Futures Untold
Chapter One

“It all started with a plane crash on a rocky volcanic intrusion of an island.” The man dictating frowned. That wasn’t exactly right. The story started much earlier, in the wild days of the Spanish Main when pirates, privateers and free traders vied with the British East India Company to capture the golden treasures of the area. He cleared his throat and started again. “My involvement started with a plane crash.


“Dramatic, but not exactly true,” came a comment from behind him as a couple of warm arms slid around his neck from behind. A decided chin came to rest on top of his head.

He shifted to look up into her improbably green eyes and gave her a wry look. “At least it’s not writing gibberish when I talk any more,” he pointed out reasonably; trying very hard to ignore the response the hot look in those eyes was arousing in him.

She shifted around the chair to straddle his legs. A wicked grin curved her lips. Damn her. He gave up all pretense of trying to look at the computer screen and wrapped his arms around her. “Did you want ……” Coherent speech and thought ceased for a moment as their mouths met hungrily.

A chuckle drew them apart. Cheri looked over his head to the tanned, outrageous figure leaning against one side of the doorway. Black rimmed eyes danced with amusement, a smile curving his mouth under the moustache. He straightened, the smile vanishing, nodded and faded into the darkness beyond the door.

A sigh escaped the man beneath her. “I do wish he wouldn’t do that.”

She looked down into the nearly identical eyes in a paler face and smiled gently. “He’ll get things together soon enough. It’s been a rough couple of centuries. Now, where were we ….?”

“Not here,” he objected. He appreciated the sensuous movements as she moved off of his lap and extended an inviting hand to him. Taking it, he left his dictation for a while.

Some time later, John Sparrow sat down to try dictating his story again. With a wry grin, he corrected where he started his part of a story that began over four centuries before with Cortez and a chest of cursed Aztec gold.

Two years ago, an aged but well maintained Piper Cub skimmed out of the sky over a volcanic island, engines sputtering and finally dieing. The pilot, calling out a mayday as she fought to keep the plane aloft, found her radio filled with static. She could not be certain that the call for help was getting through. Shades of the Bermuda Triangle, she thought as she set down on the jagged rocks of the island.  This was not how she had planned to spend her vacation in the Caribbean.

Kitrin Elkins, daughter of Kimberly Elkins and heir to Kimberly Elkins International, Inc., looked at the desolate landscape and sighed. Mom would not be happy with this adventure. The trim, honey blonde woman stepped out of the cockpit to check the damage to the plane. That was some expensive damage. The undercarriage and landing gear were sadly crumpled. The body was scraped, but not holed. That was good. Landing gear could be replaced pretty easily once the plane was rescued. 

She frowned at the spur of rock she stood on. Then again, getting the plane to a rescue ship could be interesting, to put it mildly. She pulled out the emergency kit and turned on the homing beacon; setting aside the flares for when there was a chance they might be noticed by a passing plane. She tried the radio again. It was working, but still there was no answering signal.  There was no way she could have hit the area of disturbance known as the Bermuda Triangle. None at all. She checked her maps and confirmed that her heading was nowhere near the Triangle. 

She pulled on a windbreaker, broke out a sandwich and a bottle of water from her cooler and went walking. The island looked small from the air, but that could be deceptive. She confirmed her first impression of volcanic, although the sharp edges of cooled lava were beginning to soften from wind and water exposure. There was dark dirt and sand in the nooks and crannies, and the beginnings of vegetation from wind and sea borne seeds. She decided the island couldn’t be more than a few centuries old due to its still barren look. 

A couple of hours walk took her to a cliff overlooking a black sand beach that seemed inaccessible from the cliffs. As there wasn’t a way down to the sand that didn’t look to include mountain climbing gear and lots of scrapes and scratches, Kit decided to leave visiting it until she was rescued.  She continued walking for another hour before returning to the plane for the night. The radio still gave only static response to her mayday calls. 

Night fell, a little cooler than she had anticipated. Fog rolled up from the water, shrouding the island. Kit was grateful that the heater in the little plane still worked. She pulled a couple of thick fleece throws and two thermal blankets out of the storage beneath one of the rear seats and spent a warm, if not entirely comfortable, night in the plane. 

Sunrise burned away the fog. The extra warmth awakened the Kit. She yawned, stretched and clambered out of the plane to work out kinks and take care of morning business as she admired the golden glow of the day. She checked the beacon to make certain it was working, tried the radio again and sat down to wait. 

Morning waned into afternoon. Restless, Kit turned north to explore more of the rock on which she’d landed.  This time she took a backpack to carry water, of which the island didn’t seem to have any but the sea surrounding it, her last sandwich, a military rations packet, a flashlight and flares, just in case help arrived and she wasn’t back at the plane.

The north end of the island included a stretch of lava and coral reefs. The sun had yet to burn the fog bank inside the arms of the reefs away. She walked out along the cliffs as far as she could and looked down into water as clear and blue as that of Bermuda and the other islands. From her vantage point she could see fish swimming lazily around the reefs. Not fish, sharks, she realized, hammerhead sharks. She wondered if this was a normal area for them. Then she realized that they were not swimming around just the ragged edges of the reefs, but around and through the remains of more than a dozen wrecked ships. She lay down on the edge of the cliff, wishing for binoculars or a telescope. At this distance all she could make out were the black blotches of broken hulls sitting in the sand and across the reef outcroppings.

Something about the wreckage made her shiver. What could have driven so many ships to this island to end here, their crews drowning as the ships broke up on the rocks? She had no illusions about the sailors on those ships being able to swim to shore. There was no shore, only rocks and death.

She walked back along the ridge of cliff. The fog was gone now, revealing a snug anchorage inside the arms of reef. The cove was not very large. Two ships might have occupied it without running afoul of each other. Then Kit sat down abruptly, her mouth dropping open, as she took in the skeletal masts and ancient hull of the ship sitting just about centered in the cove. The ship was black from her ornate bowsprit to the stern. Three masts lifted skyward like the fingers of a skeleton. Shreds of sails hung limply from her cross pieces. Kit closed her eyes and shook her head to clear the phantom from her sight. When she opened them again, it was still there, the ghost of a ship at anchor in the silent port.

Kit closed her mouth and got to her feet determined to find a way down to that ship. If it was here, there had to be a way to get to it. She spent the rest of the day exploring the ragged cliff faces for some sign of passage down to the water. There was none. She made her way back to the plane as darkness closed in trying to figure out why the hell anyone would make anchorage in that cove if there were nothing on the island to be there for or any way to get to it if there was.

As she climbed into the cockpit, on answer occurred to her. If the ship and its crew were hiding from something, or someone, it was a snug berth if you knew your way in past the reefs. She sat in the plane, under her blankets, trying to identify the type of ship and just exactly when it might have sailed through the treacherous passage into the cove. With no fresh water source, which was beginning to worry at the back of her mind, and no food source she could find, why put into the cove? If they were hiding from searchers, what kind of searchers would be looking for a ship like that? A black ship with tattered sails, the thought came to her. Wasn’t there something in all that tedious history her Aunt Cheri tried to teach her about black ships? Pirate ships, maybe? 

She considered this. Ok, there were the remains of a pirate ship sitting in a quiet cove, surrounded by wrecks and reefs, near an island with nothing to recommend it to anyone, unless you needed a lot of pumice. She fell asleep still puzzling and wondering what was taking her mother so long to come rescue her.

Morning arrived with stiff muscles and a crick in her neck that did not want to go away. She popped a couple of painkillers to help work out the crick, drank a half liter of water and decided that maybe fresh fish would be good to add to her diet if she was going to be here much longer. She looked for a good place to set up a water still in the rocks. They heated up nicely during the day and with the moisture in the air, should manage to provide her with enough drinking water to keep her alive for a while.

There was still the question of how to get down to the water in the cove. She added a rope to her backpack and went straight to the cove. The cliffs were not as steep here and with a little work, she could get down to the water. She hoped high and low tide didn’t make much difference in getting back up. She frowned at the fog bank sitting on the water, surrounding the ship. What if the ship was a mirage? What if it was actually sitting on the bottom, luring in unwary travelers? Kit made a rude noise. What travelers? There hadn’t been anyone here in a long time. Probably not since that ship anchored here. If the ship were as seaworthy as it looked, maybe it would provide shelter for her until the rescue party arrived. It was beginning to look like it might take search and rescue a while to find her.

The fog dissipated as Kit worked her way slowly down the rock face until she could see that the water just below her was clear of the kind of rock fall that so frequently littered the water edge of cliffs. She played out the rest of the rope until it dangled into the water and slid down until she was floating. The face of the cliff was worn below the water, but it was still rough. Rushing waves could easily destroy a human against that surface. She was thankful that the cove was sheltered, the sea calm as she released the rope and turned to swim slowly toward the ship. It was not a mirage. She could see the black bulk of the hull clearly, although the water right around the ship seemed oddly dark. She dismissed the illusion as a reflection of the black hull.

As she moved closer, she could see fish swimming in the water. That was a good sign. The sun shone down on the dark hull, highlighting the growths on the underside. Now she could see banks of barnacles and limpets attached to the hull and to each other, destroying the clean water cleaving lines of the hull beneath the water. Seaweed, anchored to the wood, streamed out around the hull, darkening the water. She worked to stay clear of entanglement as she shivered, suddenly cold as she felt the immense sense of age surrounding the ship

Ancient ropes dangled down the side of the ship. She took a deep breath and grabbed one of the rope ends, suppressing a shudder at the slimy feel. The rope broke apart as she placed tension on it. Great. The end rolled against the curve of the hull about five feet above the water line. Treading water, she looked at the curve above her again and began to make out holes and dents in the wood. Not only was the ship old, she was battered. 

Kit found some handholds just above the water line. Glad she had worn her shoes into the water, she worked her way up the side of the ship. Rotted wood came away under her fingers in places. She had to be very careful as she climbed. By the time she clambered over the rail at the top, she had a number of splinters in her hands. She carefully lowered her weight to the deck and was relieved when the wood beneath her feet held. 

She worked the splinters out of her hands before going any further. Infection could maim or even kill in a place like this. Her first thought on looking around was that her Aunt Cheri would kill for a find like this. Her second thought was that a falling out among the crew had not been very intelligent. Skeletons littered the deck. Either there were no survivors, or not enough to take care of the bodies, leaving them where they fell. For just a moment, she considered the terror of some bacterial or viral malady striking the crew all at once. Then she noticed the rusted blade of a sword still shoved through the ribcage of one skeleton and decided her first analysis was probably correct. 

As she moved with due care across the deck toward the cabins at the aft end of the ship, she wondered what had driven the crew into such a frenzy of killing. Gold and silver glimmered here and there in and around the bones. Rings, chains and bracelets that had adorned these men in life, remained with them in death. She shivered at the viciousness of the fight that ended the lives of this crew. 

The familiar glow of the light lifted her spirits. A dilapidated sailing ship in the dark wasn’t her first pick for where to spend the night, but it was better than being dead. The light shown on rusted metal. Cages. The brig? Possibly. The cages were large enough to hold several men. The light played across the flooring beneath her, slightly awash with water. Not a good place to stay, she decided. 

Carefully, she worked her way around the area until she found the steps leading upward. These she tackled slowly, making certain there would be no sudden descent due to the wood giving way beneath her again. 

The next level was apparently the galley. She hoped it was the galley. There was a heavy table on its side and bones that did not look human mixed in with heavy metal plates and bowls. She located a door that fell away from its hinges at her touch, scaring her badly before she realized age and rot were responsible for the door nearly falling on her, not some skeletal hand. She walked over the door and moved out into another area with more steps leading upward. Then she was out on deck. The moon, full and pale, slipped out from behind the clouds just as she stepped out. The effect was startling. Bathed in the pale light, the ship looked ominous, the bones that glimmered white here and there sending strange shivering signals to the most primitive part of her being. 

She wasn’t quite sure why she retreated into what she was calling the captain’s cabin. It felt sheltered and safe, in spite of the light breeze coming through the window frames. There she swept away the debris of the long since disintegrated mattress on the bed frame, pulled out the heavy gowns and material lengths in the chest and made a warm nest for herself. She nibbled at her rations and drank sparingly of her water until she fell asleep.

She roused about daybreak from dreams troubled by shadowy figures always fighting and visions of a death’s head cast in gold.                                                                                                                     

