Futures Untold

Chapter Twelve

Jack slid into that half drowse that a good soak in hot water sometimes engenders. He let his mind drift, not something an alert villain does very often, and Jack did think of himself as a villain. After all, he was a pirate. He’d flown the Jolly Roger and pillaged to his heart’s content …. Sort of. Captain Jack Sparrow did not always follow the conventions of piracy any more than he did those of the common place, ordinary persons of his time. With the treasure of the Isle de Muerte in his hold, the Black Pearl was free to go anywhere and do whatever the crew wished.

Which was why he had agreed to help that idiot Green in his quest for more gold. The more fool he for doing so. He licked his lips, wishing he had a good tankard of rum to go with the soak. His thoughts turned to Cheri again. She was a right one, even without her memory. He smiled as he recalled her wandering into his midnight thoughts.

She’d found him doing what he usually did around midnight, getting drunk. It helped pass the time on long voyages. Without ceremony, or asking, she twirled a chair around and straddled it, her eyes on him, forcing him to look at her. 

“Well, wench?”

She smiled. He wasn’t certain he appreciated the understanding in that smile. “So, just what are you trying to forget?”

That hit a nerve. Jack scowled at her. “What should I be tryin’ t’fergit? Nothin’.”

“Uh-huh.” The agreement was skeptical. “That might explain the amount of rum you’re guzzling, if we were safely ashore in Tortuga. A good time fueled by alcohol is understandable. We’re at sea. This is your ship.” She deftly poured a cup for herself. “We’re on our way to do something you and Green have agreed on and you’re getting soused around midnight every night while we’re on our way.” She lifted the tankard and drained it. For just a moment she regretted the gesture. This was undoubtedly the rawest rum she had ever encountered. 

Cheri blasphemed in three languages Jack didn’t recognize before she hit Cantonese. That one he understood. His grin showed his surprised appreciation of her command of language. She could tell that shock was warring with that approval as she grinned back. She topped up both their cups and waited.

“So, a woman, family or a child?” she finally prompted when Jack wasn’t forthcoming with the information she wanted.

“Life.”

“Life? Difficult to forget all of it. Unless you’ve got amnesia, of course.”

There was that cheeky grin. “How many languages do ye command, lass?”

“Sixteen … damn.” She blinked at her instant answer. “Gives me a lot to work with,” she finished with a chuckle. 

“Traveled a lot?”

Flashes of foreign cities and country sides answered that question. “It would seem so. Frustrating not to be able to just say yes or no to a question.”

“Is it? Ye’ve not enjoyed the bit o’ mystery?”

“Bit, Captain? I’ve more mystery now than I had when I awoke in your bed. Sixteen languages, a pistol feels right at home in my hand while a sword is functional but foreign? I abhor gowns, yet there’s something not quite right about breeches. I’m on one of the fastest ships on the sea, yet it feels … slow, somehow? You’re drinking yourself into oblivion and I’m the one who feels odd about it.” She downed some more rum. It felt less raw in her throat.

There was that devilish grin of his again. “We’ll solve what needs solving, love. For the rest … “ he raised his mug in salute, then downed the contents.

His answer made her chuckle. “Definitely a day at a time sort aren’t you?” He nodded, discovered the bottle was empty and frowned. Cheri caught his arm as he made to get up. “I’ve got a better idea,” she said softly.

Some time later, Jack was soaking in hot water lightly scented with spices. With his eyes closed he could pick out cinnamon, cloves, nutmeg and a faint underlying whiff of incense. He relaxed back in the water, back against the surprisingly soft hands working the kinks out of his shoulders. The last time he’d felt this soothed and relaxed was in Singapore …….. the thought galvanized him. Only Cheri’s hands on his shoulders kept him from practically levitating out of the tub.

“It’s ok. You’re safe,” she murmured, her lips soft against his ear.

He shuddered and let the tension slide out, looking up into her face as she bent over him. She looked serene until she grinned down at him. Following the grin with a light kiss that deepened into something hot and passionate, Jack let the past slide away in the pleasures of now. Some time later, they drifted to sleep in a tangle of sheets and sweat slicked limbs.

Jack awoke with a sense of well being followed by sudden worry. He was alone in bed. A small noise brought his attention to his night’s companion. A satisfied smile and a frown warred across his face. She smiled, tying off the long braid she was plaiting. 

“Don’t look so worried.” She could read his look as she crossed to the bed and sat on the edge. She took one of his slender hands, much cleaner than usual, in hers.

“Darlin’,” he started.

“Don’t. It’s all right. I’m not asking for anything you can’t give.” She refrained from laughing at his quizzical look. “Jack, I understand your ship and freedom come first.” She laid a finger across his lips to keep him silent. “It’s not a hardship. I’m not your normal hearth and home sort myself, or so I suspect. I enjoyed last night.” They smiled at each other. “But I’m more useful than that.” She stopped him from commenting again. “Let me finish. I can guard your back. I stand at your right shoulder. This undertaking is dangerous. So am I.” She spoke with complete conviction.

“I take it ye believe ye can sail under the orders of a pirate …”

“Like I have a choice?” She laughed then. “We seem to be more into adventuring at the moment than piracy.”

Jack shrugged. “Treasure is treasure.”

“And not all that glitters is gold. Deal, Captain?” She held out her hand.

“Deal,” he agreed, taking it. The gesture was a little marred by his immediately pulling her down own top of him and mussing her clothes with his subsequent behavior.

Some time later, a call of land ho roused the two of them. They hit the deck, along with Oliver who had been taking a nap in his quarters, to see the faint dark line on the horizon betokening land. 

“Sail Ho!” came the call from above. 

All eyes swiveled aft to see practically nothing on that horizon. Cheri pulled a collapsing telescope out of Jack’s pocket and put it to her eye. The speck behind them came into distant focus. Worn sails patched with colorful rags and a black flag bearing the skull and cross-bones of a pirate ship.

“Great. Another pirate.”

Jack took the telescope and put it to his eye. “Half a day behind us. The Black Pearl is the fastest ship in these waters.”

“Your second ship is not as fast. Have her peel off and head away.”

“To what purpose?”

“Split the target. If the ship behind us is after the treasure as well, Captain Ana Marie and her crew will be our back up should it come to a fight. I’d think twice before tackling two ships, especially as well outfitted for a battle as these two are.”

Oliver nodded. “There’s much in what she says. Send a signal?”

Jack considered his options. Rivera on their trail was bad. Ana Marie and her crew in reserve was good. He nodded. “Signal the Golden Girl, she’s to bear off north and use her judgment … “

“Aye, Cap’n,” came the acknowledgement.

The signal was passed and the Golden Girl changed course away from the Black Pearl. Captain Ana Marie and her crew were aware of the ship behind them. Ana Marie looked through her own telescope, considering her options. The Black Pearl was the fastest ship in the area, even without the curse that helped Barbosa and his crew. The Golden Girl was no match for the black ship. She might not be a match for the ship Rivera sailed. If both ships were engaged in combat, however … a roguish grin lit the woman’s face. Count on Jack to know the angles.

On the other ship, the first mate nodded in grim satisfaction. “Ye be right, Captain. Sparrow splits his forces to keep us off. Follow we the Pearl or the Girl?”

“The Pearl, Grimmaud. We do not want to get too close. They can do the work. We will take what we want once it is aboard the Black Pearl.”

“Aye, Cap’n.” Grimmaud looked quite satisfied with his Captain’s decision.

