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.

Pussycats_4 CS6.indd 3

5/19/2015 1:02:02 PM

<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.
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