We don’t take liberty for anything said, mentioned, or referenced to in this fanfic make fun. We are also not responsible for anything this fanfic may contain. You’re reading this on your own free will and our “guestimated” rating was put on the page this was downloaded from. If you are offended by anything or not legally old enough to read about anything said, it’s your own fault.

Hogan: Alright everyone, before this gets started, let me explain this fanfic to you because it’s different from the others. First of all the > things for the original fanfic is no longer used. We are also making history by making fun of a make fun of a fanfic. Our comments are in BOLD like always. The comments from the previous make fun by some Harry Potter fans are in ITALIC UNDERLINE, and the original story is in NORMAL font. We have titled this Record Setting, farewell, and final fanfic…
New World Theater 3000 Ep. 4

Michael Jackson Strikes Back
Mysterious Voice: Welcome, welcome back!
Hogan: We don’t really wanna be back…

Nash: Yeah… we wanna go home.
You thought you had escaped your terrible fate with the close of "Sequel to Minute Story"!
Nash: What were we here for anyway? I don’t remember.

Hogan: That story, even though we never read it, was without a shadow of doubt, over a minute long!
But I have dug up another story for you,

Nash: From where? Egypt?
this time by a completely different author!
Sting: There’s another name to add to the kill list.

Nash: Alriiiiiiiiiiiiiiight!

Hogan: For every good author, there are thousands of bad.

Hall: There’s good authors, chico?
Yes, yes, I know that at least gives you something to be happy about, but trust me, that will not last long. Prepare yourselves for..."A Story of Good Tasting Candy." 

Hogan: That’s right, we’ve found a golden subpoena in one of Michael Jackson CD’s, now we get to go in his Chocolate Factory.
Nash as Michael Jackson: You’re all ignorant! Don’t be ignorant!
Disclaimer: Newsies belongs to Disney,
Nash: Michael Jackson,
etc,
Hogan: Microsoft,
etc,
Sting: Wal-mart,
etc,

Hall: Walgreens!
I’m not making any money off this(trust me, I’m not making any money).
English Teacher 1000.1: Most people put a space between a word and the following parenthesis.
Fred: Ah, starting this off on a good note, I see. She's already repeating things. 

Nash: Shut up ya Brit!
Sting: Shut up ya Brit!

Hogan: There’s a good note for us.
I’m actually losing money, buying notebooks and such.
Nash: You actually paid for this?!

Hogan: Great, that means she actually wrote it down so now people offline can suffer with us!

Hall: What a loser.

Sting: FAG!
And Disney isn’t even paying me!
Hogan: That’s it, I’m calling my agent!
Nash: OH GOD NO! EJECT EJECT!!!!

Hall: There is no eject, chico.

Nash: I’ll show you! *jumps out window*

Sting: Won’t he be hurt?

Hogan: I dunno how high up we are…. *walks over to the window* But I’m not sticking around here to find out about this fic *climbs out*
Sting: SHIT!
I’m actually doing them a favor by promoting this movie!
Hall: Disney Makes Billions of dollars each year without your help, chico!

Sting: What movie is this, seriously, I’ve never heard of “Newsies”.
::grumble:: Anyway, don’t sue me,
Lawyers: WE’RE BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!

Sting: OH GOD NO! EJECT EJECT! *jumps out the window too and splats on the ground next to Nash*

Hogan: *Standing next to them* Hey Sting.

Sting: Oh no! Hall is all alone…. WITH THE LAWYERS!

*sparks fly out the window*

Hogan: That’s okay, he always keeps the cattle prod with him now.
because all you’re going to get is my beat up,

Hall: hehe, yeah by the New World Order!
used electric guitar. Moving on, I feel I should give some credit to Sharkbait(thank you so much!)because her story(“A Stroke of Luck”)really is what started me writing this. 

ET1000.1: Still no spaces…. Not even at the end of them! OH GOD NO! EJECT! EJECT! *jumps out the window too and Explodes, sending everyone else back in*

Hogan: DAMN IT!

Vince over intercom: I’m sealing up the hole and all windows so you can’t do that again! *every door, window, and vent is covered by a sheet of steel*

Sting: FUCK!
Oliver: So, in other words, you ripped off her story?
Lawyers: Looks like we got a case of copy write infringement.
I also practically typed this whole story to the music she provided to download(which I enjoyed immensely).
Hogan: *looks around at it being quiet* Oh yeah, we lost ET1000.1... SHIT! Now I need to start building 1000.2! This is all Yoshistar’s fault!
Nash: How’s it his fault?

Sting: He blew up the original, and everyone knows sequels aren’t as good as the original.

Hall: Except our NWT3000’s.
As for the rest of the characters, they’re pretty much mine.
Hogan: Pretty much?

Sting: She must have stolen those too.

Lawyers: More theft = More lawsuits = More MONEY! *They celebrate*
They are as follows (I’m sure you can figure it out, but I just feel like typing them):
Nash: Damn…
Pixie,
Everyone: Gay.
Samuel Johnson,
Everyone: Gay.
Madeline Conlon,
Everyone: Lesbo.

Sting: You know… that last name looks sort of like…

Nash: Colon?

Sting: No, condom.
Susan Jones,
Everyone: Lesbo.
O’Malley,
Everyone: Gay.
and Agua.
Hogan: You know… Agua is Spanish for water.

Sting: So?

Hogan: Agua has wet dreams.
Please, if for some reason you want to use them then ask, alright? 

Nash: Can I use them for Target Practice?
Tentatively titled:
Nash: “Testicles”
A Story of Good Tasting Candy 
note: Disregard the title.
Hogan: Amazing, 1 word destroyed the fic.

Sting: That’s some good advice at the end there.

Nash: Didn’t I do this before in the 1st NWT3000?
Hermione: As well as the rest of the story. 

Hall: Wow, the previous make fun actually did something right for a change.

Nash: Wow…. Hell has frozen over.

Sting: That would explain Satan in the back with a blanket.
“Hey, Pix.”

Everyone: Gay.
Hogan as voice: “Got any Pixie Sticks?”

Sting: “Got any Pix?”
“Hey,” a girl with oak brown hair answered absently. 
Sting: Whew, Pix is a girl, don’t need to be like Michael Jackson now.
George: Oh no. 

Sting: Cut cut! Put some feeling into it!
Ron: I thought you said this was a different author! Why is the first description of the main character still her hair color?!

Hogan: Are you really that dumb? It’s a warning to let us know if they’re a blonde so we know to clear the vicinity while they are behind the wheel.

Mysterious Voice: Sod off, will you? 
Nash: Fucking Brits.

Sting: We’ve gone R for language and MJ references.
The crippled boy
Nash as Crippled Boy: TIMMMMMMMMMMMMMYYYY!!!!!!!
who had offered the greeting took a seat on a bunk opposite the girl. “Yer home early.” 
“Yeah.” 
“How come?”
Hall: Umm, she got scared off by Michael Jackson!
Hogan: Why does she need to worry? She’s a girl, she’s safe.

“Hm?” the girl asked absently. “Oh, sorry, Crutchy, my mind’s kinda wanderin’.”
Hall: AHH! THE HORROR! SHE’S THINKING ABOUT MICHAEL JACKSON AGAIN!!

Harry: Rather absent, isn't she? 

Nash in really snobbish voice: Look out Harry, it’s Voldemort

Hogan: Wow… that’s really fucked up spelling.
“Yeah, no kiddin’.
Hogan: See, the fanfic agrees with me!
What happened, Pixie?” 
Everyone: Gay.


The girl, Pixie,
Guys in white lab coats: THERE’S THE ESCAPED LUNATIC!

Sting: I knew there was something weird about a girl who thinks she’s a pixie.
removed her
Sting: OH GOD NO! EJECT! EJECT! *jumps at the window but slams into the metal sealing it off* Ow…
hat with a sigh. “I saw ‘im.”
Hall: OMG! IT’S TRUE! She SAW Mr. Freak!

Hogan: Must have been Michael Jackson.

Nash: I disagree, it was Pee Wee.

Everyone: AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!! … Gay.

Hermione: How come her hat doesn't cover up her femininity? 

Hogan: ………… WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT COMMENT SUPPOSED TO MEAN?!

*Everyone else shrugs… even the Lawyers.”
Crutchy
Hogan: Hey! That’s a great name!

Nash: *looks around* TIMMMMMMMMMMYYYY!!!!!!
looked startled. “Your fadduh?
Sting: Hello Modduh… Hello Fadduh… I’ve been smoking… Marijuana!
You saw ‘im? You’re sure?” 

Hogan: It’s impossible to mistake the look of………… Pee Wee.
Fred: Who was compiling that translation of the newsie-speak? 
Oliver: Nobody was, Fred. 
Fred: Oh. Well. That's disappointing. 

Hogan: What’s disappointing is you people call yourselves NWTers.

Nash: What’s REALLY disappointing is that you’re british!
She gave him a pained look. “A course I’m sure. Ya think I could mistake ‘im?
Hall: How could anyone mistake….. HIM?
He didn’t see me, though. I didn’t think he’d come back....”
Sting: You idiot! YOU WANT HIM TO COME BACK?!

George: How come these "Newsies" fans always equate confusing plot holes with a good story? 

Nash: How come you Brits always have bad comments?

Sting: That my friend, is the 1st wonder of the world.

Hogan: I think these MST3K wanna-bes are as they call it… “newsies”.
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.

was one of the only girl newsies in Manhattan.
Sting: TOWN BICYCLE!

Fred: What a surprise! 

She would have preferred not being a newsie at all, but that was just tough luck.
Hall: hehe! You were born like that.
Fred: Another surprise!
Nash: We’re so good, we’re even making THEM look good… GOD BLESS AMERICA!
She’d come to the Newsboys Lodging House,
Hogan: Looking for a…
broken and bleeding, one night
Nash: Stand.
in late November, pleading for a place to stay. The newsies had been a little skeptical-after all, a girl in their lodging house? 

Fred: Such originality! 

But Crutchy had insisted that they give her a chance and at least let her spend the night.
Hogan: We fucked up the whole story again!

Everyone: YES!!!!
They’d nursed her back to health, and Crutchy had been her best friend
Hall as Heidenreich: You’re my friend!

and stout defender ever since. 

Fred: I don't know, guys. Maybe this story isn't going to be so bad, after all. 

Sting: OH MY GOD! THE BRITS WANT THIS TO GO LEMON!

Everyone: AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!
“What ‘cha gonna do?”

Hogan: That’s my line you basterds! *clotheslines them all and sets them up for the Hollywood Leg Drop.* Watcha gonna do…. WHATCHA GONNA DO WHEN I DESTROY YOU!


“What can I do?”
Hogan: NOTHING, BROTHA!
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
asked helplessly. “I gotta wait for me sister and me muddah to come for me.”
Sting: Did he just say “CUM for me”?
Nash: You sick, inbreeding, horny, bondage loving, freak of nature.
Hogan: Don’t forget cripple.
 
Crutchy looked at me wonderingly.

Hogan as Pixie: DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT IT!
George: Since when is this being told in first-person?

Nash: You just ruined the moment you FUCKING BRIT!
“I gotta admire ya, Pix. I gave up on my muddah er fadduh comin’ back fer me pretty fast.”
Sting: I guess he isn’t very good at…

Hogan: THAT’S ENOUGH!


Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
smiled sadly at her friend. Crutchy had never known his father-the man had left his pregnant wife to fend for herself-a wife who had given birth to a premature baby and who soon after giving birth.
Sting: Became a whore.

Nash:  Became a Crack Addict

Hogan: Became BritneySpearsbecauseshewassofakeandwhoredherselftothefirstpersonthattheymetandsoonafteritdidn’tworkoutsoheleftherandshewentonetohaveanotalentsingingcareerthatcausedhertobecomeadrugaddictandwasreplacedbyarobottosingforherbecausethegovermentisnotlikingherabilitiesas… you know what.
Hall: Whoa…. I’m not gonna say anything because it will just be like… nothing to that.
Ron: What a beautiful story. 
Fred: It really chokes you up. 
George: Could someone pass me a tissue?
Hogan: Oh come on! Everyone’s heard that story!

Nash: Fucking pussy brits.
“I guess me muddah can’t really come back, though, can she,”
Hogan: Okay... how many more times is he gonna say come?! Seriously! I know we ruined it but sheeeesh, now you’re pushing it.
Crutchy added dejectedly.

Phone: Thank you for calling the Reject Hotline…
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
reached over and patted his hand. “Don’t worry about it.” 

Oliver: ::as Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
:: She's just dead. Get over it. 

“I ain’t, I’m worryin’ ‘bout you if he comes back. Was he lookin’ for you, ya think?” 

Hogan: “ya think” ya can go ta skool n get some lesons in da enwish langoage!
“I don’t know,” she answered, the thought chilling her heart.

Hogan: I guess that’s a no…
Harry: Good thing the drama is introduced early. Otherwise we might start to think this story is really stupid and pointless.
Hogan & Nash: You mean it isn’t?
She had just barely escaped her abusive father that night,
Hogan: If I may quote Nash from our 1st NWT3000…. Ahem… “In bed”
and then he had left-to where Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
didn’t know. Her mother and sister were in Boston.
Nash: In bed.
They had been ever since the divorce. The next visit from them could be God knows when.
Hall: It could be right up your ass!
They hadn’t come for her birthday, so it could very be until next Christmas before she
Sting: I’m just gonna go out on a limb here and guess…. “come”?
saw them again. They didn’t know she’d run away, either......Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
sighed. 
“You been doin’ that a lot lately.” 

Hogan: What? Sighing or… “coming”?
Her head snapped up at Crutchy’s comment. “Huh?” 
“Sighin’. And mopin’ around. Yer makin’ me all lonely,” he stated matter-of-factly.
Sting as Crutchy: I wants U.
George: I think this kid has become a little to used to people's sympathy. I bet that crutch just rakes in the money. 

Nash: I’m in the pussy, I’m in the pussy… *everyone looks at him*… OH GOD! FUCKING BRIT!
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
grinned. “Sorry, Crutchy.” She knew how sensitive he could be.
Sting: once again… “In Bed”.
“I’ll try to be happier, okay?”
Hall: My turn to say it… “In Bed”.
Ron as Pixie:

Everyone: Gay.
It's always nice to have a nice, sensitive guy around to go shopping with. 

Nash: In Bed

Hogan: Thank you Home Shopping Network.
“Yeah. Listen-” 
He was cut off by the arrival of two other boys-one dark haired and obviously Italian, and the other younger with curly brown hair. The two of them were arguing about a poker game.
Hogan as one of the boys: I’m telling you, I won the Strip Poker! I still had a sock!

Michael Jackson: I know, I lost… but in a way… I won.

Everyone: OH GOD NO!!!!! EJECT! EJECT!

Vince: Holy shit! How the fuck did HE get in here?! *pushes a button and Michael is Catapulted out of the theater.*

Hall: Yeah! They lost their friend!
They stopped, however, and exchanged glances when they saw Pixie

Everyone: Gay.
and Crutchy. 

George: Straight from Italy, huh? 
Harry: Right off the boat. 

Hogan: What the hell is that comment supposed to mean?

Nash: FUCKING BRITS!

Sting: These guys make Timmy look like a genius.
Pixie

Everyone: Gay.

jumped to her feet. “Don’t even think dat somethin’ was goin’ on here.”

Nash: In Bed

Hall: oh geez! I hope not!!

Fred: Why was she so quick to deny it if nothing was going on? 

The Italian boy looked offended and said in a mock hurt tone, “Why, Pix, how could I think dat? You know me!”

Hogan as Italian: In Bed.

“Hello to you too, Race,” Crutchy said drolly. 

Hermione: Oh, wonderful. All our old friends are back. 

Sting: In Bed.
“Oh, hey, Crutchy. Can you tell Snipes heah dat I won dat game? Fer some reason he thinks I lost.” 

Hogan as Race: The strip poker

I did win!” the younger boy, Snipes, said. 


Sting as Snipes: I told you I still had a sock!
“Right.” 
“I did!” he insisted. “Right, Crutchy?” 
Crutchy shrugged. “I weren’t payin’ attention. You guys know poker ain’t my thing.” 

Oliver: I don't know about anyone else, but it was my understanding that no one was in the room besides Crutchy and Pixie.

Everyone: Gay.

Hogan: Obviously Oliver wasn’t paying attention earlier when they ENTERED the room…. Fucking retard. No offence Crutchy.
“Don’t see why not,” Race muttered. 
“Pix?” Snipes said hopefully. 
Snipes had attached himself to her soon after her recovery and loved her like a older sister.
Hall: Didn’t need to know that chico…

Harry: Does the author mean that literally? 

She hated to choose between Race and him, so she decided to say, “Tell ya what. How ‘bout you guys have a rematch.” 

Everyone: NNNNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!

Michael Jackson from outside: YES!

Everyone: AHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!
George: Oh, no, another fight. Remember what happened last time? Blink tried to kill Race. 

Sting: Who the fuck is Blink? I don’t recall there ever being a Blink.
Snipes and Race looked at each other thoughtfully. “Will ya watch this dis time?”
Hall: Umm, No.

Ron: What, are they five?! 

Nash: Pedophiles!

Michael Jackson: What?
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
smiled and assured them, “Yep.” They got right down to the game.
Hogan: After getting dressed again.

Michael Jackson: Awww man.
While they were playing, two other newsies walked in
Michael Jackson: Alright, the more the merrier!
-one with dirty blonde hair and a patch over his left eye
Hogan as boy: Arrrr, Matey! We be lookin’ for treasure! *blinks, noticing their “Game”* And we didn’t find it here! *leaves*
and the other with dark, curly hair. 

Fred: Hair description. Blink and...I can't remember the other one. 
George: Mush. 

Nash: Fucking brits!

“Yes!” Race cried triumphantly as he and Snipes laid down
Nash: In bed.

Michael Jackson: Excellent.
their cards. Snipes looked disgusted. 

Harry: That was kind of quick for poker, wasn't it?
“Hey, fellas,” the boy with the patch greeted. 
“Hey, Blink. ‘Ja see dat? Don’t let ‘im con ya inta thinkin’ dat I lost!”

Sting: *looks at them confused* Translation please?

Hogan: Sorry, but the Translator Prototype blew a fuse at the first sentence Crutchy said.

Blink rolled his eyes as Race took out a cigar and lit it. “Don’t worry.” 
Crutchy thumped over to Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
and tapped her shoulder.
Hall: That’s sexual harassment, chico, she doesn’t have to take it!
She looked up at him and he offered,
Hogan: What did he offer?

Nash: I don’t wanna know…
“We’re goin’ down ta Medda’s tanight. Wanna come?”
Hall: He said “come” again…
Fred: He's not hobbling anymore. 
Ron: Yeah, now he's "thumping". 
Hermione: Which sounds even more peculiar. 

Sting: Okay, these brits have GOT TO GO!

Nash: For once, Sting, I agree.
“Sure,” Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
quipped. Love to.”
Hall: In bed.
Oliver: I just realized he said they were going to someplace other than Tibby's. 
Fred: You're joking! 

Hogan: And Tibby would be?

Nash: No no no, not Tibby…. TIMMMMMMMMMYYY!!!!

~~~ 

Sting: Careful! You can poke an eye out with those things! Look what happened to Blink.
That night, after eating a meal at Tibby’s(a small Manhattan restaurant), the newsies Set off for Irving Hall. The seven of them(Pixie,
Everyone: Gay.
Crutchy, Race, Snipes, Blink, and two others named Mush and Jack)
Hogan: Thanks for clarifying.
arrived there around seven,
Sting: Okay.. we have 7 showing up at 7… so… is it on 7th street in the 7th building of the 7th block on the 7th floor on the 7th night of the 7th month of 1777?
just in time to catch Medda Larkson’s number.
Hall: Ow! Damn it! She threw her phone number at me!
Afterwards they, after politely knocking on the door, entered her dressing room.
Sting as Medda: I SAID I WASN’T DECENT! GOD! DON’T YOU STUPID FUCKS LISTEN?!
Race hung back a little as the other newsies said hello to the singer. 

Oliver: Never mind. They went to Tibby's anyway.
Hogan: They left Tibby’s you dumbass! Sheeesh, pay some fucking attention! I swear you’re the most Retarded one of the whole British bunch! I mean, no wonder everyone likes Harry Potter, they can all relate to your retardedness!

Nash: Geez… I would have just said Fucking Brits.
“Hey Race,” Blink said slyly, “whatsa matta? Yer da one dat suggested we come in heah.”

Sting: My god! They all talk like slack-jawed yolkals.

Race turned a bright shade of red and mumbled something about “well, you agreed”. Medda smiled at the newsie, which only made him blush harder.
Michael Jackson as Medda: Ooooh Newsies!
George to Fred: Sounds like Ron. 

“I’d like you to meet my friends,” Medda said,
Hogan: In bed.
gesturing to two girls the newsies hadn’t noticed before. She introduced the red head as Madeline Conlon and the blonde as Susan Jones.
Sting: CLEAR THE AREA! BLONDE ALERT!
Blink’s eye practically popped out of its socket when he caught sight of Madeline. Pixie
Everyone: Gay.

had to smother a giggle that was abruptly cut off when she noticed Susan batting her eyes at Crutchy.
Hall: Damn it! Gimp got the babe!
She fumed, even more so because she didn’t understand why she was angry. Something must have shown in her slitted eyes, because Snipes looked up at her questioningly. 

Fred: Oooh, Pixie's
Everyone: Gay.
got a crush on Crutchy! 

Hogan: One of the retards noticed something.
“What’s wrong?” he asked softly. 
“Nothin’,” she answered, giving herself a shake. “There’s nothin'’ wrong.” Looking at Medda, she said, “I’m goin’ ta get some water, okay?” 
“Sure, hon.” 

George: She's going to drown herself in a cup! Hasn't anyone told her that's not the answer?
Sting: What difference does it make? No one told you for a good reason and look, YOU’RE STILL HERE! Not that we want you to be.
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
exited the room, heading not for the bar but for the dark area behind the curtains. There she sat down and sorted out her feelings. The realization came quickly and like
Hogan as Timmy Turner: My dad driving through the wall… or the baseball hitting me in the head… or an ice cold Slush Ball, or… A LOT OF OTHER THINGS!
a ton of bricks. “Jealous?” she whispered incredulously.
Hall: Big words aren’t gonna make you sound any smarter, chico.
“Why’m I jealous? I ain’t got no reason to be jealous!”
Hall: We got a Hick!
Hogan: I don’t think even the ET1000000 could withstand this.

She sighed and turned around, expecting the wall, but instead seeing herself in a mirror. She was no crone, Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
realized as she surveyed her slightly elven features(hence her name),
Sting as Pix: Does this make me look fat?

Everyone: YES!
but she was no beauty, either. Nothing compared to Susan Jones.
Hall: Or me, Scott Hall..hehe

Oliver: I can't decide if I want her to kill this other girl or not. 

Nash: Retard of the year strikes back… Fucking Brit.

Sting: What a moron, this is the perfect chance to come in with a bunch of compliments, sweep her off her feet, and get her… in bed.
She exhaled and stood up, deciding to leave. Rave ended up conveying this message to the rest of the newsies,
Hall: The message was know your role and shut your mouth!
she didn’t stop back in the room on her way out. She just wanted to get back to the lodging house. 

Ron: I don't remember a character named Rave.
Nash: For once, I actually agree with the fucking brit. Who the fuck is Ra…

Hogan: Race. If you’d people look at your FUCKING KEYBOARD, you’d see the C and V are next to each other, it’s a damn Typo, GOD! The ET would have caught it if it wasn’t blown up. You Harry Potter basterds need to get out of the school of Wizardy and get in Sylven Learning Center! And some Hooked On Phonics on the side!
~~~ 

Low voices halted her swift walk. 
“Did you meet him?” 
“Of course.” 
“Was she with him?” 
“Of course.” 

Hall: Did she want him?

Sting: Of course!!

Hogan: Are they gonna ask another question ending with him?

Nash: Of course.
Pixie

Everyone: Gay.
padded softly over to the corner
Hogan: I thought only animals and anthros of those animals could “pad” over to something.
of the building she was currently passing and peeked around it curiously. Who she saw shocked her. 

Harry: Hm, let me guess... 

Sting: Michael Jackson?

Nash: Pee Wee?

Hall: Christina Aguilera?

Hogan: Binky the Clown?

Binky: HEEEEEEEEEEEYYYYYYYYYYYYY GIRL!!!!!
“You’re sure, Susan?” 

Fred: Harry, how did you know? 

“Yes, I’m sure,” the girl said impatiently.
Hogan: Why couldn’t you just say Susan? We already know her name thanks to the other person.
Pixie

Everyone: Gay.
wondered how she’d gotten from Irving Hall to this alley so quickly. 

Hermione: Actually, I'm wondering the exact same thing. 
George: Hermione, we learned this in "Minute Story", don't you remember? These people can fly. 

Sting: You’re both wrong! They stole the teleporting devices from Star Trek.
The man(who Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
didn’t recognize) smiled nastily. “Good. Make sure he’s attracted to you.” 

Nash: In Bed
Fred: Up until this point I haven't felt that overwhelming confusion that I did in the Minute stories. 

Everyone: We have!

Hall: Mostly from your stupid comments, chico.
Susan flipped her hair. “He is already.” 

Nash: In bed.
Hermione: She flipped her hair? What am I reading? 

The same thing you have been reading the whole damn time! She just flipped her wig over so it was brown hair instead of blond.
They could only be talking about one person.
Hogan: Obviously not Michael Jackson because he doesn’t like girls.
Pixie
Everyone: Gay.
backed away slowly and took a different route home. She climbed straight into bed when she got there, ignoring questions from her friends. It would be too hard to face Crutchy. Hall: Yeah because crutchy’s got the hot woman!!

Ron: Why do these always have to be love stories? 
George: C'mon, Ron, you know that you're a sucker for romances. 
Ron: Shutup.
Hogan: You’ve got to be fucking kidding me?!

Nash: What?

Hogan: That was the gayest ending I’ve ever seen!

Hall: There is another part probably.

Sting: So, this story sucked the whole time.

Nash: Yeah, the only good part was the end.

Hogan: What are you talking about?! That sucked too.

Nash: No no no, I mean the fact that it ACTUALLY ENDED.

Hall: Yeah. Everything else sucked.
Sting: No doubt about it.

Hogan: Well everyone, there you have it, despite how much this sucked, this is probably the LAST New World Theater 3000. Incase some of you are too slow to notice the difference between this and the last fanfic from the first 2. Sting has changed. That’s because Soul has become too busy to do these so we did the comments for Sting for him. And Fusion is leaving Aug. 8th for the Air Force. So it will be down to just me and Scott Hall. And the two of us alone can’t do these anymore. Anyways, If anyone would like the opportunity to replace Sting and Nash until their hopeful return, The spots are open, otherwise. This is probably it. So until we learn more… Soul, try and find some time for some fun. And Fusion/Nash, make this country proud and show those Mexicans and Canadians what it means to be an American! As for everyone reading, Thanks for taking the time to get a good laugh from our psychotic minds. Credits go to Mystery Science Theater 3000 for inspiring us. Watch on TV some time, and be sure to do it because I’m Hogan in this and Hogan Knows Best, watch that show too.
