbed his lapels and hoisted him out of the crate. He managed to gain his balance as he stumbled over the side wall, flailing his arms wildly. Dark eyes met green glittering with anger. For just a moment, very real death danced in that gaze. Then Cheri’s jaw dropped slightly and she released him. What the hell?

The question was uppermost in Jack’s mind as well, but he was concealing it well as he took in the lab. There was a very great difference from drifting around and through things in the dark to the array of items that showed in the light. The very bright light.  

Cheri frowned at Jack. “Who the hell are you?” she demanded.

“Captain Jack Sparrow,” came the automatic response. 

She could see the gleaming gold in his mouth, the same as the teeth on the skull that wouldn’t detach. She could smell him. To a modern nose, he stank. She backed up a step and took a breath. “OK. I’ll ask. What the hell is going on? Why do I keep getting this odd sensation of being in two places at once?”

“That would be the curse, love.” Although a part of him disagreed with his own words. The curse made one immortal, in a somewhat uncomfortable manner.


”Curse? What Curse? And how are you solidly here when Kit said you were a ghost?”

His mouth worked for a moment before he gave up and shrugged his shoulders. “Why do I keep thinking I know ye from somewhere, darlin’? It happens.” He looked around again, hoping he’d spot something familiar. Everything was still vaguely alien.

“It happens,” she repeated. “It happens .. “ She stepped back up to him, took his face in both hands and kissed him. It was the sort of thorough kiss that stirred memories and other things. She let him go with a sigh. That was not a mouth she’d kissed before. Was he blushing under the sailor’s tan?

He grinned at her then, a cocky, cheeky sort of grin that was both ego and hopeful at the same time. Jack knew that kiss. He wasn’t certain how, or even when, but it was the most welcomingly familiar thing he’d yet experienced in this new world. Cheri knew that look, even if neither of them could pin down the memory.

“Are you hungry?” she blurted out. Too much odd input over too short a period was shorting out her normally very suspicious nature.

“Famished.”

“Let’s get something to eat.”

Ignoring the sort of attention they were bound to draw with a pirate out of the mid 1600’s at her side, Cheri neatly locked up the lab and led the way to her transport. A part of her mind considered just exactly what she would say to explain the missing skeleton to her staff. Kim and Kit would get the real explanation. They knew her and her secrets.

Jack was alternately fascinated and repulsed by the motorcycle. Horses were not his favorite mode of travel and the amount of noise this metal beast made was foreign to him. It took several minutes for Cheri to convince him that the thing would not explode or otherwise damage him if he boarded it. She even took it on a short, slow cruise around the parking lot solo so that he could see it in action. With a fatalistic gesture, Jack threw a leg over the rear seat, wrapped his arms around her waist and ducked his head behind her shoulder as she bid. The roar was unnerving, but the wind rushing past was reassuring. The wind had never done him wrong, only led him on his path. After a few moments, he chanced a peek over her shoulder at the rushing lights. Nope, not what he wanted to see. He closed his eyes and let himself sink into the seat and the body in front of him.

After a short eternity that was about twenty minutes, the roar, the movement and the vibration stopped. “We’re here,” Cheri half shouted in his wind deafened hears. He slowly loosened his death grip on her waist and sat up. The motorcycle was parked across a short expanse of concrete separating a tall fence of iron posts from the street. Beyond the fence was green. Ancient trees, manicured grass and the scent of flowers in bloom. There was another scent of cooking meat. 

There was a strange cart parked just outside the open gate. Cheri dismounted, walked over and spoke to the vender. Jack slid off the seat and joined her as the dark skinned attendant handed her two foot long hotdogs loaded with chili, onions, relish and mustard. Cheri handed one to Jack, linked arms with him and walked into Jackson Square. Silence reigned as they found a bench and ate. After a couple of hundred years of being dead, Jack thought the taste was intriguing. Cheri, on the other hand, commented that she wasn’t as happy with the taste as usual.

“The curse.”

“Right. Explain.”

Jack explained the Aztec curse. “Immortality at the price of everything that makes life worth living.”

Cheri digested this with a frown. “Only something went wrong when you went for it.”

Jack looked distinctly uncomfortable before he nodded. “I was dieing,” he managed to get out. Jack knew pain, but the agony of that moment was coming back to him. Barbosa. No. Not Barbosa. He and Turner had put a true end to the pirate for kidnapping Liz and little Will. But someone in the crew had turned on him. Someone whose loyalties, if any, lay elsewhere.

“So, the curse is cued when the gold is physically removed from the chest. And, since I was the one who handled the inventory of the coins, I’m the only one cursed... besides you.”

“Right.”

“So, how do you break the curse?”

“Blood.”

“How much and whose?”

“Yours. Not a lot. A slash of the hand will do.”

“Bloody the coin, drop it into the chest with the rest and voila, broken curse?”

He nodded. “Basically.”

Cheri stood, stretched and gave him an old fashioned look. “Basically,” she prompted.

He gave her his best, engaging smile. It didn’t work. “Yours and mine might be ..”

“Intertwined. So my blood may not be enough. Might need a bit of yours as well.”

That netted a short, “I really don’t want to agree with you, but you’re right” sort of nod. The moon floated out of the clouds. Cheri took in the full glory of the curse in action.

“Interesting.” Jack sans his normal mortal look was a classic undead, decaying flesh and bone, clothes tattered and torn. Still, there was a definite feeling of personality about the look.

Jack, in his turn, frowned. Cheri was not a skeletal undead, although her skin seemed far tighter across her bones, her eyes sunken in, her mouth a thin, humorless line. It struck him as odd and he said so.

Cheri sighed audibly, leaned forward and whispered in his ear. “I’m already immortal.”

“That would explain it.”

Cheri almost laughed at his immediate acceptance of her status. There was a lot to be said for 17th century thought processes. To a man suffering a curse that made him essentially a walking dead man, there was nothing odd about someone claiming to be immortal in their own right.

“All right. First thing in the morning, I think it would be a good idea to see if I can be un-cursed.” She yawned. “Doesn’t seem to affect my need for sleep. I’m going home – oh, ok, actually I suppose that’s a case of we’re going to my home.”

Jack grinned and gave her a bow. The trip to her house was not as unnerving as the first one was. He was beginning to like this thundering beast between his legs. And hers, of course. That sent his mind chasing thoughts he wasn’t certain were quite politic. 

Her house was small for a rich man, but roomy and comfortably furnished. The overstuffed couch attracted him with its rich, soft fabric and firm stuffing. He threw himself down on it. It was more comfortable than most of the beds he’d slept in over the years. He found that he was tired as well, pushed his hat down over his eyes and settled in for a nap.

Cheri left the Captain sleeping on her couch and retired for the night. Her rest was not refreshing. Her dreams took her from ship to battle and back. Always, there was an elusive presence in the dreams, one she chased but could not catch. She awoke to the dawn with bird song full throated outside her open window. She had a momentary consideration of exploding puff balls of feathers to silence the little annoyances. Calmer thoughts reigned and she did not reach for her favorite .45 magnum to make the thought a reality.

Jack awoke to the smell of bacon and eggs and toast. He followed his nose into the kitchen. He thought it might be a kitchen as there were pots and pans and cupboards and Cheri seemed to be cooking. “Food?” he asked hopefully. 

“Here.” Cheri set a plate on the island counter for him. 

He inhaled deeply over it. Oh, yes. Food and lots of it. He pulled up a stool and dug in. It wasn’t quite as good as he’d hoped, but it was filling. The ale he washed it down with was a pale, almost tasteless brew. He suspected that it wasn’t just the curse that made it taste so. He became aware of Cheri watching him thoughtfully as she ate.

“What?”

“You’re a definite fish out of water, Captain.”

“Beg pardon?”

“You are a man over three hundred years out of time, Captain. Now that you’re here, what are you planning on doing?”

“Doing? I’m a pirate.”

“Not a good living these days. And a lot nastier than you seem to be.”

“I’m a pirate, love. It’s what I do, it’s who I am.”

“Why?”

“Because – I’m greedy.”

“Kim has more money than any dozen people can spend in a decade or more. You don’t need to find your own. Besides, the likelihood of you being able to commit piracy on the high seas today is pretty slim. You really don’t know enough about this time to survive.”

Jack tried to keep his ready understanding of the situation out of his face. He concentrated on his food and thought furiously. The wench was right about one thing, this time and place was foreign to him, more foreign than the Chinese of Singapore or the Japanese fishing villages he’d occasionally set foot in while he was scouring the Orient for a way to get back to the Caribbean and his ship. “You don’t think piracy’s a good idea?”

“No. I don’t. I don’t think you’re the sort of man who could steal everything a bunch of Asian refugees had and then scuttle the ship.”

“Why not?” Not that scuttling a ship sat well with him, any more than senseless killing did. But it was what pirates did.

“Because …. I don’t know. There’s just something about you that doesn’t mesh with the pirate legends. Captain Barbosa could sink a ship with survivors on it and think himself well rid of the witnesses. I don’t think you’d do the same thing.”

“Barbosa saw a lot of things differently,” Jack said quietly. “He was a rough man, a thorough one. He wasn’t a bad captain, just... I objected to him stealing my ship.” The comment sounded lame in his ears. But what else could he say? Under Barbosa the Black Pearl was the most feared pirate ship in the Caribbean. Under Jack’s command, well, it was the richest prize in the Caribbean, had anyone know what she transported, but not the most feared. Even Commodore Norrington had let the Black Pearl come and go without too much chase being given.

“Not much point in looting when you have the accumulated loot of ten years --------- whoa … “ she put a hand out to steady herself, her eyes becoming oddly unfocused. “That was odd.”

He cocked his head to one side and waited, curious to know what had happened.

“Double vision, as in two places at once … not fun. I think we’d best go see about breaking this curse.”

This time they took Cheri’s car. Another new experience for Jack who again firmly closed his eyes and let his companion take them where they were going. He was helping Cheri out of the car as Kim and Kit arrived. Jack was beginning to worry about Cheri’s reaction to the curse. It was unnatural. The thought made him grin even as he slid a supporting arm around the woman. What wasn’t unnatural about a curse?

Kit demanded to know what Jack had done, even as she and Kim shepherded the two of them up the steps and into the building. That got an old fashioned look from both Jack and Cheri.

“Back off!” Cheri snapped, the strange disorientation was getting worse and she wanted to get the cure over with. “The gold is cursed. Not Jack’s fault.” 

There was a snort from Kim. “Great. You would manage to find the one cursed item in the haul, wouldn’t you?” 

Kit led the way to the storeroom. Jack kept a helpful hand around Cheri’s waist as he shoved the lid off the crate and then stepped back to let Cheri break the curse. He was nervous and trying not to let it show. If the disorientation problem didn’t abate, he would have to add his blood to the breaking and he wasn’t certain he wanted to find out what happened when he did so. 

“You remove the gold from the chest to get caught. To remove the curse, you have to bloody a coin and drop it into the chest. Simple enough. Somebody find me a knife?”

Jack frowned. The obsidian knife he remembered was no longer in the chest. That bothered him. A lot of things were bothering him. He lowered Cheri into a chair next to the chest, dug in one of his capacious pockets and produced a dagger. As he handed it to Cheri, Kit thought she caught a glimpse of a caring human being beneath the swaggering façade. Then he was all pirate bravado again as he stepped back and waited for the answer to his question.

Kit reached over and poked him in the arm.  “When did you get so solid?”

“Don’t poke so hard.”

“Sorry.”

Cheri fished the coin out of her pocket, frowning at the saw toothed skull that leered up at her from the gleaming, intricately cast surface. She cut her hand, covered the coin in blood and was dropping it into the chest when the door opened again.

Kit and Kim both moved to stop the man entering the room as the coin dropped. Cheri caught a fleeting glimpse of a fair skinned face framed by longish dark hair that echoed that of the pirate at her side.

The coin hit its fellows. The world tilted, skewed and darkness took her down, leaving her companions to stare at her in dismay. Jack kept her from sliding bonelessly to the ground. The shock on his face kept the other two women at bay.

They rounded on the intruder who was surveying the scene, one elegant eyebrow raised. He was immaculately, properly suited, his left hand resting on the ornate silver head of a cane. In his right hand was a folded document bound in legally blue looking paper. 

He snorted lightly. “Precisely the sort of thing I suspected.” He gave Jack a look of loathing. “I’m looking for Ms. Kimberly Elkins.”

“You found me.” Kim was still looking belligerent. 

“Here. A cease and desist order.”

Kim scanned the document and laughed as she handed it to her daughter. She looked the man up and down measuringly, noting the slight blush this engendered.

“You have the advantage of me, Mr. ??”

“Sparrow. John Edison Sparrow. And would you please get that man out of his costume? There will be no homage to that cur, Jack Sparrow.”

“Captain Jack Sparrow,” came the automatic response.

John let loose a bark of harsh laughter. “Self proclaimed.”

Jack’s face hardened. “Earned, Puppy!” he spat back. “The Black Pearl is mine.” There was something about the quiet menace in Jack’s voice that caught John’s attention. For just a moment, as two sets of nearly black eyes met. There was an incredible amount of tension in the room.

