WHAT’S LOVE GOT TO DO WITH IT?

<Singing>

Ike:  Got damn Ann, what the fuck you doing in there?  Huh?  That’s ain’t what you supposed to sing in there.  Now you know better than that. You know you got to sing this motherfucker the way I told you to, right. Got damn, how many fucking times I’m gonna have to tell you. You gon sing the song, you got to sing the motherfucker. You dig what I’m saying. I want to feel this fucking song through my fucking skin. I want you to get up. Get it from way up in here. You better put some stink up on this motherfucker. You better sing this like your fucking life depended on it.

Tina:  Alright, alright, alright, alright, alright. Come on now Ike. 

Ike: Damn…Look here Ann. What the fuck was that, huh? What the problem is? What, you don forgot the motherfucking words?

Tina: Of course I can remember the words Ike, I wrote it.  

Ike: Yeah you wrote the motherfucking song and now you can’t remember the got damn words. I mean what the fuck you doing. Look ain’t nobody gonna buy this motherfucker if you don’t sing it the way that I know you can sing this. 

Tina: I’m just trying to help Ike, alright.

Ike: Trying to help Ike. You trying to help Ike. I ain’t the motherfucker that need help. You need help. What y’all think about this song. Huh? Nah, uh-uh, it ain’t cool until I say it’s cool. This is Ike & Tina. And you gon sing like I tell you to sing. You gon sing this motherfucker until you get it right. Come on y’all we need some privacy. 

