
TITLE: The Obsession (Baby)  
WORD COUNT: 783 
PROMPT: Melody, Words, Obsession  
 
 
 
 
Johnny Fisher stood in the darken room waiting for his eyes to adjust, his ears stood at attention, 

listen for any strange noise that would alert him to  danger.  

“Get control of yourself, Johnny, he heard himself say. He drew in several quick breathes, trying 

to stop his heart from racing.  He took careful steps, dragging his feet so he wouldn’t step on 

anything or  knock over anything in his path.  He knew they was in the house, asleep. It wouldn’t 

be good if he awaken them.  He never wanted to hurt anyone or be hurt.  He suddenly stopped, 

his feet hit something. 

“Thank goodness nothing fell,” Johnny said, bending down to feel about the floor to feel what 

his foot touched.  “A shoe.”  Johnny picked up the shoe and felt around for the other one.   There 

is always a mate, he thought, if she kick off one the other would be  inches away or at least no 

more than several feet.” 

He felt around for several minutes, nothing.  He got on his all fours and made a wider sweep. 

Nothing. He decided that if the other shoe wasn’t in his path that wouldn’t be a problem for him. 

His only concern was tripping over it. He placed the shoe in hand out of his way. 

Now that his eyes had adjusted to the darkness he look around the room.  A sliver of moonlight 

peaked through a small opening in the curtain. He could see a mirror in the far left corner of the 

room.  The blackness of the flat screen television reflected a dull fragment of light.  He saw an 

opening, a doorway.  He headed in that direction.  

Cluck! 

Something hit the far wall outside the opening.  

Shit! Johnny froze. 

Fool! Fool! He repeated softly as he hurriedly removed himself from the middle of the room to a 
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new position behind the closest wall.  After standing there for what seem like hours, sweat begin 

to drip down his face. “Now what, he pondered, is all this worth it?  Seconds passed. “Hell yes.   

Move your ass, Johnny.” 

Johnny’s new found nerve gave him the gut to walk silently into the hall, approaching the stairs 

he paused a half a minute, turn his head, perked his ears to listen for any noise.  Silent.  He step 

on the first step of a set of stairs.  He felt brave and relax now.  

“I am half way there. This will soon be over, Johnny said with confidence, Sure thing, piece of 

cake, just take getting use too.” 

The carpet on the stairs quieted the sound of Johnny descending the steps.  Johnny moved down 

the stairs carelessly fast, he stepped off the last step. 

Quack! “What the hell!  Shit!” Johnny froze again, took a quick look around, peeping into the 

darkness, listening, and standing at alert. His heart beating a mile a minute. 

“Calm down Johnny boy, don’t panic.”  Johnny easy his foot off the rubber toy.  Quack. Whish. 

The toy re/inflate. 

“Cal, always leaving his toy in the floor.  Mom has told him to always put his toys back in their 

container when he finish playing with them. He never listen,” Johnny whispered under his 

breathe, talking to Cal in wasting words.” Johnny got back to his task at hand.  He pushed the toy 

to the side with his foot, turned the corner stretched out his arms feeling for the opposite wall.  

He moved along the wall until he found the knob to the closet, open the door,  stepped inside, 

closed the door and turn on the light.  He smile, his obsession, his love, he hugged it to his chest, 

loving it as if it was a female. 

“You make the best melody, Baby.” This is Baby, his love.  

“When I blow you, the sound you make, move me.” Johnny trumpet was his obsession. He 

reached up and turned off the light, open the door, step into the darkness once again and cross the 

entrance to the front door carefully. 
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“Home Safe”, he thought. 

He grab the front door knob and open the door. The bright light of the motion light illuminated 

his body.  He couldn’t see the two figures standing there.  The darkness temporary blind him.  

Johnny, where do you think you are going?  The female said with a sting to her voice. Johnny 

was speechless.  His eye now adjusted to the light. 

“Mom!  Dad!  I.. I.. though you were in b..bed upstairs. 

“Obviously,” said mom pushing Johnny back inside as Dad removed Baby,  Johnny’s obsession 

from under his arm. 

Johnny’s night with the Melody Gals’ Band would have to wait another night.  

 

THE END 
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