Futures Untold

Chapter 8

Cheri’s nose twitched as she slowly regained consciousness. Someone was snoring. There was the earthy smell of a human body of the not frequently washed kind. A male voice muttered something indistinct. Her eyes flew open as she sat bolt upright, ricocheting her head off the cabin wall as she did so.

The flurry of movement and sound sent the man beside her off the bed onto the floor, scrabbling for a weapon, his sleep and rum fuddled brain groping for consciousness and clarity. A choke of distinctly female laughter stopped his wild movement. He turned to meet a pair of disconcertingly green eyes gazing at him.

By this time, Cheri had grabbed up the bed sheet to present a not quite so naked front. She rubbed the sore spot on the back of her head and waited.

“Who the hell are you?” Jack demanded.

While the question did not bode well for a beginning on this relationship, the answer hovered on the tip of her tongue. Unfortunately, it disdained to fall off and out of her mouth. She closed her mouth after a moment of struggling silence and settled for a shrug of her shoulders indicating she couldn’t remember that piece of information at the moment. 

With a sinking feeling, he asked how she got there. As he expected, this was equally unanswerable. Not that he was averse to having a woman in his bed, he just generally liked to have some clue how she got there. Especially when the bed was several days out to sea and headed for high adventure.

There was a knock at his cabin door, followed closely by a voice. “Jack. You awake yet?” Jack looked uncertainly from the woman to the door and back. Was he awake? “Confound you, you pirate, wake up!”

“I’m up, I’m up,” came the answer. Jack’s mouth seemed to have fallen into autopilot mode.

The door opened, admitting the tall, lean form of Oliver Green. Gone was the richly brocaded coat and vest of his usual raiment. Both were replaced by serviceable homespun and leather. He looked almost as rakishly attractive as Jack as he stopped to inspect the scene before him. He closed the door behind him and frowned. While Jack and a woman was not an unlooked for combination, Oliver did not recall having seen the black haired wench before this. The Black Pearl was small enough; he thought he’d have noticed such a striking woman, even disguised. Green eyes of that exact depth of color were not the norm. 

Jack was looking from the woman in his bed to his partner and back in a manner calculated to cause comment. Eventually his brain would get around to making that comment. He grabbed his boots and pulled them on before getting to his feet and dragging on the rest of the clothes he had not slept in. Feeling much better put together, except for the marvelous pounding hangover headache that was not helped by the mystery of the woman in his bed, he sat down and waited for further developments.

Cheri broke the silence. “Ok, we’ve established that I’m on the clueless side as to name and method of arrival, don’t tell me both of you have amnesia as well as bad manners …?”

“Sparrow. Captain Jack Sparrow,” Jack responded automatically. 

“Captain,” she acknowledged him with a friendly nod, then turned that unnerving gaze on Oliver. “And you are?”

“Oliver Green,” he drawled. He was not surprised when something of recognition flickered through her eyes and faded. He thought she was annoyed at the loss of something she’d almost recognized. 

“Oliver Green,” she repeated, locking the name in her memory. 

Jack was looking from one to the other with a frown. “You wouldn’t know who she is?”

The question startled Oliver. “Why would I know?”

In answer, Jack jerked his head to indicate the lady. 

Oliver looked her over and realized that there was a strong resemblance in their coloring. “I have no living relatives,” he answered. “Certainly, I would remember one as lovely as this lady.”

He was lying. Cheri knew this as certainly as she knew her own name. Which, at the moment, she didn’t. “No son to carry on the line?” she asked dryly. Yep, there was the flicker she knew so well. Green was hiding something.

“Not yet.”

“Well, you’re young. There’s time. Even a pirate can find a lady willing to take him on, I suspect.”

“And what makes ye think we be pirates, lass?” Jack asked, suddenly alert.

She turned the full power of her most innocent look upon him. “Captain Jack Sparrow,” she shot back with a grin. “Not military, no uniform. Not merchant, not ostentatious enough. Pirate. I dunno it just seems to fit, somehow.”

“How did you get here?”

For just a moment, a vision of a gleaming golden skull danced in her head. Then it was gone, leaving behind no answers. She shrugged her shoulders again. “I woke up here. Startled me no end. Usually I remember going to bed with the person I wake up with … That didn’t sound exactly right,” she added with a laugh. She focused on Jack. “Wait a minute, you’re asking me how I got here? You don’t remember either?” The answer was on his face. “Fascinating. Can’t imagine both of us being  ... We’re moving.” It suddenly dawned on her the minute movements her body had recognized were not those of a stationary room. 

Neither man recalled having seen a woman move exactly that way as Cheri extricated herself from the bed, neatly twisting the sheet around her toga style as she went to the windows at the stern of the ship. Throwing one further open, she looked out at the sea. From the look of the wake, they were moving at a fair speed. The day was calm enough; she hadn’t immediately realized she was on a ship. There was no thrum of engines in the wood beneath her feet. 

“We’re at sea.”

“Aye.”

She collapsed, seated, onto the floor. Both men started forward. The blank, bewildered look on her face pulled them. They exchanged a look of decision and understanding. Cheri might be trouble, but, for the moment, they would treat her with kindness.

“How the hell did I get here?” Cheri echoed Jack’s earlier question.

“Don’t be troubling yourself about that now. Ye be here. We’ll puzzle out the manner of it in time.”

Jack offered her his hand. She took it and got back to her feet, the sheet slipping a bit as she did. “Thanks. Uhm, does someone have some spare clothes I could borrow? Sheets are a bit unreliable.” She tugged the one she was wearing into a slightly less revealing configuration.

“We’ll find something.”

“And food. I’m famished.”

Back in the lab, there was much confusion. Cheri was unconscious, barely breathing, not a situation Kim had often encountered with her friend. The eerily identical looking men stood back and gave Kim and Kit room to check on Cheri. 

“Mom, she’s stopped breathing.”

“What?”

“Breathing. Stopped. I’ll CPR, you call medical.”

To Jack’s eyes, Kit’s actions were strange. John found them reassuringly normal for someone who had just quit breathing for no apparent reason. He found a chair and sat down, easing the stiffness in his leg. Whatever was going on, his accusation of “dramatics” seemed unjustified. The two women were obviously worried and with good reason.

That led his gaze to the amazing figure of the pirate. Jack returned the gaze for a long moment until he found something else of interest to look at. Neither spoke until after the paramedics came and left, bearing Cheri and Kim along with them. That left Kit to face the intruder.

“Now. I believe you said your name was John Sparrow.”

“Yes.”

“And you had some sort of order to deliver?”

He handed over the official looking document he’d picked up from where Kim dropped it when Cheri went down. “Cease and desist order.”

“Dare I ask just exactly what you are asking us to cease and desist?” She scanned the pages swiftly. Then she burst out laughing. “This is a joke.”

“No, it is not. The name of Sparrow will not be invoked, nor will there be any mention of his family.”

“Mr. Sparrow, Captain Jack Sparrow is a historical reality. If we have found his treasure and the remains of the Black Pearl as we believe we have, there is no reason to ignore his existence.”

“I will not have my family name bandied about ….”

“Bandied??? Sparrow was the captain of the pirate ship that terrified the Spanish Main for ten years under Barbosa. The accumulation of treasure on the Isle de Muerte is  ... unbelievable. The historical value of this find is incalculable.”

“While the tourist attraction ability of the island is quite calculable,” he interrupted dryly. “Captain Jack Sparrow, regardless of his historical place, is also my ancestor …” Jack’s eyebrows rose at that. “And I am not going to allow him to do any more damage to that family than he already has.”

Both Kit and Jack looked confused. “What kind of damage can a dead pirate do?”

John sighed. “Jack Sparrow married and abandoned one of my ancestors. She was pregnant and died while he was gone. He never came back. He abandoned her.”

Kit saw one of those almost lost looks on Jack’s face as his mouth worked to find words. “That doesn’t make it your right to keep us from citing the historical figure. Just makes him that much more of a rotter, doesn’t it?”

“The family ….”

“Stodgy. Always was.” Jack’s sudden interjection took the other two by surprise. 

“Who are you and how the hell would you know?”

“He’s researched the family to play the part. He’s quite good, don’t you think?” Kit intercepted Jack’s attempt to introduce himself. Explaining the existence of Jack Sparrow in current time was not something she really wanted to do. Not at all. 

Jack, recognizing her apparent desire not to tell this fool who he was talking to, became interested in something else entirely before he said anything they’d both regret. Captain Jack Sparrow knew when to hold his tongue, yes he did.

“As to our use of the Captain’s name, I’m not sure this restraining order will hold up. Mom will refer it to legal and we’ll see what happens.”

“Fair enough. By the way, who was the dark haired woman?”

“That? Oh, that was Dr. Cheri Yuconovich.”

“The archaeologist?”

“You know the name?”

“Hobby of mine. I follow New World finds.”

“Ah.”

