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Nick Nightmare Part II: Welcome to Oz
“Shit, where the hell am I?”  Nick awoke slowly, his mind reeling with dizziness.  He vaguely recalled the recent events, and as his mind tried to place where he now was, he heard a rustling noise to his right.  Quickly he sprang to his feet, his mind clearing instantly.  His hands whipped out his double-barreled shotgun with lightning speed from its holster slung behind his shoulder and he aimed it at the bush from which the sound had emanated.  He stepped closer to see if he could find what made the noise when he heard giggling coming from behind him.  He whirled around, his nerves on end, and had the trigger halfway pressed when he saw there was no one there.  “Who the fuck is here?  You want some?  Come get a piece of me! C’mon!” he cried as he gestured violently with his weapon.  His anger was showing in his voice and he definitely was ready to do some ass-wuppin’.  No more noise came again, and as the silence drew out, he became impatient.  He then took a moment to notice his surroundings, and was startled by what he saw.  He was on a road paved with strange yellow bricks, and lining the edge was a row of short hedges.  Beyond the road were gently sloping hills covered with meadows and small stands of trees.  He was admiring the view when that blasted giggling started up again.  This time he was ready.  He ran to the hedge from which it originated and kicked it with his hard, unyielding steel-toed boot.  With a crunching thud a small person, most certainly a deformed midget went flying out of the bush and landed in a heap on the ground, blood pouring out of his now smashed face.  Suddenly a chorus of high whiny yells went up from all around him.


“Hey, he killed Billy!”


“You fucking bastard!”


“Kill him!  Rip off his balls!”


“I got dibs on the left one!”


Suddenly a large group of munchkins swarmed out of the bushes and launched themselves at Nick.  His shotgun aimed at the closest one, and with a deafening blast blew the munchkin into little tiny pieces.  One lump of gore landed on Nick’s shoe, and he kicked it away with a sneer.  “Anyone else want a little?”


They kept coming regardless.  Apparently they all wanted a little.  His gun flashed again, obliterating another fool.  Again and again, he blasted away at the advancing munchkins, yet the others kept on approaching.  Suddenly one who had been sneaking up from behind him, leaped onto the back of his head, grabbing hold of his hair and making little garbling noises.  “Oh you little sucker!  You look hungry!”  Nick then stuffed the muzzle of the gun into the guy’s mouth and pulled the trigger.  With a muffled bang he was thrown clear of Nick and landed with a liquid thump on the ground.  “Are you full now?  Or do you want seconds?”  Nick fired into the lifeless corpse, ejected several shell casings, reloaded and turned to face the others


While he was concentrating on killing the last munchkin, the others had run in close.  When he turned around, the one nearest to him shouted, “Now!” and they all jumped in unison at him.  He was taken by surprise, and 12 munchkins took hold of him and hung on.  One was able to grab hold near his face, and clamped his jaws down on Nick’s nose.


“Ow! You fuckin’ prick, you’re gonna pay for that!”  Nick aimed the shotgun at the one on his face, and was about to pull the trigger when he realized that the gun was now aiming at his own head also.  “Oh, you think you are so slick, eh?  How’s about a free head-cut?”  He pulled out his 9-inch blade and sliced off the bastard’s head.  The body fell limply to the ground, but the head held firmly on to his nose, and when he reached for it the head took a final bite and tore part of his nose off.  “Dammit, now look what you’ve done!”  He then started cutting off the rest of the munchkins that were still clinging to him.  They all fell off, and the one’s that could still walk started running down the road away from him.  He slipped the knife away and started blasting at the runaways until the gun was empty.  He spun the shotgun around his finger once and slipped it deftly into its shoulder holster.  


There were still some munchkins getting away, and so Nick picked up the head of the one that had bit his nose, and called, “Not so fast, you undergrown bastards!” and, using the eye sockets and mouth as holes, threw the head as if it as if it were a bowling ball.  The scattering munchkins just happened to be running in a close formation and when it hit the one in the back, they all fell to the ground.  “Steeeeeee-rike!” Nick yelled triumphantly at the sound of their heads knocking against the bricks.


Nick stood with triumph in his eyes.  However, behind him, the munchkin Boarder Guards were approaching down the road, and by the time he heard their footsteps it was too late.  He spun around in time to see a rock fly at his head, and suddenly everything went black.


He awoke lying on a stretcher, being carried by a dozen little figures only a couple feet high.  He tried to reach out to grab the nearest one, but something stopped his arm.  He was tied up!  “You damn rat bastards!  Untie me or I’ll beat your ass’s so far up you’ll have to shit out your mouths!”


One of them called back in a high annoying voice, “Yea?  And what are you going to do about the ropes holding you down?”


“Why, I’ll just cut them.”


“With what?”


“With this, you fucking cocksucker!”  Nick lashed out at the munchkin, slitting its throat with the knife he had used seconds before to free himself, and which the fools had forgotten to remove from him.  The others holding the stretcher stopped marching when a gush of blood from their fallen comrade splashed upon their boots.  Their surprise allowed Nick to leap up and whip out his shotgun that the guards had been stupid enough to leave in his shoulder holster also.  Since it wasn’t loaded at the moment, he used the butt end to smash in the skull of one of the dwarves, and by that time the others had recovered from their shock to start fighting back.  One of them pulled out a tiny slingshot and stretched back the band, taking aim at Nick’s head.  He released and a small stone flew at Nick’s face, but he was able to dodge it since he saw it coming.  “Oh, throwing stones, eh?  I got a stone right here for you!”  he hefted a loose brick from the rode and raised it over his head, bringing it swiftly down upon the munchkin with a crunchy squishy sound.  The little guy’s legs and arms poked out from underneath the rock.  One of his hands was stuck giving him the finger.  “Oh you little bastard, I’ll get back to you!”  He then swung his shotgun again, taking out another midget, and then took a moment to load his gore spattered gun.  With a metallic chink the gun was ready for more action, and he pumped out a few more rounds, taking care of the remaining munchkin guards.


“Alright, anyone else want a little?”  Nick looked around and saw that while he was unconscious he had been carried almost to a strange little village, with odd tiny houses and comical trees and shrubbery.  He walked closer to the town and saw that it looked like it was abandoned in a hurry, and he could assume why.  “All the other cowards have run away when they saw what I did to their friends, eh?  Well I guess it is time for me to…” He was cut off by a loud blast to his left.  He turned and saw a big puff of smoke erupt from next to a small barn-like building about a quarter of a mile away as a lone munchkin launched a rocket from a shoulder-mounted bazooka.  “Holy shit, what do we have here?  These guys are actually becoming a problem!”  He sprinted behind the nearest house just as the rocket smashed into it, sending the roof up into the air while the rest of the building collapsed into dust.  Out from the ruins ran a small dirty white cat, a midget cat, and Nick scooped it up into his arms.


The dust cleared and Nick could see the heavy weapon munchkin load another rocket into the long barrel of his weapon.  Suddenly an idea popped into Nick’s head.  Holding the cat firmly, he wound up, and pitched the cat straight at the munchkin, and with a loud pop the cat was lodged deep in the barrel of his bazooka, a frenzied white tail whipping around the front of it.  The confused midget stepped back, and aimed at Nick regardless of the bazooka’s new passenger.  Another sudden explosion sent wind and dirt flying past Nick as the gun blew up in the midget’s hands.  Nick thought for a second, then commented to no one in particular, “That’s sad.  Oh well, that’s what you get from blowing too much pussy.”

Nick approached the newly formed crater to see if there was anything he could get from it.  Unfortunately, the rocket launcher was now pretty much destroyed, but he picked up what was left of it anyway to make sure.  Burnt onto the side of it was part of the munchkin’s hand, and Nick tore it off.  He turned to leave the town but then noticed a young munchkin hiding behind a nearby tree.  “Here, let me give you a hand.” He tossed the burnt and mangled hand at him, and it plopped onto his shoulder with a squishy noise.  The munchkin looked at it with his huge eyes, and then fell over onto the ground.  Nick got back onto the road and continued on.


After wandering a bit, he turned a corner and saw in front of him a huge city, shining with green light.  Nick stopped to stare at it for a few seconds, and was about to continue on when he heard a soft voice behind him.


“Who are you?” the childish voice inquired.


“Who’s askin’?” Nick turned and saw a little munchkin child standing in the path behind him.  He was about two feet tall.  “I thought your little asshole cousins were small, but you are as big as my dick after a cold shower!”


The little kid replied, “That’s not a very nice thing to say.  Besides, I shouldn’t be talking to you, my daddy told me not to talk to strangers.”


“Well that’s very wise of your daddy.” Nick answered.  “But my name is Nick Nightmare, and yours is Georgie.  Now we know each other, so we’re not strangers anymore, kee-rect?” Nick offered him his hand to shake.


“Well… my name’s not Georgie but I guess so.”  The kid took his hand.  But instead of shaking, Nick held onto his wrist and flung him up into the air, which was easy because of the kid’s small size.  He then punted him off in the direction he came, and turned back and started walking in the direction he was headed before the kid even hit the ground several yards back.


Nick approached the gates to the large city.  He took in their size, and was surprised at the apparent strength of the walls.  He reached up to knock when a panel slid open and a face appeared.  But before he could say anything, Nick whipped out his shotgun and stuck it in his mouth, saying, “Open the gates or you’ll have trouble finding your head in a minute.”


“Grbble syrhth fsmjkg!” The man couldn’t talk too well with the twin barrels in his mouth.


“What’s the matter, you want an early dinner of some hot lead?  Open the damn door!”


Well, Nick ended up killing the guard, and some other soldier dudes, and he was able to force his way into the city.  He then made his way to the main palace, and there he dethroned the midget king.  He used his shotgun to maintain his power, and was able with the help of disgruntled munchkins to enslave the rest of them.  Pretty soon the whole city became one big sleazy whoretown ruled by Nick and other midgets who had their evil sides brought out by Nick’s evil presence.  I know this is a very crappy part of the story so I will make it short and sweet.  

He eventually found out about a story concerning a witch who used to terrorize the munchkins a long time ago.  This witch had been vanquished by a strange group of people who were able to get past her magic and destroy her.  Nick knew the witch had possessed great powers, and if he could somehow bring her back to life he could use her powers to enhance his own.  So Nick set off to bring her back and steal her powers.  He arrives at a strange castle thing, and he finds her clothes where she melted. He cast an evil spell, and in seconds she was back on her feet.

“Hey hey hey!  It worked!”

“Arrrrr….  Who the hell are you?” the new witch asked.

“I’m your worst Nightmare, baby, Nick Nightmare to be precise.  And you…  are… MY SLAVE!  HAHAHAHA!!!!”  Nick yelled as he grabbed her broom.

“No, that’s mine you asshole!”

“Finder’s keeper’s, loser’s weeper’s, bitch.  Suck it!”  Nick whipped out his shotgun.  Suddenly with a flash the witch disappeared, and Nick shot into empty air.  “Dammit!”

But now Nick had the broom, and so he had control of the witch’s powers.  “Let her escape, I don’t need her now anyway!” Nick hopped on the broom, and flew off into the sunset.

Nick spent the rest of the year flying around Oz collecting all those peevish little fucked up monkey things, and he brought them back to a huge fortress which he made with the broom’s magic.  He also collected hundreds of munchkins and forced them to work for him.  When he finally had all the evil servants he needed, he decided upon a way to use them: to get back to Earth and bring REVENGE!!!

“Get back to work or I’ll cut your hairy little balls off, slacker!”  Nick kicked at an apparently sleeping munchkin leaning against a brick wall.  Nick had come across him while he was inspecting his fortress.  Instead of waking up, the creature’s head flew off and bounced around the room, leaving a red trail as it went.  “What?”  

He looked down at the now headless body, and could see that it had been dead for days.  Probably been sitting here since my last inspection, Nick thought.  He stooped over to collect its remains (The other munchkins had to eat, you know), when he heard a noise behind him.  He whirled around and there stood the witch.

“What do you want?  How did you get here?”

“I have see what you are doing.  I would like to help you.”

“Oh, you do?  Good, I need help.  C’mere, I’ll show you what you can do.”

The witch stepped closer.  “What is it I can do?”

“You can DIE!!!” Nick reached out and grabbed her neck.  Using his great strength, he lifted her up and spun her around in a circle.  He kept on spinning her around until she was going fast enough, then he threw her over the edge of the fortress wall.  “You spin me right round, baby, right round.” Nick commented as she flew crashing into the ground on the other side.

“And so, Nick Nightmare took control of the realm of Oz, building his forces for a grand attack back on Earth, to have his revenge.”  The old storyteller closed a big dusty old book.  On its cover the engraved words “Nick Nightmare” were visible under the grime of years.  The old man’s voice wavered with age as he sighed.  “So far it all seems like nothing more than a fairy tale from a forgotten time, but who knows?  Perhaps it is true, and someday Nick will be able to break his way into this world and fill it with a darkness as black as his very soul…  I only hope that if this occurs a hero shall arise to defeat him, as is foretold in the stories before.”

“Do you really believe in that, grandpa?” a tired young voice asked, stifling a yawn.  “All that about Nick coming back to Earth?”

“I cannot tell you, my son, but for your sake pray the stories are false.”  Just then a heavy wind blew outside the window, rattling the panes and sending cold wisps of air around the room, shaking free dust motes from the bindings of other large, ancient texts.  The old man shivered.  “It’s past your bedtime.  Off to bed with you!”

“But grandpa!”

“Don’t ‘but grandpa’ me, you’ll need your sleep, tomorrow’s a big day.  Go on!”  The boy hurried out through the musty oak doorway.  The man sat back in his chair and looked down at the book.  “For my sake I hope they’re wrong also…” and he started drifting off into sleep.

But something caught his attention.  A noise?  No, not quite.  There it was again!  A low, deep vibration in his lap.  He touched his lap and felt the book sitting there.  Lifting it up, he could feel something coming from the book, like there was something inside it.  Now he started hearing noises, barely audible, but vaguely resembling a voice, calling, wailing out to him.  Louder now, he could almost make out some words.  Without thinking he flipped open the hard cover.  A flash of blinding light accompanied by maniacal laughter ringing throughout his head.  The book became suddenly too heavy to hold, it dropped to the floor, still open to the first page.  The wind outside smashed through the windowpanes, flipping the pages faster than any human hand ever could.  Looking down in dazed astonishment the man saw that on the last page where once there was nothing but white paper now was an illustration.  He leaned over the book, trying to discern what it could be of, but just then the candles he was using for illumination were snuffed out by the wind and he was blanketed in total darkness.  He listened, but now there was silence.  For one second he actually believed he might have dreamt it all.  But a hand to his throat quickly put that thought to rest as he was suddenly lurched off the ground.  From the moonlight through the window he could see the face of the man holding him.  No, it couldn’t be.  No.  That can’t be him, that’s impossible, things like that don’t happen, they don’t.  No.

“I’m afraid you’re wrong, old man.  Nothing’s impossible to…

...Nick Nightmare.”

The End: Part II

Next part:  Nick is in OUR world now.  There will emerge a hero to fight him.  Nick will encounter something that could turn him good?!  He teams up with his former antagonist.  They work together against a bigger enemy than Nick himself ever was.  Nick will sufficiently smack around the bad guys.  No wimpy close calls, Nick’s the all out warrior.  He won’t pull a rocky or something and almost lose until the last second, that’s cliché and lame.  Expect action, humor, but no, no suspense.  Well, maybe a little.  He has to get back to the school from which he came. 

Also, will Part I ever be created?  Perhaps it will, find out where Nick’s coming from, and why he can become good again.  Janitor.  Finds passage to hell in a closet.  Gets converted to evil.  Lures kids to his closet..  etc.  
