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LA RONDE CHARACTER SHEET.
Investigator G. D. Wells: Wells is a caricature of a 1940s 
American man's man: bragadocious, misogynistic, overly-
confident, yet completely inept. He is blind to his own 
shortcomings and blunders through the show with an ego that 
keeps him from from ever experiencing any short of 
consequence for his idiocy. He's charming as fuck. Every time 
he speaks, he lights a cigarette and always puts it out when 
he is done. 
 
Phyllis Broadstreet: The epitome of holier-than-thou, the 
town’s moral police, is constantly making up scripture to 
support whatever she is saying--and always looks to the sky 
as she delivers it. She is pissed as hell that Madame got the 
job running that cat house that Phyllis thought SHE deserved. 
She's also ragingly upset that that same cat house is 
stealing her church patrons and their tithe. That's why she 
hires Wells: to expose the dark secrets of Shitsmouth Port, 
USA, and get her flock and tithing money back. But dear 
Phyllis Broadstreet has skeletons of her own to hide.
 
Francis: Madame Derriere's right-hand man and whipping 
boy/beaten puppy. He works his ass off for the cat house. He 
is as saucy as they come and is really into himself. He's 
also got a hopeless crush on Brock. He seems deeply loyal to 
Madame and likes to punish her enemies, but he has his own 
plans about his personal advancement.
 
Madam Derriere: She runs the local brothel and has dirt on 
most people in the town. Her European accent is hard to nail 
down and she likes to keep where she’s from to herself. Her 
accent actually changes completely in every scene. (Yay, 
Monica!) With an over exaggeratedly sexy walk and mannerisms, 
it can be uncomfortable or off-putting to converse with her 
even thought she thinks “she’s still got it." She fits into 
the criminal hierarchy of the town, but she's trying to stage 
a coup. Uh-oh.
 
Brock Liftmann: Linda's right-hand man and muscle...and I do 
mean muscle. He lives in the gym and lives to set off lunk 
alarms. He's a big, dumb, muscular puppy who probably has a 
good heart, but he's deep in criminal dealings...and not just 
as the big Boss's enforcer.
 
Linda Peters: Colonel Daddyman's third and final wife, Linda 
hails from the frozen wilds of Minnesota and brings her 
baking prowess with her to warm the hearts and souls of the 
residents of Shitsmouth Port, USA. Lurking behind the sugary-
sweet Minnesota persona, however, is a dark, twisted, violent 
criminal mastermind.
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LIGHTS UP. THE OFFICE OF G.D. WELLS, PRIVATE EYE.

GD WELLS ENTERS, pulls out a cigarette and lights it. 
Turns to address the audience. 

G.D. WELLS
Let me ask you something.

Wells starts to take a puff, then pauses, 
dramatically.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Have you ever walked into a room, a woman aged 40 is 
screaming, your skin crawls because the inspiration for her 
scream is right around the corner, then BOOM, a naked man is 
hanging by a noose with all his glory out?

Takes a puff.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
No? Me neither. 

Puts out the cigarette.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
If you do, snap a picture for me, sounds interesting.

Pulls out a cigarette.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
G.D. Wells, Private Eye. That's right, the G.D. Wells. I 
wasn't always THE G.D. Wells, super detective and sex 
offender. No, in my first year, rent was like masturbating by 
a roaring tiger: hard to cum by. That is until the day she 
walked in. The day that changed my entire life. For the 
better? For the worse?

A KNOCKING SOUND can be heard off stage.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
You be the judge.

Wells walks over to his desk and has a seat in his 
chair. He puts his feet up on the desk.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Come in!

PHYLLIS ENTERS in a hurry. She looks frantic, she 
rushes up to WELLS'S desk.

PHYLLIS
Thank goodness you're here!
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Phyllis freezes. GD takes out a cigarette lights it. 
GD turns to the audience.

G.D. WELLS
They say you can fall in love with someone the first time you 
see them. That may be true, but you can't see crazy. No, 
crazy takes you by surprise, from behind, like when you think 
you have weathered a storm only to catch five feet of hell by 
the city releasing a reservoir.

To Phyllis.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
G.D. Wells, please take a seat. With whom do I have the 
pleasure?

PHYLLIS
Phyllis, Phyllis Broadstreet.

She reaches her hand out for a shake, G.D. Puts out 
his cigarette. Sits up. 

G.D. WELLS
Sorry--like my Mom after she died from Parkinson's--I don't 
shake anymore.

PHYLLIS
Fine. 

G.D. WELLS
How can I help you?

PHYLLIS
I'm not from around here.

G.D. WELLS
Neither am I, so what's the problem?

PHYLLIS
You don't understand, I am from a very small town, and well, 
rules don't work the same in small towns.

G.D. WELLS
What, like, brothers marry sisters? Is your brother also the 
love of your life?

PHYLLIS
No! Sweet, loving, and forgiving Jesus, no!

She does the symbol of the cross.

G.D. WELLS
Well, that's...a relief.
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G.D. Looks to the audience, Phyllis freezes. He pulls 
out a cigarette.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
I quickly learned that Phyllis was very religious. I was 
immediately impressed by her. She was like no woman I had 
ever met before. Sharp, yet innocent, and, hey, I've heard of 
looks and personality on a woman, but personality, looks, and 
brains? It was like I was meeting a pretty man, with a vagina 
and great boobs. Remind me to tell you about Thailand.

GD puts out his cigarette and looks back to Phyllis, 
who unfreezes.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Sounds like this town is like playing chess with my 
grandfather who suffers from dementia: it plays by its own 
set of rules.

PHYLLIS
Exactly. It's like Sodom and Gomorrah.

G.D. WELLS
Gomorrah, huh? Sounds like my kinda town. Whatever your 
problem is, why come to me, G.D. Freaking Wells? Why not go 
to local officials?

PHYLLIS
The local officials is one official, and I fear he may be 
compromised. Our police force, if you want to call it that, 
is one alcoholic who is also the town's fire department, 
dentist, and pigeon salesman. 

G.D. WELLS
Pigeon Salesman, huh? A rat with wings selling things.

PHYLLIS
Exactly.

G.D. WELLS
Sounds disgusting. Alright, so what would I be investigating?

PHYLLIS
Our town has an active cat house. Since the new Madame took 
over, my church attendance has been decreasing and the cat 
house has been thriving. As the pastor, I am concerned for 
the community as a whole.

G.D. WELLS
Cat house, eh? Sorry, Buddha, but people love cats.

PHYLLIS
No, it's a Christian Church.
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G.D. WELLS
Sorry, Jesus, people love cats.

PHYLLIS
No, a cat house is not a house for cats. It's a term for a 
house of ill repute.

G.D. WELLS
Repute, huh? 

Wells pulls out a notepad. Starts to jot down a note.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
I'll have to look that up later. 

Puts notepad away. Pulls out a cigarette.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Sorry, Jesus, people love ill repute.

PHYLLIS
A house of ill repute is a house for prostitution!

Wells stares blankly, puts out a cigarette, reaches 
for his notepad.

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
Oh for Pete's--it's place where men or women pay a fee to 
have sex!

Wells looks shocked.

G.D. WELLS
Say that again?

PHYLLIS
It's a place where men or women pay a fee to have sex!

Wells pulls out a notepad.

G.D. WELLS
One more time--but slower and moanier.

As she speaks he doesn't write down any notes. He 
strokes his chest.

PHYLLIS
It's a place where men or women pay a fee to have sex.

Wells puts the notepad away.

G.D. WELLS
That's nice--that doesn't sound too bad of a gig.
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PHYLLIS
G.D. Wells, I am afraid these people will be lost to sins of 
the flesh. Like the reverend Billy Graham said...

(Looking to the sky)
"When you think with your loins, the only place you are goins 
is the garbage shoot."

G.D. WELLS
Ahh, Billy Graham, king of Gomorrah right? Nice, a rhyme, I 
like it. Shoot me straight with details terrific, if you want 
me to investigate, be very specific.

Wells points to himself.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Trademarked.

PHYLLIS
Since the new Madame took over--

G.D. WELLS
Name, name, what's a name?

Wells pulls out a notepad and jots down a note.

PHYLLIS
Derriere, Madame Derriere. Back in the day, the cat house was 
one of those whorehouses that generally serviced divorcee 
townsfolk, traveling businessmen, and big-rig truckers. 
Recently, though, it has has been drawing scores of people, 
from members of my church to all sorts of unseemly types.

G.D. WELLS
Hmmm...I see.

PHYLLIS
G.D. Wells, please believe that I care for my town very much, 
and I desperately want it saved. I need my church bursting 
with patrons again. I am afraid, I am afraid...

Phyllis starts to get emotional. Wells is caught of 
guard goes over to console Phyllis.

G.D. WELLS
Hey, hey, it's ok, we all get scared sometimes.

PHYLLIS
You've been scared?

G.D. WELLS
Sure, like when my high school girlfriend said she was 
pregnant and asked if I wanted a boy or a girl.
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PHYLLIS
You were scared? 

G.D. WELLS
Hell yeah, but after it was all said and done, it was for the 
better because I got what a wanted.

PHYLLIS
A boy?

G.D. WELLS
An abortion. What are you afraid of, Mrs. Broadstreet?

PHYLLIS
It's Ms. I'm not married. 

G.D. WELLS
Hotcha, lookin' better all the time. You just went from a 7 
to an 8.

PHYLLIS
Our dearly beloved and late Colonel Daddyman--

Phyllis takes a shot from her crucifix flask and 
"pours one out."

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
--wouldn't have wanted our town to end up like this. My 
people may be too far gone into darkness. It is as if the cat 
house has lost its "ill repute." 

G.D. WELLS
Well, we can't have a whorehouse getting all uptight and 
moralistic on us. What're all those poor traveling 
businessmen and big-rig truckers going to dump their shame 
in?

PHYLLIS
No, I mean. Nobody in town cares about what the cat house is 
doing to their poor souls. How the carelessness is spreading 
like a wild fire and how--

G.D. WELLS
Don't tell me.

PHYLLIS
How I fear they have forgotten the importance of the loving, 
forgiving embrace my church offers them.

G.D. WELLS
Just like a woman. I give you instructions not to tell me and 
what do you know? I am seconds away from being told.
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PHYLLIS
(aside)

Lord, give me grace and patience. Grace and patience. Grace 
and patience.

(to Wells)
It seemed imperative.

G.D. WELLS
Imperative?

Wells pulls out a notepad.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Hmm...maybe you are right.

Wells finishes jotting down "imperative."

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
I won't be sure til I can get to a dictionary. Alright, let's 
get down to brass tacks. I'm very interested in your case, 
but like a high profile business man with whiskey dick in a 
brothel, I don't cum cheap.

PHYLLIS
I don't have much money, but I am sure we can arrange some 
other way for me to pay you.

G.D. WELLS
I'll tell you what I told may grandma on my birthday: I don't 
need any more fucking sweaters.

G.D. Points at a sign on the wall the sign says "Cash 
Only, NO SWEATERS!"

PHYLLIS
(crossing self)

Grace and patience. I can give you a little cash up front, 
and more if you can discover what's going on and get me my 
patrons back. Like the good book says, "What's good for the 
goose is good for the gander." Second Fables, chapter 35, 
verses 16-67.

G.D. WELLS
Really? Maybe I need to dust off the ol' book and give it a 
thumb-through.

Pulls out a dusty bible and opens it up.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Ezekiel 23:20, "There she lusted after her lovers, whose 
genitals were like those of donkeys and whose emission was 
like that of horses." Hmmm...that's some good bible.
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PHYLLIS
So what do you say? I can pay you a little now and we can 
figure something else out later.

G.D. WELLS
I've heard this sort proposition before. I am a lonely man 
that has his needs, but like I told the gentleman that came 
in here last week, I can't fuck my financial problems away. I 
have tried that already and I was left sweaty, red in the 
face, and embarrassed. Again, cold hard cash.

PHYLLIS
I can pay you 20 bucks and cover half your expenses.

GD stands up.

G.D. WELLS
You have a deal. I'll head out in the morning. What's the 
name of this town anyway?

PHYLLIS
(crosses self)

Really, I am not the type to use dirty language, so I'd 
rather not share the name.

G.D. WELLS
Spill it, Broadstreet.

PHYLLIS
Shitsmouth Port, USA.

Phyllis crosses herself.

G.D. WELLS
Fantastic, I'll be sure to pack some mayonnaise. I'll take 
off in the morning!

PHYLLIS
Thank you, and if anyone asks...

G.D. WELLS
Don't worry, it will be like me losing my virginity on prom 
night: it never happened.

PHYLLIS
Grace and patience. Bless you.

Phyllis EXITS, G.D. Wells watches, then pulls out a 
cigarette and takes center stage to address the 
audience.



10.

G.D. WELLS
Just like that, I was in. Like my uncle Leroy after a bottle 
of gin trying to steal honey from a beehive, I had no idea 
what I was getting into. Next stop: Shitsmouth Port, USA.

Takes a drag. Gathers hat and coat. Puts out the 
cigarette and exits.

LIGHTS UP. PHYLLIS'S OFFICE.

Phyllis's desk is lined with some knickknacks.

PHYLLIS is counting money from the collection plate.

FRANCIS flings the door open, boldly steps through, 
and slams it shut. 

Phyllis glances up briefly and continues counting 
money, unfazed.

FRANCIS
Madame Derriere sent me.

PHYLLIS
Obviously. You're not good for much else, Francis.

FRANCIS
(glowers)

You may want to get used to dealing with me more, Phyllis.

PHYLLIS
Oh really? Well, Moses had plagues he had to deal with, why 
should I be any different? Moses had 99 plagues, but you 
weren't one. 

(a la Jay Z)
Hit me!

Francis picks up an item from Phyllis's desk and 
examines it as he speaks. Phyllis is annoyed.

FRANCIS
Well, who knows? You and I may have to do business directly 
in the not-too-distant future.

Francis places the item back on Phyllis's desk. 
Phyllis moves the item back into its proper place.

PHYLLIS
It would take a burning bush telling me so before I'd even 
consider it.
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FRANCIS
Speaking of a burning bush, Madame wanted me to give you 
this. 

Francis places an envelope onto Phyllis's desk.

PHYLLIS
What's this?

FRANCIS
(more assertively)

Word on the street is you've hired a PI. Madame Derriere 
wants to know how much you'll need to call off your dog?

PHYLLIS
It's out of our hands now, Francis. 

Phyllis looks upward toward the sky.

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
As the great Prophet Steve Jobs once said, "The only happy 
ending is a hand job."

Beat.

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
We are the Lord's hands after all, Francis. Time to get these 
things jobbing.

FRANCIS
I don't think that's a real quote, Phyllis.

Francis haphazardly rearranges stuff on Phyllis's 
desk.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
You see your desk? We can make your face look like this. All 
rearranged.

Phyllis scoffs and rearranges her desk properly.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
Rejecting free money isn't good business, Phyllis. That's why 
Madame got that promotion to run the cat house. You're just 
jealous. Little jealous virgin Phyllis.

Francis knocks EVERYTHING off Phyllis's desk.

PHYLLIS
Whatever you can do, the Lord will avenge me sevenfold!

Phyllis knocks over her chair.
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PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
See?

FRANCIS
That was you, Phyllis.

PHYLLIS
I am but a vessel. I am but His hands. 

FRANCIS
And tight ass.

PHYLLIS
"Jealousy is just love & hate at the same time."

FRANCIS
(inquisitively)

The Book of Drake?

PHYLLIS
(coquettishly)

"I have enemies. I have a lot of enemies. Got a lot of people 
tryna drain me of my energy. They tryna take the wave from a-
-"

FRANCIS
WELLLLLLLL!!!!

PHYLLIS
No, let me finish. "They tryna take the wave from a ni--"

FRANCIS
Seriously, I will pay you to stop.

PHYLLIS
It's rude to interrupt a lady, Francis.

FRANCIS
I see we're playing loose with that term, "lady," aren't we? 
Look, if you won't call off your P.I. attack dog, I guess 
I'll just take back all this money. 

Phyllis rushes over to her desk and seizes the 
envelope.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
So...you want the Madame's payment, but you won't call off 
the PI?

PHYLLIS
Money comes through this door, it NEVER goes out. 
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Phyllis points to the sign on the wall that says the 
exact same thing: "Money comes through this door, it 
NEVER goes out."

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
That's scripture! I'm owed that money. If not from the money 
for the lost tithes, then for the many years I should've been 
in control of the cat house.

FRANCIS
Our dear Colonel Daddyman-- 

Francis rubs his nipples. Phyllis takes a shot from 
her crucifix flask and pours one out.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
--didn't think you were capable of running the cat house. 

Phyllis crosses herself and glares.

PHYLLIS
How dare you insinuate I am not good making money! This 
envelope says differently.

FRANCIS
And since our beloved Colonel Daddyman--

Francis rubs his nipples. Phyllis takes a shot from 
her crucifix flask and pours one out.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
--didn't have any children before he married his third and 
final wife, he had to leave it to someone.

PHYLLIS
You didn't even know him! I was actually there! You're just 
getting all your hearsay from Madame--

(mockingly)
--Derriere. I knew her way back when!

(looking upwards)
"There's another life that I might have had, but I am having 
this one." Fox Mulder.

FRANCIS
Give it a rest with the bullshit quotes, Phyllis. You know 
the Boss-- 

Phyllis shudders and crosses herself.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
--can't have some big city detective poking his nose around 
the cat house. Because then you know he'll start asking about 
the town's milk supply. The Boss told us to get a handle on 
it.
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PHYLLIS
I have a firm grasp of the situation.

Phyllis does a Shake Weight motion.

FRANCIS
Oh, yeah? 

PHYLLIS
Double-firm! I know exactly what she's doing with the milk in 
there!

Phyllis does a double Shake Weight motion--one in 
each hand!

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
I am but His hands!

Francis pushes her hands down so she stops, for the 
love of God.

FRANCIS
Stop that. Eww. Now, ask yourself why you ended up in this 
position with a shrinking congregation, shrinking attendance, 
and shrinking revenue stream. There's always a reason. 

PHYLLIS
And what's the reason for all of this?

FRANCIS
It's because no one likes you. 

Beat. Knocks collection plate out of Phyllis's hand.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
Bitch!

Francis runs offstage.

Phyllis gasps and falls to her knees, crossing 
herself.

LIGHTS DOWN.

LIGHTS UP: MONOLOGUE.

G.D. WELLS
Milk? What are they doing, milking cats in this cat house? 
I'm still not really firm on what a cat house is. I mean, 
I've seen cat houses. They're pretty small. Nice carpet. 
Better carpet than my place. But small. About the same size 
as my place, actually. And I actually find that cats tend to 
make better housemates than most of the people I've met.

(MORE)
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G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
They bathe regularly and always make sure their shit gets in 
the box. I knew I'd have to visit the cat house first. I'm 
hoping they show me their kitties.

LIGHTS UP. THE CAT HOUSE.

FRANCIS is mixing a drink. He looks into a mirror.

FRANCIS
Hey, handsome. 

Francis grins at himself.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
Well, hello there. Back from the date with ol' Shake Weights 
Broadstreet?

Francis does the Shake Weights movement, but his 
hands are alarmingly close to his mouth. Francis then  
lightly changes his demeanor as he looks at a 2nd 
mirror.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
Yes.

Francis changes his demeanor.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
Short answer. Hmm... that bad, huh?

Francis changes his demenor.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
She hired a private eye and took the offering, but refused to 
call off her dog.

Francis changes his demenor.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
How are you going to break it to Madame Derriere?

Francis changes his demeanor, smirks at himself, 
changes his demeanor back.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
You aren't thinking about not telling Madame, are you? 

Francis changes his demeanor.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
I don't know!

Francis playfully slaps at the mirror.
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FRANCIS (CONT’D)
I considered keeping that knowledge for myself. Why should 
she know anyway? This is going to be my kingdom someday 
anyhow.

Francis changes his demeanor.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
God, you cute little opportunist. What about Brock?

Francis changes his demeanor.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
He can come, too...after me, of course!

Francis begins to lean in toward the mirror, then 
changes his demeanor. 

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
You're bad!

Francis begins making out with himself, moaning and 
groaning. The door flies open. It's MADAME.

MADAME
Christ almighty! How many times?!?!?! 

FRANCIS
I was just, um...jerking... ugh...off to my own reflection.

MADAME
Yeah, right! You were trying to make love to yourself. You 
can't lie to me.

FRANCIS
Sorry, Madame.

Francis turns and winks at himself in the mirror. He 
changes demeanor, grins and waves his hand: "Oh, stop 
it, you."

MADAME
You better be. Thankfully you weren't slathered in barbecue 
sauce this time. Now--

Madame takes a seat and props her feet up.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Where have you been?! An entire college baseball team came 
through this morning. Apparently they all had just learned 
about foot jobs. This left moi to service them. All of them. 
Twelve of them, including pinch hitters and the bat boy. 

Madame shakes her feet at Francis.
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MADAME (CONT’D)
My feet need a vacation, Francis.

Francis hurries to her side and begins rubbing her 
feet.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Wait, I should wash my feet first. 

Francis recoils.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Later, rub my tootsies later.

Francis gets up and goes to wipe his hands on the 
furniture. 

MADAME (CONT’D)
Uh-uh.

Francis pulls at his own clothes. Madame nods.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Better.

Francis wipes his hands on his chest.

MADAME (CONT’D)
You're welcome, Francis.

FRANCIS
Yes, thank you, Madame.

Madame points at a seat for Francis to sit in and 
goes behind her own desk.

MADAME
Take a seat. It's business time. While I was foot jobbing the 
baseball team, you met with Phyllis Broadstreet. You took the 
cash with you?

FRANCIS
Yes, Madame.

MADAME
Ok, she accepted.

FRANCIS
Yes.

MADAME
So she's calling off the PI?
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FRANCIS
No.

MADAME
Christ, ze' cunt. This is going to give crime a bad name. You 
don't tattle in crime. Amateur! This is why she didn't get 
the promotion to Madame and I did. Dear sweet Colonel 
Daddyman--

Francis rubs his nipples. Madame fans her cooch.

MADAME (CONT’D)
--saw through her bullshit! I am in charge! Because I am ze' 
queen of getting shit done!

Madame starts shaking her head in anger.

FRANCIS
Uh oh...what are you thinking.

MADAME
Oh, I just had a thought. A long con. Hiring some stud 
fellow, with AIDS, and paying him a monthly salary to start 
dating Phyllis. Since she is waiting for marriage, this is 
most definitely a long con. He proposes, she says yes, they 
go house shopping, there is conflicts with the the parents of 
the bride-to-be and the groom-to-be, everyone is stressed out 
no one is happy, the have a bunch of fancy foods catered, 
they get married, the father-of-the bride is giving the 
mother-of-the bride a bunch of shit at the after-wedding 
ceremony of the debt he went into so late in life, at the 
honeymoon they have sex, the guy...he has AIDS.

FRANCIS
You are nasty!

MADAME
A gal can dream.

FRANCIS
That's brutal.

MADAME
Is it? She has her crimes and I have mine. What do I do? I 
sell a little sex and move a little drugs in a little milk. 
It gives people in this town physical pleasures, an escape... 
I am trying to make a living, providing actual service. She 
takes people's money for what? Herself! This bitch is ze' 
criminal. 

FRANCIS
Tell me how you really feel.
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MADAME
You know who will have to find out about this.

FRANCIS
Who?

MADAME
The Boss, of course, idiot.

FRANCIS
Oh, no, you're going to take it straight to the top?

MADAME
Of course.

FRANCIS
What about Brock?

MADAME
Fuck. That dope.

FRANCIS
He's handsome.

Madame looks at Francis skeptically.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
In a dumb, muscular sort of way. But that tank top he wears, 
though... 

Madame looks grossed out. Francis shivers.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
Ooh! Have mercy!

MADAME
Do what you want, just get paid.

They smile at each other.

FRANCIS
What are you going to tell Brock to do?

MADAME
The same thing I tell my girls. 

FRANCIS
Face down, ass up?

Madame points at a sign on the wall that reads: "Eyes 
closed, legs open. Ears closed, mouth open."

MADAME
"Eyes closed, legs open. Ears closed, mouth open."
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FRANCIS
That...doesn't make any sense.

MADAME
Nothing I say to Brock will make any sense to him.

FRANCIS
That's true. But he's so damn cute though.

MADAME
So is a snail. 

FRANCIS
And your point?

MADAME
And I smashed four this morning. Like this, Francis. Smash 
smash smash.

Madame starts chasing Francis around the stage in a 
weird stomp jig.

FRANCIS
Ok, I get it!

MADAME
Smash smash smash, Francis! Oh, was that your little shell 
home? No pity. Then I cover them with salt. I will do the 
same with Brock.

FRANCIS
Just don't hurt the important parts.

MADAME
Of course not. Now get the fuck out.

A rock HITS the window.

FRANCIS
What the fuck was that?

Madame starts hustling Francis to the door.

MADAME
It's Brock! Get out! I don't want to have to see you two 
flirt-fucking in front of me!

FRANCIS
Why the hell doesn't he use the front door?

MADAME
I ask him to climb the trellis when he comes see me so his 
arms are swole and I like to see them.
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FRANCIS
You do like him!

MADAME
Oh, fuck off. What do you know.

FRANCIS
Tell me EVERYTHING.

MADAME
Get out!

FRANCIS
(Kardashian)

Byeeee!

LIGHTS DOWN.

LIGHTS UP: MONOLOGUE

G.D. WELLS
I must have visited the cat house at the wrong time of day. I 
didn't see a single tabby, calico, or kitten. Strange place, 
this Shitsmouth Port, USA. I did get to meet an industrious 
employee named Francis there. Hard-working fellow. Eager and 
earnest to impress. Something odd about that particular duck, 
though.

LIGHTS UP. THE CAT HOUSE.

MADAME heads toward the window.

MADAME
Get you and your swole arms in here.

The window is thrust open, in climbs BROCK LIFTMANN, 
wearing sunglasses like some sort of asshole.

BROCK
Hi, Madame. Is Francis here?

MADAME
No.

BROCK
Oh, man, that's a bummer. I'm wearing that tank top he told 
me made my traps look amazing. I figured he'd want to see it. 
Hey, when's he getting back, anyway? I'm pretty hungry for a 
compliment sandwich right now. Can you hook me up, Madame?

MADAME
Please tell me you have good news, you disappointing piece of 
shit. 
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BROCK
Oh, that's cold. I'd still do you, though. 

MADAME
No.

BROCK
You'll come around. 

MADAME
No.

BROCK
You might.

MADAME
No.

BROCK
You might, though.

MADAME
No.

BROCK
Anyways, the deal was made, I got the cash right here. 

Beat.

BROCK (CONT’D)
(quietly)

You might, though.

MADAME
Yes! 

BROCK
Told ya!

MADAME
No! I mean, finally we get a cut! Haha, fuck you, Boss! You 
don't own this town so much, after all! You and your 
northerly climate ways are no match against my fiery 
sexiness!

BROCK
Yeah, they loved the milk so dang much, they want double the 
amount next week.

MADAME
You idiot!

Madame slaps Brock.
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BROCK
Cheese and crackers. Why don't you buy me a drink next time? 
What crawled into your butt and itched your butt, and made 
you all mad, and then you--

Madame starts SNAPPING her fingers in front of 
Brock's face.

MADAME
Brock, focus.

BROCK
Yes, Madame, thank you, sir.

She looks like she wants to break his fucking face 
with her glare.

BROCK (CONT’D)
Ma'am! It's been a long day. You know leg day wears me out 
and bums me out. There is nothing glamorous about these--

Brock flexes his calves.

BROCK (CONT’D)
No chick has ever blown a guy at spring break cuz his calves 
were off the wall bonkers. I thought you'd be happy about 
getting double the order.

MADAME
My girls are already wearing their tits out. Pumping and 
pumping, we can't possibly fill a double order! You want them 
to have dried-up little raisin boobies?

BROCK
I guess we will have to start recruiting. Like when I need to 
swell up and my muscles get on the horn and start calling 
protein over to start building these puppies into certified, 
grade A Angus fisting G-spot detectors.

Brock does fist guns with "Pew! Pew!" noises.

MADAME
What ze' fuck are you going on about?

BROCK
You have a dirty mouth.

MADAME
I OWN WHORES!!!

Brock shrugs.



24.

BROCK
Ok, so there are probably dirtier places on you. I'd still do 
you.

MADAME
The only way we were able to fill that last order is because 
two of my girls used to see the same man and are ultra 
competitive. Well, they both went on an absolute milking 
spree and loaded up an entire truck between the two of them. 
In the future, I will hire bitches that hate each other. 
Nothing gets the milk spraying like seething hatred. When the 
hatred is seething, the milk flows like cream. It's like they 
sport a pair of dueling Mt. St. Helens on their bosoms. It is 
glorious to behold. My eyes turn to dollar signs. Cha-ching.

Brock looks repulsed.

BROCK
Milking, gross! That's not what those are supposed to be for! 
They're for squeezing and boob-banging only! I don't want to 
get milk all over my donger! And then it gets on my shorts 
and it's all sticky and gets all mildew-y-- 

Madame SNAPS in Brock's face. 

MADAME
Brock, focus! That's called good business, mother fucker. 
Also, good business is skimming a bit off zee top for 
ourselves. I was able to divert another shipment of zee 
"KitKat" for our own side hustle.

BROCK
KitKat! Oh, man, break me off a piece of that bar!

MADAME
No, stupid. KitKat. Cat Valium. Vitamin K.

Brock looks confused still.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Drugs! The Boss's drugs!

BROCK
Oh! Yeah, of course, right. I knew that. 

MADAME
It came in this morning and is here now. Now let me make this 
clear. If we are caught, the Boss will turn you into a piece 
of office furniture. That is a concern and a very real 
concern, but that is secondary.

BROCK
Secondary? Oh like, today was leg day, but I still dedicated 
most of the day to testing out these bi's?
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Brock flexes, kisses, and smooches his biceps.

Madame SNAPS half-heartedly at Brock.

MADAME
There is a private eye sniffing around the cat house. I have 
it under good authority that hypocritical bitch Phyllis 
Broadstreet hired the Dick to get back at me for "stealing" 
my job from her trout-smelling pussy ass.

BROCK
Well, that's not a problem.

MADAME
You have a plan?

BROCK
Yeah, I tell him I want to put a scarf around his neck, then 
I go to put my arm around his neck and if he protests, I say, 
no, it's a scarf, then I start flexing and choke him out.

MADAME
That's the stupidest thing I ever heard, you meathead.

BROCK
Certified A Angus--

Madame smacks him in the face.

MADAME
Listen, asshole, you want feds sniffing up this place? A 
pretty bronze boy like you, locked up in prison, you know 
what they would do to you in there?

Brock shakes his head.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Low protein breakfast, lunch, AND dinner.

Brock recoils in horror.

BROCK
How would I fulfill my protein requirements? What about my 
macros??

MADAME
Not the state's responsibility, although some inmates have 
found a creative solution.

BROCK
Sounds like heck.

MADAME
It is, Brock. For some.
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Madame moves towards him, leaning in.

MADAME (CONT’D)
We need to play this very carefully...

Madame grabs Brock's face.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Or...bye, bye, muscles. 

BROCK
Is Francis gonna be back around? I'm feeling vulnerable and 
emasculated.

Madame smacks Brock.

MADAME
Listen!

BROCK
Yes, sir!

Madame smacks Brock with the other hand.

BROCK (CONT’D)
Madame, frick! It's been a long day. It was leg day, and you 
know how it bums me not working on glamour muscles--

Madame lets his face go and pinches Brock.

MADAME
Go to the Boss, and explain to the Boss what is going on, 
otherwise, it's all our asses! Remember what Colonel 
Daddyman--

Brock bounces his pecs. Madame fans her cooch.

MADAME (CONT’D)
--said about the Boss before he died!

Brock blinks physically as if he just recorded what 
she said with his eyes.

BROCK
Got it. Should I catch her at the bakery?

MADAME
No, zis is more pressing. Go directly to her house. Now.

BROCK
Yes, Madame.

MADAME
That's a good boy.
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Madame turns him around and smacks his butt.

BROCK
Ohhh, yeah! I told you you'd come around! How come we never 
had relations. I keep my body so fit. See?

Brock flexes.

BROCK (CONT’D)
See?

Brock flexes more.

BROCK (CONT’D)
See?

Brock flexes MORE.

BROCK (CONT’D)
See?

Madame slaps Brock.

MADAME
When you work in a profession that demands the way mine does, 
you lose all compassion. Then you lose passion. Once you feel 
the thrill of payment from sex, you see your body as an 
earning device. Regular sex has no flair. It's of no 
interest.

BROCK
I could pay.

MADAME
Brock.

BROCK
Yes, madame.

MADAME
You know how you complain I don't exercise with you enough?

BROCK
Yeah.

MADAME
Untrue, I have been kegeling this whole time. My pussy would 
break off your tiny cock. Vagina day is a NEVER MISS!

Madame points her finger to the sky in triumph.

MADAME (CONT’D)
Now get the fuck out of here and try not to fuck this up!
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Madame pushes Brock back out of the window.

LIGHTS DOWN.

LIGHTS UP: MONOLOGUE.

G.D. WELLS
Amazing where a PI pass can get you. I only had to wait 
twenty minutes to get in to see the lady in charge. THE 
Madame Derriere. A sexier, sultrier woman you couldn't hope 
to meet. I could tell she wasn't looking for love. There was 
something unmistakably irresistible about her accent. I think 
she was from Australia. Anyway, after talking to her, I was 
finally on the scent. She said I could get some information 
from the lady who runs the bakery. And boy was my tummy 
rumbling.

LIGHTS UP. LINDA PETERS'S HOUSE.

LINDA PETERS is sitting serenely, sipping tea. Next 
to her, a plate of cookies and a glass of milk.

A KNOCK on the door.

LINDA
Oh, hello! Come in!

Enter BROCK.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Oh, Brock, how do, there!

BROCK
Mrs. Peters.

Brock does an awkward bow, tipping his "hat."

LINDA
Now, Brock, how many times do I have to tell ya? Just call me 
Linda.

BROCK
Yes, ma'am, Linda. Thank you, Linda.

Brock bows awkwardly again.

LINDA
You know what? I take it back. Mrs. Peters it is.

BROCK
Yes, Mrs. Peters. Thank you, Mrs. Peters.

Brock bows awkwardly again.
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LINDA
Oooh, no no no, it's just no good. Call me Boss.

BROCK
Yes, boss. Thank you, boss.

Brock bows awkwardly again.

LINDA
I hear that's what they call me on the street these days, 
anyway. Have a cookie.

Brock takes a cookie.

BROCK
Thanks, boss. 

Brock eats the cookie really awkwardly, so he can 
flex his arms as he eats.

BROCK (CONT’D)
Are these high-protein cooks?

Linda shakes her head no.

BROCK (CONT’D)
Lucky it's cheat day for the Brock Man.

LINDA
You're earlier than I expected. I was hoping to have time to 
finish my tea in peace before we get started down at the 
bakery today.

BROCK
I know, boss. I was hoping to get a few hundred more reps in 
at the gym to rip these babies...

Brock flexes his biceps.

BROCK (CONT’D)
...but I came over as soon as I heard. I got some bad news, 
boss.

Linda freezes, a fake smile on her face.

LINDA
Oh dear. Oh dear, you know I don't like to hear that, Brock.

Brock continues flexing--this time his legs.

BROCK
There's this PI in town looking to cause trouble. Looks like 
I'm going to have to use my incredibly massive bi's, cut 
tri's, and sculpted traps to crush his little pinhead.
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Brock is back to flexing his arms.

LINDA
Oh, no, Brock, that's a last resort. You know violence gives 
me the willies.

BROCK
Well, I'm gonna have to do it anyway, boss. He's on his way 
here.

Brock flexes his...I don't know, back?

BROCK (CONT’D)
Boss, did I tell you? I almost ripped my shirt flexing today-
-

Linda CLAPS in front of Brock's face.

LINDA
Brock! Focus! The PI is coming here, you said? To peek in on 
poor little widowed Linda Peters? Now why would he do 
something silly like that, Brock?

BROCK
Phyllis Broadstreet brought him in. Her tithing revenue at 
church is down, and she knows why. She has had it out for 
Madame Derrière pretty hard core. Says the prostitution is a 
racquet, says milking women and drugging the breast milk is 
unethical. 

LINDA
That gold-digging bitch. 

BROCK
So, he followed the money to Madam Derriere's...

LINDA
That loose-lipped whore. And I do mean both lips, Brock. The 
talking lips and the fucking lips.

BROCK
...and now he's got some crazy idea that you're importing 
Ecstasy and drugging the town's milk supply.

LINDA
Well, that is just the silliest thing I've ever heard!

Linda and Brock laugh uproariously and for an 
awkwardly long period of time, clearly losing their 
breath.

LINDA (CONT’D)
No, no, no, I'm importing Ketamine! Special K, part of a 
balanced breakfast, don't you know.
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BROCK
Oh, I know. How do you think I got these guns?

Brock, of course, flexes his arms.

LINDA
No, Brock, those are from the steroids.

BROCK
Oh, right. These legs are from the Ketamine.

Brock flexes his legs.

LINDA
No, no, those are courtesy of the good ol' PCP.

BROCK
Oh, right. These glutes are from the Ketamine!

Brock flexes his glutes. (Yeah, I said it.)

LINDA
Nailed it.

BROCK
Did I tell you I had to stop working my glutes because my 
muscles were so tight I didn't poop for a week?

Linda CLAPS in front of Brock's face again.

LINDA
Brock! Focus! 

Brock snaps to.

BROCK
Oh! Thank you, ma'am boss.

Linda stares him down, Brock nervously puts his head 
down in shame and tries to look elsewhere, glances up 
she is still staring angrily she holds and then turns 
away, continuing on nonchalantly.

LINDA
Anyhoo, Brock, there are no drugs here! Just stacks and 
stacks of laundered cash and the most delicious human breast 
milk this side of the Missouri River.

BROCK
Boss, but the lab--

LINDA
I certainly hope no one has said some oopsy words to this 
investigator, now, have they, Brock? Have another cookie.
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BROCK
Well, it is cheat day.

Brock takes a cookie.

BROCK (CONT’D)
Of course I didn't say any oopsy words, boss. But that prig 
Phyllis Broadstreet--

LINDA
That self-righteous slut.

BROCK
--she got this PI hooked, boss. Even Madam Derriere--

LINDA
Now there's a thot. 

(Brock looks confused)
You know. T-H-O-T. That ho over there.

BROCK
Oh, that's pretty funny. Anyways, she is getting jumpy.

LINDA
My goodness, that could be very bad. I'd have to find another 
human breast milk supplier. And I have the best working tits 
this side of the Missouri River at my disposal as we speak. 
You don't come across that just every day, now. Brock, leave 
the PI to me. I'll make sure he's not gonna pinch my tits. Go 
take care of Phyllis Broadstreet. 

Brock starts flexing and kissing his muscles.

BROCK
Unh, I can't wait to take these puppies for a walk!

Brock flexes and mimes putting someone in a choke 
hold. He's reeeeeally enjoying it.

BROCK (CONT’D)
Hey, did I tell you about the time I went to the dog park and 
these two chicks asked me what I called my mastiff and my 
Rottweiler?

Brock points at each of his biceps in turn.

BROCK (CONT’D)
It took me ten minutes to convince them that they were my 
awesome bi's, not some massive dogs!

Linda starts to clap in front of Brock's face.
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BROCK (CONT’D)
Spoiler alert: although it was two on one, I won the orgasm 
game one-nothing!

Linda claps in front of Brock's face.

LINDA
Brock! Focus! 

BROCK
Yes, ma'am boss. Thank you, ma'am boss.

LINDA
That little tramp, Phyllis Broadstreet, is very anxious to 
meet Jesus. How about you arrange that meeting, Brock.

Linda and Brock laugh uproariously and for an 
awkwardly long period of time, clearly losing their 
breath.

LINDA (CONT’D)
And by that I mean kill her.

(suddenly businesslike)
How's that shipment that was supposed to come in today, 
Brock?

Brock is preoccupied with flexing and admiring his 
muscles.

BROCK
Yeah, it got here.

LINDA
Well, it's not here here. Where is it, Brock?

BROCK
Back at Madam Derriere's.

LINDA
That exotic tramp. And why is my super acid there, Brock?

BROCK
Hey, we all have to have a little side hustle, boss. I'm too 
woke to be this broke.

Brock freezes, realizing he's confessed to double-
crossing Linda.

Linda stalks over to him and wraps him up in a tight 
hug. 

BROCK (CONT’D)
Everyone wants a piece of the Brock Man today, righteous!
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Linda says the following line right in his ear. 

LINDA
There's a plane waiting to take us to Miami in an hour.

BROCK
Miami? Boss, you taking me on vacay? Sun's out, guns out, 
thongs out, dongs out!

LINDA
Don't make a thing of it.

Linda steps back, her hands on Brock's shoulders. 
Suddenly she grabs his face and plants an angry kiss 
on him.

LINDA (CONT’D)
I know it was you, Brock-o. You broke my heart.

Brock tries to peel Linda's hands away.

LINDA (CONT’D)
You broke my heart!

Linda releases Brock.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Have a cookie.

Brock takes a cookie.

BROCK
I gotta figure out how to work these cooks into my macros. 
Look, Boss, I can explain--

LINDA
Oh no, Brock, I get it. I do. Little Miss Apple Bottom 
wiggles her fanny...little Miss Booty Pop twerks her donk and 
you're helpless against her feminine wiles. There you are, 
pile of goo.

BROCK
Boss, you don't understand--

Linda shushes Brock with her finger.

LINDA
No, I do understand, Brock. I've seen her work it, too. I've 
seen her put her thing down, flip it, and reverse it. I don't 
blame you at all. Even I spring a little lady boner when 
Madame Derriere does her thing. I don't blame you at all, 
silly billy.
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BROCK
Oh, boss, thank you, you are too good to me.

LINDA
I know, Brock. I am too good. 

BROCK
You ARE too good!

LINDA
But I will right this wrong done to me, Brock.

BROCK
You should right this wrong done to you!

LINDA
This wrong done to me by you, Brock.

BROCK
I'd love to help you out. I promise, I'll do anything.

LINDA
Anything? Well, good luck, there, Brock. Because you just 
cost me $6,000. $6,000 and one Cadillac.

BROCK
Dang, a Caddie? I didn't know we were in that league.

LINDA
That's right. $6,000, Brock. And you know how much your life 
is worth? $5,000, Brock. $5,000. Now there's a difference 
there, don't you know. What are you going to do about it? 
What are going to do about it, asshole? Where did you learn 
your trade, you stupid fucking...c-word? Who told you you 
could work among men? You're fucking shit. You fucking child.

Brock watches, dumbfounded.

LINDA (CONT’D)
What does ABC mean to you, Brock?

Brock counts on his fingers.

BROCK
...always...be...closing...?

LINDA
Oh, that's pretty good, there, Brock. But no. Always Bake 
Cookies. A Always. B Bake. C Cookies. How are the cookies, 
Brock?

BROCK
It reminds me of that time--
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Linda claps in front of Brock's face as he starts to 
flex.

LINDA
Brock! Focus! A-I-D-A. Attention, Interest, Decision, Action. 
Attention - Do I have your attention, Brock? You see, pal, I 
run this city. I run drugs and I make bank off of tittie 
milk, Brock. That's who I am, and you're nothing. Washboard 
abs? I don't give a shit. Deltoids for days? Fuck you! Go to 
the gym and take some selfies. You think this is abuse? You 
think this is abuse, you cocksucker?

BROCK
Well, yeah, frankly, boss, that's kind of mean...

LINDA
Oh, geeze, you're right, I'm sorry. I'm just getting so gosh 
darn tootin' riled up. Here, have another cookie.

BROCK
I gotta do some push-ups to work off all these cooks.

Brock gets down to do push-ups. Linda puts her foot 
on his back.

LINDA
But you do know I'm going to have to kill you, Brock.

Linda flips him over, finger in his face. Brock 
gulps. 

LINDA (CONT’D)
Did I ever tell you how my late husband died, the late and 
right honorable Colonel Daddyman--

Linda "makes it rain." Brock sits up to bounce his 
pecs, then lays back down. Linda's finger is back in 
his face.

LINDA (CONT’D)
--died, Brock? How I, Minnesota-sweet Linda Peters, rose to 
power and inherited every nasty nook and cranny Colonel 
Daddyman-- 

Repeat actions above.

LINDA (CONT’D)
--built here in Shitsmouth Port, USA?

Brock starts to choke on his cookie.

LINDA (CONT’D)
I poisoned the cookies, Brock. I always poison the cookies.
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Linda points at a sign that says, "Always Poison the 
Cookies."

Linda watches, triumphant, as Brock contorts, gasping 
for breath.

He grabs the glass of milk and starts to chug.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Oh, that milk can't help you now, Brock-y.

Brock finally clears his throat and is just fine.

BROCK
Wrong pipe. Luckily I never miss esophagus day.

Brock flexes his neck.

LINDA
Oh, for fuck's sake.

Linda pulls a knife and stabs Brock.

Repeatedly.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Say hello to my little friend, there, Brock! And by that, I 
mean my little pal, Jesus!

Brock finally slumps down, lifeless.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Cuz you're dead now, Brock.

BROCK
Am I slowly slipping from this mortal coil?

Linda slaps Brock.

LINDA
Brock, focus! You're dying, Brock!

BROCK
What dreams may come!

Linda stabs him again.

LINDA
Just die, Brock!

BROCK
Tomorrow...is...chest...day...!

LIGHTS GO DOWN.
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LIGHTS UP: MONOLOGUE

G.D. WELLS
Well, the bakery was a bust. They did have some tasty treats, 
but all they had was cookies. And I don't eat cookies. I did 
have some of their milk, though. They are famous for their 
milk here. Must be because old Colonel Daddyman had ties with 
the north. Wisconsin? Minnesota? Indiana? Anyway, the milk 
tasted great. No wonder it was so popular in Shitsmouth Port, 
USA. But there was no time to dally and indulge. I still had 
to talk to Mrs. Peters. So I decided to head straight to her 
house.

LIGHTS UP. LINDA PETERS'S HOUSE.

LINDA PETERS is standing triumphantly over BROCK'S 
lifeless body.

There is a KNOCK on the door.

G.D. WELLS
(offstage)

Mrs. Peters! G.D. Wells, here. Private Eye. 

Linda freezes and whips her head toward the door.

LINDA
Who's that?

G.D. WELLS
I'd like to have a word with you.

LINDA
(to door)

Oh dear, what would a private eye want with little ol' me?

Linda kicks Brock's body on every syllable.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Little ol' sweet, innocent, Minnesota widow mom me? Ah--I 
will be right with you.

Linda grabs Brock's shoulders and tries to heave him 
up. It's not working.

G.D. WELLS
Nothing to get excited about, I assure you, I just have a few 
questions to ask you. I looked for you down at your bakery, 
but they said you'd be at home.

LINDA
One minute there, good sir!
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Linda grabs a sweater and throws it over Brock's 
face. That won't hide him.

G.D. WELLS
I am trying to be patient Mrs. Peters, but it is raining cats 
and dogs out here and--

Massive GRUNTS as Linda struggles to maneuver Brock's 
dead weight.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Is that grunting I hear? Am I knocking on your bathroom door 
by mistake? Are you constipated, I have a shoe horn in my 
car...

LINDA
No, no, I'm just, y'know, doing my daily, uh, Pilates!

G.D. WELLS
Pilates? I'll have to look that one up. Offer still stands 
about the shoe horn in case you got a clogged pilate hole. 

Linda shoves Brock's body against the back wall, 
grunting mightily.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Wait, is this place another brothel? This town is 80 percent 
churches and brothels. Are you banging boys in there, Mrs. 
Peters? I saw baseball team looking for action earlier tod--

LINDA
Good heavens, no! I'm just, uh--tidying up real quick, here, 
Mr. Wells!

Linda tries to pick up Brock, staggers under Brock's 
weight, he collapses on top of her, pinning her to 
the stage.

LINDA (CONT’D)
God, you're much thicker than I thought you were, there!

G.D. WELLS
Uh...you just take your time. I'll wait patiently out here, 
while you fuck the love of your life.

Linda tries to wriggle out from the dead body.

LINDA
No, I'm not fucking the love of my life!

G.D. WELLS
Client, whatever.
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LINDA
Oh god, shut up.

Linda finally escapes from under the dead body.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Now let's get you up.

Linda finally heaves Brock's body up and starts to 
shuffle it to the back wall.

G.D. WELLS
(To himself)

God it's been a long time since I've been touched. 
(Loudly to Linda)

Lucky fellow. I'll eat a sandwich until you guys are done 
with your sloppy small town sex. Wait...you got a sandwich?

LINDA
There is no fucking happening, you sick sick fuck! Who eats a 
sandwich in the rain listening to strangers fuck, anyways?

G.D. WELLS
I heard that. I guess to answer your question G.D. Wells, 
Private Eye.

Finally at the back wall, Linda removes the "Cookies" 
sign from the wall and hangs Brock by the back of his 
shirt in its spot--he has to be facing the wall.

LINDA
Well, then, I guess we know what the "private" means, there!

G.D. WELLS
Oh, yeah, I guess you're right! 

They both start laughing their tits off.

Brock's dead body starts to fall. Linda catches him 
with a feat of superhuman strength, and a massive 
grunt/squeal, at the last second.

LINDA
Oh, good lord!

G.D. WELLS
Holy Christ, I guess he is a thick fella huh? That was some 
queef. I haven't heard a queef that guttural since I walked 
in on my ex-wife and two of my co-workers.

Linda gets Brock's body back in place on the wall.

LINDA
Oh, dear, I'm so sorry to hear that.
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G.D. WELLS
I used to work with real dogs.

LINDA
You aren't kiddin'!

During all the following nonsense, Linda dresses 
Brock in a Hawaiian shirt and sunglasses.

G.D. WELLS
Fucking Rex and Pogo, goddamn things were cute as a button, 
but between pissing, shitting, chewing up everything in 
sight, and tag teaming my wife...when it comes to pets, I'll 
stick to parakeets.

Linda finally opens the door, completely enthralled.

LINDA
Oh, gosh golly gee, you mean real dogs?? Like ruff-ruff man's 
best friend dogs?

G.D. WELLS
Yes. But in this case, these best friends stabbed me in the 
back.

LINDA
Gee whiz. 

G.D. WELLS
I'm a straight shooter, Mrs. Peters.

LINDA
I can see that. Please, come in, Mr. Wells, hang up your wet 
things. 

Linda walks to her desk, musing aloud.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Gee, I sure do know what it's like to be betrayed by someone 
you trusted. Like, someone you'd be willing to do something 
terribly illegal with. Someone who had your back, and then 
they stabbed you in it.

While she talks, G.D. Takes off his hat and sets it 
on Brock's head without notice, he then removes his 
coat and puts Brock's arms through the sleeves and 
"hangs" it on Brock.

G.D. WELLS
You see I came here because I have to ask you a few 
questions.

Linda, still turned away, fingers her knife where G. 
D. Can't see it.
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LINDA
Yes, I was afraid of that...

Linda hides the knife and turns, sees G. D.'s hat and 
coat on Brock's dead body. Her jaw drops.

G.D. WELLS
Only procedural. You seem like a nice enough lady--

LINDA
I am a nice lady. I'm the nicest lady in town. You ask anyone 
in this town, no one would dare say any different. Sweet as 
pie Minnesota Mom Linda Peters, she's the heartbeat of this 
town. She'd never do anything illegal, like import Ketamine 
or stab a man forty-seven times and then, I don't know, use 
him as some sort of macabre coat hanger just to skirt the 
law.

G.D. WELLS
Macabre. I'll have to look that word up...and I'll let you 
get back to your business. The way I like to question is 
simple. I am going to ask you a couple short questions and 
I'd like you to expound on them as much as possible. Ok?

LINDA
Of course, Mr. Wells, of course. Cookie?

G.D. WELLS
No thanks. My mother was a religious zealot. She said the 
devil uses cookies to trick men into sucking cock. There is 
nothing to support that theory, but it scared the shit out of 
all her kids. But God bless her, none of my siblings are 
diabetic. Except for Julie. 

 LINDA
Oh, my. Religious zealot? Are you sure you aren't Phyllis's 
long-lost son? She says all kinds of kooky things all the 
time, too, bless her heart.

G.D. WELLS
That could be the case, but two major flaws: I am not a long 
lost son and my mother is dead and buried. Phyllis 
Broadstreet looks a lot more like someone I'm falling in love 
with, and not like a pile of bones covered in dirt, eaten by 
worms, wearing a wedding ring.

LINDA
Oh, good point, there. Actually, three major flaws, there: 
Phyllis Broadstreet is also still a virgin. It's why I think 
she's so uptight and unpleasant. She really should drink more 
milk.
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G.D. WELLS
Virgin, huh? She just went from an 8 to a 9. Mrs. Peters, 
what is the story behind your milk? I'm not just talking 
about them bouncing breakfast factories on the front of your 
torso, neither.

LINDA
Oh, Mr. Wells, stop, you're making me blush. I haven't had 
the blood rush to that part of me since my dear beloved 
husband, Colonel Daddyman, passed. 

Linda "makes it rain." 

LINDA (CONT’D)
Anyhoo, what's the story behind my milk? Well, it's a tale as 
old as time, isn't it? You gotta have something to wash down 
all of my delicious baked goods, don't ya, now? Are you sure 
you won't have just one cookie?

G.D. WELLS
You really want me to start sucking cock, don't ya? Well, I 
don't suck cock. My butt hole does from time to time, but 
never my mouth. Mrs. Peters, what is your relationship with 
Madame Derriere?

LINDA
(angrily)

That backstabbing thot?

G.D. WELLS
Thot?

LINDA
Uh, yes. Thot. T-H-O-T. T That... H... Honorable...O... 
Open...T... Taint...? 

G.D. WELLS
Taint, huh? Mark that down for another word I have to look 
up.

LINDA
It's a compliment in her line of work. Or so I hear. I never 
actually had any dealings with Madam Derriere. And my muscle, 
Brock, certainly never did, I can tell you that right now.

G.D. WELLS
Muscle?

Gets out his note pad.

LINDA
I meant my...my...muscular...driver! 
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G.D. WELLS
My my? Huh, that's another one.

Wells jots another note. Linda glances at Brock's 
body.

LINDA
(cagey)

Have you met Brock? Would you recognize him if you saw him?

G.D. WELLS
Like the lady I had a crush on til she got married, I haven't 
had the pleasure. Mrs. Peters, I am going to fire one word at 
a time. You respond with the first thing that comes to mind.

LINDA
You betcha. I'll take a stab at it.

Linda covers her mouth, wide-eyed.

G.D. WELLS
Milk.

LINDA
Drugs.

Linda covers her mouth again.

G.D. WELLS
Ketamine.

LINDA
Money.

Linda covers her mouth again.

G.D. WELLS
Tax evasion.

LINDA
Phyllis Broadstreet.

G.D. WELLS
Prostitution.

LINDA
Glue. The glue that holds the world together.

G.D. WELLS
Slavery.

LINDA
Francis.



45.

G.D. WELLS
Murder.

LINDA
Brock!

Linda covers her mouth again.

G.D. WELLS
Franz Ferdinand.

LINDA
I killed him!

G.D. WELLS
Shoulder pads.

LINDA
You hung your hat and coat on his dead body over there!

G.D. WELLS
Paper or plastic.

LINDA
His dead body is right there! I killed him!

G.D. WELLS
What time is it?

LINDA
(sobbing)

What kind of sick game are you playing? Please, please, stop, 
I confess! I confess!

G.D. WELLS
That late already?

Linda throws her hands up in despair and confusion.

G. D. Gets up, removes hat from Brock's body.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Mrs. Peters--

G. D. Removes his coat from Brock.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
I appreciate all your cooperation. You have been lovely. If 
you have any faith in your innocence, you will meet me at 
your bakery tonight at 9:30 pm. I am rounding everyone up. 
I've already got the state on notice and anyone not showing 
up will be considered guilty and arrested when found. Am I 
bluffing? Is that how the law works? Are you confident enough 
to risk it?
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LINDA
What innocence?! I just told you, I did it! I did it!

G.D. WELLS
Linda, you keep protesting and I will get suspicious about 
you. Ever hear the phrase, thou doth protest too much? Well, 
in this case, I'm thinking about that old quote and I am 
thinking, hey tough and sexy smart me, that sounds like 
Linda. Only you know if you have anything to worry about, 
Mrs. Peters, but I must say, something smells like shit in 
here. And I'm starting to think it's your coat hanger.

G. D. Exits.

Linda sinks into her chair. 

G.D. Enters.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
By the way, that is a beautiful coat rack, is that a bear?

LINDA
An...island lion! What can I say? I love to hunt.

Linda grins cheesy.

G.D. WELLS
He looks sharp, aloha.

G.D. Exits

Brock's body starts to fall again. Linda lets it 
fall.

LINDA
For fuck's sake, Brock.

LIGHTS DOWN.

LIGHTS UP: MONOLOGUE.

G.D. WELLS
I was getting close. I had a notepad full of made-up words 
these people tried to use to get me off the scent, to no 
avail. I was about to lay out all the dirty secrets of 
Shitsmouth Port, USA. All hell was about to break loose. 
We'll see who comes out on top. Put your money on me. G. D. 
Freaking Wells.

LIGHTS UP. THE BAKERY.

FRANCIS and MADAME are arranged on the stage.
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Enter PHYLLIS. 

Francis is throwing Phyllis some serious shade.

PHYLLIS
Grace and Patience, Grace and Patience.

FRANCIS
Well, look at that, you got the call too.

Francis looks to Madame and giggles, then looks back 
to Phyllis.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
You hired him!

Phyllis is throwing Madame some serious shade.

MADAME
You have no reason to look at me like that, Phyllis. You 
brought this on yourself, you bastard. You lost, accept zis'.

Phyllis looks skyward.

PHYLLIS
It is written in the Book of Saltsman, a bitch ain't nothing 
but--

MADAME
Oh, can it. Everything you say is bull shit anyway. After 
what my feet have been through today, the last thing I need 
to see is your mouth moving and the sounds of a bunch of 
bulls running around playing grab ass and shitting, you 
bastard.

Francis giggles with excitement.

FRANCIS
It's true!

Phyllis glares at Francis. Francis calms down.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
I hope he called Brock, too. 

Francis shivers.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
I haven't seen those beautiful bouncing pecs in a dog's age.

PHYLLIS
And where is--
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FRANCIS
Linda Peters? Why? Afraid your private eye was a mistake? Are  
you scared?

Francis giggles and sips from a straw.

PHYLLIS
No--just, whatever.

Phyllis has a seat.

LINDA
(from offstage)

Oh, Christ, you are heavy Brock-O!

Linda is carrying Brock up to the door. She starts 
BANGING on the door.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Someone open this fucking door now!

Brock is still dressed in a Hawaiian jacket and sun 
glasses.

Madame glances at Phyllis, who shakes her head. 
Madame looks at Francis raises her hand and SNAPS. 
Francis jumps up and runs to the door.

Enter LINDA and BROCK.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Oh, how do there, Francis, and thanks. What a cute little 
darling!

FRANCIS
Hi, Brock!

Francis waves.

Linda lifts Brock's head with one arm and lifts 
Brock's arm and waves it.

LINDA
Yeah, that's it, wave at Brock! Way to go Francis, look, 
Brocky is waving.

Linda keeps waving.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Everyone, wave, do like Francis, wave at Brock-o.

Madame and Phyllis start to wave reluctantly.
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LINDA (CONT’D)
Yes, that's it. Everyone waving at Brock Liftmann! Look at 
his muscles go.

FRANCIS
Brock, you don't look so good, honey.

Linda drops Brock to the ground. Everyone GASPS. 
Linda starts pointing at each person. 

LINDA
Everyone is going to cooperate and play real nice with the 
DICK when he gets here, alright. We are all going to be on 
our best behavior or--I will kill every last person in this 
whole goddamn room, so help me, me. 

Phyllis looks to protest.

LINDA (CONT’D)
Fuck you, Phyllis.

FOOTSTEPS are heard. Linda picks up Brock and shoves 
him at Phyllis, who now has to hold him. Everyone 
stands at attention. Brock sags. Phyllis struggles to 
hold him up.

ENTER G.D. Wells.

G.D. WELLS
Let me ask you something.

G.D. Lights a cigarette.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Have you ever woken up on a Christmas morning, run from your 
bedroom with visions of gum drop dreams and apple pastries 
top hats only to find that when you enter the living room, 
where you should find a tree adorned with gifts next to your 
loving parents and a-hole siblings, that your parents have 
been replaced by a bovine and a horse and your siblings are 
now a couple of chickens? Over the course of the next few 
weeks, you learn the ways of the bovine and the horse, but 
winters are cold, JACK, and food is hard to come by, then the 
bovine and horse roast and eat you? 

G.D. Glares at the group.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Well?

Everyone shakes their head no. Phyllis shakes Brock's 
head no.
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G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Well, now you know how fucked up my dream last night was. 
Thank you all for coming.

FRANCIS
Not yet!

Madame slaps Francis. Francis looks to his mirror.

FRANCIS (CONT’D)
You still love me.

G.D. WELLS
Alright, let's get to the point. I was hired by the lovely 
Ms. Broadstreet.

Turns to Phyllis, dips his head and tips his fedora.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Hello, m'lady--

Wells notices Brock draped around Phyllis.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Oh...I suppose this is Mr. Hard Rock Cafe, Mr. Cock Block,  
Mr. Brock Liftmann. A shame we didn't have a chance to speak 
before. I can see I've been bested in the game of romance, 
put 'er there.

Wells reaches for the shake. Phyllis can't lift 
Brock's hand for the handshake.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Psych. I don't shake, but I guess someone tipped you off.

Glares at Phyllis. Phyllis sighs in frustration.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Clearly your hands are too busy all over Ms. Broadstreet.

Phyllis throws her hands up in exasperation. Everyone 
GASPS. Brock falls. 

Francis tries to catch Brock's hard body...but Brock 
falls squarely into Madame's arms. Francis does that 
frustrated snap, fist thing.

G.D. Glances at Phyllis.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Perhaps the groping wasn't consensual?

G.D. Pulls out a notepad, jots a note. Madame is 
struggling under Brock's weight.
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MADAME
Let's just move this along.

LINDA
That's the first smart thing you've said. Back stabber.

MADAME
Back stabber?

Madame touches Brock's back and checks her finger 
tips.

MADAME (CONT’D)
That's interesting, coming from you.

G.D. WELLS
I know you are all busy people. I went by the--

Wells checks his notepad.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
--cat house, which is, of course, a house of--

Wells checks his notepad.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
--ill repute. All I saw there were a bunch of baseball 
players getting--

Wells checks his notepad.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
--foot jobs. From YOU, Madame Derriere!

Everyone GASPS.

MADAME
It's true, it's true! If Francis had been there, it would 
have been the both of us with fallen arches!

She shoves Brock at Francis.

Francis tries to catch Brock again, but Brock falls 
on Phyllis. Shafted again.

G.D. WELLS
Jesus, you don't know when to quit, do you Brock-o?

Wells looks back to Madame.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
That may be true, Madame, but finger-pointing at someone else 
doesn't change the facts. The facts are--
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Tense reaction from everyone.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
I don't see anything wrong with massaging the feet of a bunch 
of athletes. The only thing I found suspicious was your 
accent.

MADAME
It's true! I am from--

G.D. WELLS
I already figured it out. Australia.

Sigh of relief from everyone.

MADAME
(Monica's normal voice)

So...let me get this straight...I am in the clear?

G.D. WELLS
That's right, Madame. You keep doing the Lord's work.

Wells winks at Phyllis. Madame "shake weights" 
towards Phyllis.

PHYLLIS
I really must protest--!

Linda does a throat-slash sign to Phyllis.

Phyllis gulps and makes Brock give a thumbs-up.

G.D. WELLS
What's that?

PHYLLIS
Nothing.

FRANCIS
Yeah, that's right. Bitch.

G.D. WELLS
That brings me to Francis. I did see you at the--

Wells checks notepad.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
--cat house. 

FRANCIS
Yeah, so what? I work there.

G.D. WELLS
That's right you do. But that doesn't explain--
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Tense reaction from everyone.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
--how you do your job so goddamned well. I saw you on your 
envelope delivery-route. Last I checked, mail delivery hasn't 
been illegal since nineteen-oh-never.

FRANCIS
So, I'm not in any trouble here?

G.D. WELLS
Unless you call an entrepreneurial spirit "criminal," you are 
clear in my book. Although, I don't like how you call Ms. 
Broadstreet a...bitch. My apologies, Ms. Broadstreet.

 Francis glances at Madame.

FRANCIS
(hushed)

Oh, my god.

Phyllis throws her hands up in frustration. Francis 
dives for him, but Brock falls and lands on Linda.

G.D. WELLS
You really don't know when to stop, Brock. 

LINDA
So...I guess that leaves me, there, then.

G.D. WELLS
And Brock, but let's start with you. First off, I want to 
say, many condolences for the loss of your beloved late 
husband, Colonel Daddyman.

Everyone does their respective signs. Brock is 
released. Francis finally grabs him, tight, and 
bounces his pecs for him.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
From what I understand, there was no one more beloved in this 
town than Colonel Daddyman.

Everyone does their respective signs. Brock is 
released. Francis grabs him back and bounces Brock's 
pec while rubbing his own nip with the other hand.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Now, that's out of the way, I went to the Bakery and boy was 
I shocked!

Linda tenses, discreetly starts to pull out her 
knife.
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G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Mrs. Peters, you provide the town with a nutritious supply of 
some of the best-tasting milk I've ever had the pleasure of 
sampling. You do your part to nourish the bodies of your 
fellow Americans, and for that, you have my honor and 
respect.

Wells consults his notepad.

LINDA
Oh, boy, you really hired a good one, there, Phyllis.

PHYLLIS
I really must say--

Linda points aggressively at her.

LINDA
Uh-uh!

Linda pulls out her knife a bit and points to it. 
Phyllis shuts up and turns away. 

LINDA (CONT’D)
Uh-uh!

Phyllis looks back, Linda mimes cutting her tits off. 
Phyllis is disgusted, waits til Linda lowers her hand 
to look away.

G.D. WELLS
I was brought here to investigate a crime, but all I see is a 
handful of crazy cool people I'd love to BBQ with.

Wells points at Madame, Francis, and Linda.

FRANCIS
I have barbecue sauce!

Madame smacks Francis.

MADAME
If we barbecue, it is not with your sex sauce!

G.D. WELLS
As well as one smoking hot fox of a mamma--I mean, a 
remarkable lady. I'm talking about you, Ms. Broadstreet.

Phyllis grimaces. Francis snickers and makes the 
circle with his own fingers and has Brock insert his 
pointer finger for the gesture of PIV sex. Madame 
slaps Francis.
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G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
It wasn't all for naught, however. It brought me here to 
discover a crime under all of our noses: Rampant sexual 
harassment, perpetrated by one Mr. Brock Liftmann!

Everyone gasps and stares at each other.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Which is is why he has been ducking me, why he can't keep his 
hands off any of you. No means no, muscle fuck!

Francis looks at Madame. Madame waves him to toss 
Brock. Francis nods and launches Brock at G.D.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Oh, gonna attack me, are you?

LINDA
(fake alarm)

Brock-y, no!

G.D. WELLS
Well, luckily I have the strength of ten men!

G.D.struggles as the two slowly crumble to a pile on 
the floor.

Linda stands, nonchalant, looking at her nails.

LINDA
Brock, I said no! Get off him! You have to accept your 
punishment, Brock!

Linda gestures to everyone to protest Brock's 
outrageous behavior.

MADAME
Oh, Brock, get off of him!

FRANCIS
You have been molesting us for too long, you big sexy man 
hulk!

Francis gropes into the melee.

G.D. WELLS
Oh, grope me too, huh? That meal is not for you! Well, take 
that!

Nothing is happening. G.D. Is unable to move Brock.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
And that! Thirsty for more?
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Wells is literally just lying there, saying his 
lines. Everyone collectively recognizes that they 
need to help lift Brock off G.D. Wells. They are for 
real now.

FRANCIS
Here, let me--

LINDA
Get him off the--

They flip Brock over. G.D. Cuffs Brock super fast.

G.D. WELLS
Gotcha! Had all you can handle, huh? You are coming with me!

G.D. Stands up, looks to Phyllis before attempting to 
leave. 

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
I'm leaving now, my queen. After this whole crazy mess is 
cleaned up, maybe you and I grab a custard and head to the 
cat house sometime? My feet are killing me. What do ya' say?

Phyllis rolls her eyes, Madame chuckles, Linda points 
at her and does the throat-and-tit-slitting motion.

PHYLLIS
Sure, yeah. I'd love that.

G.D. WELLS
Hot diggity dog! Sorry, Brock, I guess this is a double bad 
day for you. Let's go.

G.D. tries to lift Brock. Brock is too heavy.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Playing the dead weight game, huh? The ol' cover me in blood 
game, huh? 

FRANCIS
Always going with a fight. 

MADAME
(normal voice)

The American way. 

LINDA
I respect that. 

G.D. WELLS
But I'm still taking you in, Brock.

Linda bumps Madame, Madame slaps Francis, Francis 
pinches Phyllis. They all help lift Brock up to carry 
off stage.
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G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Good work, gang.

EVERYONE
Thanks.

G.D. WELLS
I think if he were alive today, you all would have made 
Colonel Daddyman proud.

Everyone looks at each other, drops Brock, do their 
motion, Francis turns Brock over and moves his pec 
while he rubs his own nipple.

LIGHTS DOWN.

LIGHTS UP: FINAL MONOLOGUE.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
That was my time in Shitsmouth Port, USA. The shock of being 
guilty killed poor Brock. His skin started separating into 
what doctors would later call 47 stab wounds. Let that be a 
lesson to you, kids: if you can't do the crime, don't do the 
crime.

Wells points to himself.

G.D. WELLS (CONT’D)
Trademarked.

BLACKOUT.


