Boy, With the Awkward-sized Head

By: Me

     I woke up with a head-ache, still hurting from my odd dream; I laughed a little and stopped. It was 7:54, I was late for school. I quickly got dressed, grabbed my backpack and ran down stairs, and hollered: “Bye mom!” And I darted out the door, barley catching the bus.

     My bus ride is about an hour and I usually keep myself occupied by sharing stories with my friend Kevin, and he was gone sick.

     “Well Anthony, looks like Kevin’s gone today.” a voice teased.

     I looked up, it was Kevin’s little sister: Kira.

     “Yeah, well, go lick your friend.” I replied.

     Kira stuck her tongue out at me, and sat down. I was planning to tell my friend Kevin of my dream, but he’s gone, so how about I tell you. WARNING: This story contains randomness and Hilariousnessicity not at all for the feint heart, or a jerk-off who’ll give it a bad rating.
*
*
*

     I was upside-down above a pit of lava, being held up by a connection of Legos. The sick little moron behind this, a huge Rambo like renegade bunny.
     “You’re going down George Washington.” The Bunny said.

     “What in the name of a religious prophet are you talking about!?” I asked.

     He pulled the lever, and I fell; but I belched, and I flew into the air, and landed by the Bunny. The Bunny then put a sidearm to my head.
     “What are goanna do?” I said “shoot me?”

     “Well that was the plan,” He said.

     Out of the blue, someone squished his head, and flowers spewed everywhere. Then when I looked up, there was Spider Man!

     “Everybody gets one!” he said, and swung off.

     I got up and shouted back: “Come back and help me you Dipstick!”

     Then I turned around and walked towards the door. It automatically opened and I stepped through.

     “I gotta get this in my house,” I said “and maybe put my sister’s head in it while it closes.”
     When I walked into the room I saw four puke colored squids playing ‘Rockband’, on the Xbox360, and the bass player was foaming at the mouth as well. I kicked down the console, and it broke.
     “Can someone tell me where I am?” I asked.

     The guitarist pointed a tentacle at me, screeched, raised the guitar, and ran at me.

     “Guess not,” I said, picked up a guitar hero ‘Krammer’ plastic guitar, and blocked the squids attack.
     “I challenge you to a guitar Battle!” I said.

     The squid’s eyes widened, he gobbled up the guitar and blew up. The lead singer threw up, jumped into it and dissinigrated.
     “Uhhhhhhhh…” I babbled.

     The drummer shoved his drum stick into his forehead and turned into a pair of binoculars.

     “I could most likely be at home reading comic books,” I said “but no! I’m dealing with Spider Man, Mutant bunnies, and barf colored squids.”

     Just then the bassist turned into a young boy with a head the width of 3 ft. that looks like it’s filled with water.

     “And now young boys with water heads.” I finished.
     The boy started to cry.

     “Whoa, what’s wrong?” I asked
     “I lost my nickel.” He replied, sobbing.

     “Baby.” I mumbled.

     The boy screamed and walked slowly walked toward me, the weight of his head putting him down. I laughed, and then he roared and ran at me, going surprisingly fast. He swung his head at me and I dodged. I went bookin out of the room and stopped to take a breath. I heard an explosion, and I turned to see the boy, who gad just head-butted the wall down, come after me. I picked up a metal pole and swung it, but it shattered on his head.
     “Oh god,” I said “I’m so sick of this bull Crap!”

     I ran back to the lava and jumped on the control panel and bounced on it.

     “Come on you fruit cake,” I said “do something!”

     The Legos grabbed him and through him in the lava. While melting he screamed at me.

     “Ow! You dick! You’re such a fruit cake!”
     “Okay…” I said, and then woke up.

*
*
*

     And that’s it. That’s my oddly shaped, oddly designed, and very oddly planned out, freaky dream.
