Glo, I hate to tell you
this, but things are going
to get a little crazy.
So I need you to trust me.

And do me a favor:
stop talking, ok?

I really need to concentrate.

Christ! Who the hell is that? What’s he in
some kind of black metal band? Is he one
of your pissed-off fans or something?

Honey, we’re in a world of
shit right now. So zip it!

Please...just...shut up!

this little piggie
went to market...
...this little piggie
had roast beef...

...this little piggie
stayed home...
...and this little
piggie had none...

...and this little
piggie who was
just sold
out by one of
her friends...

...this little piggie
went...wee, wee,
wee, wee...

...all the way home!

Eh!!!

Glaaaaaack!

Oh. My. God! OhmyGod!
OhmyGod! OhmyGod!
OhmyGod!

I’ve got shooters coming in
the front door!

Johnny, any time you feel
like earning your paycheck
is fine with me!

I repeat: trick or treaters
are right here, right now!

Three of ‘em heading
towards the front door!

Johnny, you gettin’ this?

And that’s why this man
gets paid the big bucks.

Worth every penny.

Hey, legs. Next time when
I say I got a bad feeling,
you’re gonna listen to
me, right?

I told you it was
‘Say Goodbye To
Hollywood’ out here.

Now we’ve got about
a minute before..

...and that minute
just passed.

Let’s go, ladies!

Uhhhhht!

Get down!

Glo, get in! Move!

I’m going to die, I’m
going to die, this is
me dying right now,
I’m going to
die today...

Not exactly happy
hour, is it?

Hi. I’m Johnny.

You might want to
keep your
head down.

I don’t shoot as
good as I drive.

Oh, my goodness! Is that for me?

You’re really armed
and dangerous down
there, aren’t you?

I’m guessing a girl can’t walk
straight after she’s had this
monster between her legs.

Hold on, honey. Someone
just texted me.

Oh, look at that. There’s Nancy.

Momma says she’s all ready
for you now, baby.

Now don’t you go forgettin’ me,
‘cause I’ll come looking for you.
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...as a matter of fact,
he just opened the
door right now.
Hold on, sweetie.

Ah! The mountain
comes to the man.

You have kept me waiting
too long, whore.

Ah! A new
appetizer?

Hiya, Mister!
I am now very hungry.
And the appetite comes
during eating.
I’m here to
play Battleship.

You lay down, and
I’ll blow you up.

Show’s on, buttercup. Got to
go. Talk to ya later, ‘k?

American woman, I hope
you know who I am.

If my Nancy is not
coming, then you must be
my Nancy. Waiting is done.

Do you know what we
are going to do? Do
you understand?

Oh, yeah, I read the job
description. I know what
you like, Doctor Zhivago.

You like it rough,
don’t cha?

I hope you brought lots
of Chapstick ‘cause guess
what you get to kiss next?

The wall, bitch!

You really do like it
rough, don’t cha Yuri?

But down there it looks
like you ain’t too happy
to see me anymore.

Ah, don’t worry.
It happens to everybody.

Where’s your buddies?

Cat got your
tongue, huh?

Think it’s time you
met Godzilla.

He’ll bite your head off, man!
Think I’m kiddin’?

Now I know you ain’t alone
out here, so I’m only gonna
ask you one more time.

How many of your
Commie friends out
there are packin’?

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.

1989.

Baltimore, Maryland.

You’re doing the
right thing, Donald.

I won’t disappoint you.

I know.

I just wish I would
have done it sooner.

What matters is that
you’re doing it now.
God will forgive you.

Will he forgive me for
one last time, then?

Oh, angel.
Please.

Just one last time?

For a dying old
man who’s sorry?
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Sure, Donnie.
Anything for my
little man.

Haaaaappy Birth-day...
Mis-ter Pres-i-dent.

Bless You, Mother.

No Heaven can be
this beautiful.
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Hands up, Sister Christian!

Unless you want that
cross up your ass !
The fuck?
Hey! Mother
Theresa!

You think,
I’m kiddin?

I’ll waste your ass
without even thinkin’,
so put your fuckin’
hands in the...
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Hail Mary, full
of grace...

...our Lord is with thee.
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Blessed art thou
among women...

...and blessed is
the fruit of thy
womb, Jesus.

PL A K

!

!

PL A K
!
PL A K
!
PL A K

Holy Mary, Mother of God,
pray for us sinners...

!

PL A K
!
PL A K

...now and at the hour
of our death...

!

PL A K
!
PL A K
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There was a little girl
who had a little curl.

Right in the middle
of her forehead.

When she was
good, she was
very, very good.

But when she
was bad...
She got a fur
coat, a condo,
a sports car...

all kinds of
neat shit.

Just because she
flashed her tits!
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So when the Fabulous
FunBoys get kicked
to the curb because
of some cooze?

kA K!
It pisses me off!
Everything changes
just because of some
little piggie?

kA K!
Piggies don’t work!

They just play!

Just like the spoiled
little piggies they are!

But Georgie Porgy takes
the good with the bad.
That was fun! Huh?
And we’re gonna have
even more fun if you
fuck things up with
Mr. Anonymous in there.

We’ll go back to
playing Humpty Dumpty...

...and you can have
a great fall!
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Your only job is
to get her to the
church on time.

Call us after the
appointment, and
confirm all parties
are in agreement.

And when we say
4:30, we mean
just that.

Then, once that’s out
of the way, you can
cook the PIG and serve
her with vegetables
for all we care.
Bon Appétit.

C’mon little
piggie.

Your trough’s
in there.
C’mon. Soooo-eeeee!
Hear pig pig pig!

Feel like a man now that
you beat up on a woman?

You’re going to slap the
wrong girl around some
day, you bastard.

Yeah, yeah, yeah.

Only the good die young,
little pig, so I’ll be around
long after you croak.

Now move that fat ass of
yours and get to work, unless
you want to see a cell phone
picture of your boy gutted
and hanging on a meat hook.
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<Ah, there is
the tigress.>
<Finally.>
<After I kiss your
bruises we will drink
the finest vodka.>

<You have played
your part well,
my love.>

I’m sorry, I don’t
understand what
you’re saying.
I’m American.

Ah. Please to forgive.

Come closer.
We talk.

<My God,
you are
beautiful.>
<An angel
without wings.>

Tell me young lady, do
you know a man named...
Andropov?
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The room was dark.

But then I was no
longer in the room.

I looked at his eyes and
heard a million voices.

I heard myself say,
“I remember now.”

“I remember how this started. ”
“I can’t remember yesterday, I just
remember doing what they told me.”
I did it for my country.

I was not a mother,
and I was not a friend.

I was the Judas who
burns down a city.

The women where I worked.
The Pussycats.
I had fooled them.

I had earned their trust,
and none of them knew me.
Except for one.
But that didn’t matter.
My voice was strong,
and I was whole again.
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I was ready to eat
those who opposed me.

5/19/2015 1:02:02 PM

