Batman of the Future Fanfic 5- Lost

Carlotta yawned and opened her eyes sleepily. She glanced at the digital alarm clock on the bedside table. 3: 55AM. She sighed and wondered what had woken her. Terry’s arm was around her waist, she could feel his breath against the back of her neck. Neither of these things could have woken her, she felt most comfortable like this. It comforted her, reminded her that Terry was alive. Her worst nightmare was him dying while out fighting crime. It terrified her, so she took comfort in the reminders that he was still there. She looked at the baby monitor, which was next to the alarm clock. It was making a faint hissing noise, static. Their 6-month-old son, Richard Terry Wayne McGinnis, was fast asleep. Carlotta smiled sleepily, remembering how long it had taken her and Terry to think of a name. In the end they’d taken Carlotta’s father’s name, as he had helped Batman so many times as Boy Wonder, Terry from the current batman and because he was the child’s father and Wayne from the old batman, Terry’s mentor and father figure, who had also become almost like Carlotta’s father too when Dick was killed by Jokerz. 

She sighed and again wondered what had woken her. After spending a few minutes hearing nothing by static and Terry’s gentle snores, she decided that Terry must have said something in his sleep and that had woken her up. She sighed and closed her eyes. Just as she was about to fall asleep, something clicked in her brain.

The baby monitor only made that static noise when the other end had been switched off. 

‘OK, nothing to worry about. The batteries probably ran out.’ Carlotta thought as she stood up and slipped her bathrobe on over the t-shirt and boxers (Terry’s) that she’d worn to bed. She walked silently over the door and quietly opened it. Terry didn’t even move. She walked down the corridor to the baby’s room, her feet not making a sound on the carpet. She got the door and slowly opened it.

Terry sprang awake. Carlotta was screaming somewhere. The baby’s room. He raced out of their bedroom and down the corridor. He skidded to a halt when he got to the door. Carlotta was standing next to the cot, staring at a small lump in the cot. She looked at Terry, her face white as a sheet.

“Terry…” She whispered, and held up the thing in her hands. It was a blue teddy bear Dana had bought for their son. The cot was empty. “Someone’s got our baby…” 





**3 days later**

Carlotta was curled up in the rocking chair in the baby’s room, staring out the window, her eyes were dark from lack of sleep. Terry leaned against the door and watched as his mother tried to coax her into having something to eat. Carlotta just shook her head, not speaking a word. He could understand her worry, her fear, he was going through this too, but at least he was eating.

“Yeah, but it’s different for Carlotta, she’s a mother and a fighter, she feels that she should have protected him better because she’s a fighter.” Max said. Terry blinked.

“I didn’t realise I’d spoken out loud.” He said quietly. Max smiled supportively.

“It was very quiet, I don’t think anyone else heard.” She said. Mary McGinnis was out of the room and closed the door behind her.

“She refused to eat anything I’m afraid Terry. Do you want me to make you anything? A sandwich?” She asked. Terry shook his head.

“No thanks Mum, you should go home. You look tired.” He said. Mary shook her head.

“I wouldn’t be able to sleep even if I did go home. I think I’ll ring the police and see if they’ve come up with anything.” She wandered off. Terry sighed. Max looked at him.

“Terry…why haven’t you gone out to look for these people?” She asked as they started walking towards the stairs. Terry sighed. He’d been waiting for that question to come up.

“Because he’s afraid that if he goes out. He’ll miss the kidnappers ringing up and then we’ll never see our son again.” Came Carlotta’s voice. Terry and Max turned. Carlotta was standing in the middle of the corridor, her arms folded, Terry recognised the determined and angry look on her face. She was going to go out. 

And he was going to go with her.

“Max, stay here on the computer. If Mum asks where we are tell her we went for a walk to clear the cobwebs.” He said as he and Carlotta hurried down the stairs.

“Hey Max, this is Dark Shadow reporting in. Nothing yet. Has the phone rung?” Carlotta’s voice came over the com-link.

“Not yet. Sorry. Batman says he’ll meet you at the old town when you’ve finished.”

“OK, thanks.” Carlotta sped up on her motorbike. She followed directions to the old town and soon found Terry outside the ancient Wayne Corp. building. She stopped the bike and climbed off. 

“Found anything?” She asked immediately. Terry nodded and pointed at the door silently, he was dressed in his normal clothes instead of the Batsuit. It took Carlotta two minutes to change her suit for a t-shirt and jeans. They both walked up to it, pushed it open and walked in.

The first thing Carlotta heard was a lullaby. It was echoing around the main entrance. She hurried towards the stairs, Terry following her. Up two flights. The song got louder with each passing step. 

They got to the 3rd floor. The voice was coming from a room two doors down. They carried on walking. When they got to it. They hid, one on either side, then Terry slowly pushed it open and they both stepped into the room. 

It had been made into a makeshift nursery. A few pieces of coloured glass were hanging from the ceiling as a mobile. An ancient cot was in one corner of the room. There were several tins of powdered milk and some bottles next to the cot. In the centre of the room a woman was rocking something in her arms. A baby. She turned, saw Terry and Carlotta and smiled, then looked down at the baby.

“There you are, I said your Mummy and Daddy would be here soon.” She said, smiling. Carlotta paused, shocked, she had been ready to beat this woman into a pulp. Now she wasn’t so sure, the woman was obviously mentally unstable, but she’d looked after Richard by the look of things. Instead Carlotta took several steps forward, holding her arms out.

The woman smiled and placed the baby in Carlotta’s arms. It was Richard! It really was! Carlotta felt like she was going to cry as she held him close. The woman smiled.

“I’m very sorry. I love children. But all mine died. I know I was wrong. But I knew you would come looking, and if you hadn’t I would have taken him back. I just missed holding a baby in my arms.” The woman explained. Terry frowned and walked over to Carlotta and the woman, ready to arrest this stranger who had kidnapped his son. But before he got close, the woman turned and ran towards the window. 

“NO!” Carlotta shouted. The woman jumped, crashing through the glass and fell two floors to the street below. Carlotta closed her eyes and held her son to her. He started crying. Terry edged toward the window and looked down. Then sighed sadly and led Carlotta, with their son, out the door.

The End

