Futures Untold

Chapter 15

Cheri scowled at the sea and the ship following them as she and her crew labored to get a patch in place on the inside of the Black Pearl’s hull. A number of grumblers were engaged in hauling buckets of bilge water out of the ship and pouring it over the side into the choppy waters below.

Something was tickling at the back of Cheri’s mind. She hated it when things worked that way. There had to be an answer to what was lurking there, a way to get at whatever it was that was making her uneasy. Taking a crowbar to her head was not applicable. A couple of the men ducked to avoid the consequences of the scowl, never realizing that they were not the object.

Back in the present time, word came in from Kit and the hospital. The news was not good. Whatever was affecting Cheri was keeping her comatose with odd starts and fits of brain activity. The doctors were at a loss to explain what was happening to her. 

“The curse?” Kit offered unhelpfully.

“Probably, knowing Cheri. Unfortunately, the doctors here are 21st century types who don’t believe in curses. See if you can get some more information out of the pirate.”

Kit’s hazel gaze met Jack’s dark look over the phone. “OK. But I suspect the man is not going to like giving me the info, or the kind of thoughts my report engenders.”

“Falling for him?”

“Mom!” The chuckle on the other end was of the “gotcha” sort. Kit smiled in spite of her worries. “Mom, you’re evil.”

“Nope, just … well, never mind. There is this really good looking Doctor on the floor …. Kit …..”

Kit’s laugh was spontaneous at the comment. “I know, I know. It’s a figure of speech. I grew up with you, remember?”

“And only one of us seems to have successfully grown up, yeah. I’ll keep you posted. See what you can find out. The Doc’s are really baffled and …. Well … Cheri’s not doing well physically. Bye.”

Kit closed her cell phone with a serious look and a sigh.

“The lady be not doing well?” Jack’s tone was regretful, though it was hard to tell whether for her or himself. Kit’s look answered his question. He tried to harden his thoughts against what was fast becoming his only course of action. What was this Cheri to him, anyway? His memories of heat and tangled limbs and sheets answered that question for him. Somehow, they had met and loved centuries earlier. His memories expanded again. Not just lovers. Cheri was perhaps a fortnight’s fun in the sack, but she was more than that on his ship. Visions of the wench in the crow’s nest, on deck, her face smeared with black powder from the cannons and so very much enjoying what she was doing ……… adventure and loving gave her almost the same fiery look of exhilaration. Again he wondered what he’d done right to know such a woman for even the short time they were together. 

Then he wondered what had happened. Something ….. something odd ………..

The look of concentration on the pirate’s face kept Kit silent for the moment, a shake of the head keeping John from asking the obvious questions. Jack was chasing an elusive train of thought and Kit suspected it was important to her aunt’s survival.

While Cheri was taking down the level of water in the bilge and patching the hole in the Black Pearl’s side, Rivera was champing at the bit. She understood the need to be cautious with whatever was happening on the Black Pearl. Still, she hungered for her prey, hungered for vengeance on the pirate who had once before bested her.

Her second in command knew that feline look on his captain’s face. It did not bode well for whoever was on the receiving end. He did not know what lay between Rivera and the infamous Jack Sparrow, but it did not look as though Sparrow’s luck would hold this time. His own smile was not a nice thing to see. Soon enough, he would see the treasures that were whispered of in awe by the underbelly of the Caribbean. He would swim in gold and jewels and any woman he wanted would be his. 

Rivera saw the hot, black gaze of her second and made a mental note to see that he did not survive this raid. After all, seconds were easily come by, and this one was getting ideas above his station. Gold would buy her a dozen such, all more inclined to being faithful than this one.

Rivera indulged in two quick fantasies, Captain Jack Sparrow at her mercy, his crew dead around him and the luxury gold would purchase back in Europe. Rivera would retire from her blood-thirsty ways. She would purchase land and the servants that went with it. Perhaps she would purchase a title, the son of a noble house with name and title but nothing to show for it would be at her beck and call. Her generous mouth curved into an evil smile at the thought. With Sparrow’s infernal treasure she would have everything she desired.

On the Black Pearl, Cheri focused the telescope on the following ship. The captain was a tall, lean muscled, deep bosomed woman with a nasty look about her, or so it seemed from this distance. Barbosa in drag, she thought with an internal chuckle. Well, perhaps not quite, Rivera was, after all, far better looking than Barbosa could ever lay claim to being. But her soul was quite as black from what Cheri was hearing. Cheri was quite certain that it would not do to have Rivera take the Black Pearl. Unfortunately, there was no sign of Captain Ana Marie and her ship now. Without the threat of the second ship, and with Rivera’s canny staying just out of range of the Black Pearl’s cannons, it looked like the fight would be one of hand to hand combat after the Pearl was boarded, unless Jack or Oliver could come up with a plan.

She looked around and saw Jack with a dreamy expression on his face. Oliver just looked sulky. Treasure to purchase a kingdom in the hold and another pirate was going to snatch it out of his hands, after he and Jack’s crew had faced the jungle and an unnerving curse to acquire the king’s ransom in the hold. He met the other pair of green eyes on board and scowled. That was when Cheri grinned at him and he really began to worry.

“Captain, have ye a plan?”

“What?” Jack pulled his mind back to the problem off his stern. “Er … not exactly. Ye have something in mind, lass?”

“Well, it seems we have two options. Tortuga, or wherever you hide your treasure when you have too much to keep on board.”

“Aye. They’ll follow us either place.”

“How annoyed will the people of Tortuga be with a battle raging in the harbor.”

Jack laughed. “They’d be taking bets and figuring salvage.”

“And possibly firing on us also? Like dogs turning on one of their own?”

“Aye,” he agreed with a sigh. “”Tis not happy I be taking her straight to me treasure, luv.”

“No. But she doesn’t know about me. Or Oliver, exactly. She only knows that somehow you got a map and you achieved what she and her crew probably could not have done. Sail into your hidden port, Captain. Then let’s see what Oliver and I can do to turn the tables on the bitch captain behind us.”

Jack’s eyebrows rose, closely followed by Oliver’s. Cheri giggled and turned away. The looks were just too much. “Come on, Oliver. We need to do some thinking. How much longer until we reach port, Captain?”

“A day … day and a half,” Jack replied eyeing the darkening horizon ahead of them. 

“Give me a tall ship and a star to guide her by,” Cheri whispered as she moved past him. For just a moment their eyes locked and all the world was between them and around them for all time. Then the moment was gone and so was she.

