Ah. Finally.

Now with a Hellrider
at my side, how can I
possibly lose?

Well, at least you get to
drop the shitty accent
and broken English.

I hope you’re ready to blow
this popsicle stand, because
we’ve only got a few minutes
before somebody misses
Sleeping Beauty here.

You know we’re square
after this, right?

Let’s not get ahead
of ourselves.

We’re not moving any
hardware today. You’ll be
home for dinner.
But you did bring the
cell phones, correct?

Nurse Nancy.

Alternate accounts make it very
difficult for us to know who she
really is when out of character,
but one thing is for certain...

...she is one of the deadliest
bitches breathing on this rock.

Gymnast.

Professional fighter.

Multi-lingual.

We’ll want to kill her first so that
her friends see we mean business.

Then there’s the farmer’s daughter that
turned into a catwalk model with
the strength of a nuclear submarine.

She calls herself Powerhouse Pam.

Breathtaking, really.

Living proof of intelligent design.

A freelancer who bounces between
boys on their tricycles, she deals
in commodities people can’t buy at
their local convenience store.

Her simian friends
mean she’s never
without security.

The Astounding She-Monster,
live and uncensored.

Then there’s this joker in the deck.

The missing link that
can point us towards
the one woman we
so desperately
want to meet.

Cowgirl Cathy is not what you
call “cooperative,” though.

She has retired more
of our “associates”
faster than lung
cancer metastasizing
in coal miners.

Porn star by day, grifter by
night, we know there’s so much
more to the little Texas tart.

This club-hopping tramp that plays Thelma to her Louise dresses
like jailbait, and follows her around sometimes like a sick puppy.

It’s quite sad, really.

You were dropped on your
head at birth, weren’t you?

Do you know what’s going to
happen to you when I tell my
father that you and
your Liberace friend there
tied me to a chair?

You’ll be lucky if you can get
a job scrubbing toilets!

With your teeth!

Both of you are
sooooo fucked!

F-U-C-K-E-D
spells “Fucked”!

Well, this went well,
don’t you think?
Now I’m only going to
say this one more time.
I’m ready to
cough up blood,
how about you?
Get me out of this fucking
chair now, or both of you
pricks wake up in the river.

