Wake-Up Call


Kitty Russell looked around her room.  Where to put him…  

“I don’t know little fella.  I can’t leave you on the bed, you’ll fall off,” she cooed and went back over to jiggle the baby bundled up in the blanket.  He giggled for her and bubbles started frothing up on his lips.  “That’s what I like to see, a happy baby.”
Going over to her dresser drawer she pulled it open to go ahead and get dressed for bed.  She wasn’t going to leave the baby up there alone for a moment.  If anything happened to him she’d have to answer to Matt, and she definitely didn’t want him to think she couldn’t handle a baby.  This would be a little test run for her.  If there were ever a day when Matt Dillon finally decided to give up the badge for good and settle down, she wanted to show him she could do it.  Babysitting for one night wasn’t such a hard task but every little bit counted.  As she picked the clean night gown out she realized the drawer would make a perfect basinet.  “Hey, would you be good in here?” she asked and looked back at the baby.  He was too busy trying to play with his toes to care what she said.  
Thinking it might be best to remove all the clothes before putting him in unless she wanted sopping wet undergarments the next morning, she unwrapped the blanket that Chester had him completely engulfed in and lined the drawer with it.  “Now, bubble boy,” Kitty instructed.  “We’re gonna put you in here to sleep for the night.  Will you be a good boy for Kitty till she gets dressed?”
With a kick of the legs the boy laughed.  “We’ll play a little bit when I get out of this outfit,” she promised.  
Soon he was being jostled and tossled as she bounced him up and down on her lap.  “Such a sweet little thing and no parents…” she mused with a sad sigh.  “I’m sure they loved you very much.”  The Thorpe baby didn’t seem to notice his predicament.  That would be a good thing she thought.  He’d never know the young couple who’d brought him in the world and Chester said Ma Smalley’d have him in the morning.  She was kind of old though to be raising an infant.  It was nice holding him, she thought.  The usual tinny music that filtered up to her room loud enough to wake the dead was absent and it was oddly quiet.  Moving him round so he sat back against her on her lap, she rocked him back and forth and hummed a little tune.  A knock interrupted her moment.  Setting the boy down in his quick made basinet, she went to the door, “Yes?”
“Matt,” came the voice from the other side of the door.  

She opened it with a smile, “Well, hello.”

Taking his hat off Matt stepped in and peeked at the baby in the drawer, “He looks fine, just fine.”

Producing a sack he handed it to Kitty, “Thought you might need this stuff.”

 Looking inside she found some diapers and a couple bottles, “Yeah this might be real helpful.  Chester said it was just for the night.”

“We’ll take him to Ma Smalley in the morning,” Matt repeated. 

“Are you sure she wants him?  Why didn’t you take him tonight?” Kitty asked concerned. 

“We thought she’d be more receptive after breakfast.  It’s nearly midnight you know,” Matt reminded and sat down in the overstuffed chair he usually took over when he came to her room.  

“I know.  What happens if she doesn’t want him?” Kitty pressed. 

“Look if it’s a problem to look after him I’ll take him back to the office.  Chester’s kinda attached to him,” Matt said.

“It’s not that.  I just want to know what you’ve got in mind.  Ma might not be able to take him.  She’s not the youngest woman in town you know.”

“Yeah that idea did occur to us.  But, well, unless you want him I don’t know what else to do except send him off to some orphanage.” 

Kitty went over to pick the boy up and hugged him close, “I wouldn’t mind having him so much.” 

“Really?” Matt asked astounded.  The idea of Kitty keeping the baby hadn’t even entered seriously into his head.  After all she was a business woman and ran a pretty lively place for a child to grow up in.  

“Well, like Chester said, I am a woman.  He said you said that.  Did you say that?” she challenged. 

“Sure I said that.  But your not just a woman,” he tried to explain.

“Oh?”

“Yeah you run a business and keep unusual hours,” Matt defended.  
“You’ve never complained about my unusual hours before,” she said a bit of fire popping up in the blue eyes.  

“Look I didn’t come over here to argue.  Is he a good baby?” Matt asked and shifted her attention back to the infant.  
She looked down, smoothed the baby’s hair down and kissed his forehead, “Just a doll.  Both his parents are dead?”

“Yeah, we were trying to get Mrs. Thorpe into town but she died on the way.  The baby doesn’t seem to have the spotted fever,” he reassured. 

“Oh I wasn’t worried about that,” she said.  The baby started to fuss suddenly and Kitty shushed him, “Shhh, did you and Chester feed him while you were bringing them in?” 
“Feed, no we didn’t.”

“Figures.  Will you watch him while I go heat this bottle up or do you want to do it?” she asked. 

It took Dillon a second.  “I’ll heat the bottle.”

“Why don’t you heat some coffee while you’re at it,” Kitty laughed.  

While he was gone Kitty checked the baby’s diaper.  He was still dry which was good.  “You’re such a good baby,” she was saying fifteen minutes later when Matt came back.  

“Just cause I went to heat the bottle?” Dillon teased.  

“You…  Hand me that,” she demanded and grabbed the bottle out of his hand.  Settling on the bed she had no trouble getting the boy to take the nipple, “What’s his name?” 
“Name?  Thorpe is his last name.  Don’t know what his first name is,” Matt replied sipping the coffee and sitting back to watch her.  He had to admit it was a sight to see, his woman feeding a baby.  She caught his quiet intense stare, “What?”

“Nothing,” he replied. 

“You were staring.  I’m doing it right aren’t I?” she asked.  She wasn’t that good with babies as little as this one.  

“You’re doing fine, just fine.  He seems to like you. But I’ve never seen a man yet who doesn’t take to you right off,” he pointed out.  

“They don’t all take to me.  It took you a long time remember?” 

“Oh I was just making sure you were ready for a real man,” he winked.  

“Oh please…  Baby boy,” she said addressing the baby, “don’t grow up to be a blow hard like most of the men around here.” 

“Blow hard huh?” 

“Sometimes you are.  You here for the coffee or the night?” she asked slyly looking up through the red curls.  

Dillon swirled the coffee around, “It’s not that good a cup of coffee.  I guess the night’ll have to do.”

“Well, I don’t think it’ll be too long.  He’s about to fall asleep nursing this bottle.  Poor little fella, had a hard day.  Lost both parents and got drug around to end up in a saloon,” she clucked and patted him lightly to try to keep the bubbles from getting too bad.  Kitty removed the bottle from his mouth and he didn’t even notice.  Getting up to put him in the drawer, she said, “Why don’t you get things ready?”
Matt didn’t have to ask what she was talking about.  He had the bed turned down and his gun belt and boots off by the time she finished tucking the boy in.  She stood looking over the infant in the low light.  It was all quiet downstairs; the Long Branch had closed down early since it was a pretty dull night.  Kitty was glad of that.  She didn’t want anything to wake the baby now that he was asleep.  A bar fight would be about the right thing to do it.  Dillon came up behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist breathed into her hair, and whispered in her ear, “Come to bed.”
She nodded against his chest.  One of the shirt buttons caught in her hair.  “Why do I always have to undress you?” she asked with a chuckle.

“Maybe I like the way you undress me?” he replied and led her away from the makeshift basinet.  Kitty undid each button with precision, planting kisses along the way.  Soon the shirt was off and she started working on the pants until they too were around Matt’s ankles so he just had to step out of them.  Sitting back so he was on the edge of her bed, Matt pulled her down with him.  She giggled, “We’ll have to be quiet, the baby…”
“Is dead to the world asleep,” he finished.  With a lusty growl he turned her under him began running a hand beneath the gown she wore to get her worked up.  She didn’t need a lot of encouragement.  She never had with him.  His attentions had her gasping for air and wanting more and more until she thought she’d burst from all the emotions.  She was at an edge and Dillon was with her so ready to go over they could barely stand it.  Just another moment….

“WAHHHHHHHHH!” the startling shriek instantly destroyed the world they’d been in.  It took them a moment to realize what it was and then Kitty was shoving at Matt, “Let me up… the baby.”
Rolling aside he tried to get his senses about him while she checked to see what was wrong.  Picking him up she smiled, “You want to change him or go get more coffee?”

Matt pulled on the pants that were on the floor, “I’ll go get more coffee…”  

It was going to be a long night.  

