
Twista, Twisted heat
[Swizz Beatz] Aowwwwwwwww! We Know Y'all Can Drink 'til You Throw Up, Ugh We Know Y'all Sittin' On 20's, Yeah We Know Y'all Reppin' Your Hood But How Many Y'all Kill!!![twista] Bounce That Ass, Load Them Cribs, Let Me See the Mobbin' Niggaz That'll Talk Shit Rowdy Motherfuckers That Be Scummy And'll Go For the Money, Ready to Ride When They Rollin' a Lick Thugs With the Chevy's, Thugs With the Trucks, The Real Gun Runner Never Run When He Bust Henny and He Mobs in the Front, Smoke a 'dro Blunt, Sippin' With a Fifty Sack Under the Nuts Hoes With Ass and no Gut Let Me See You Jiggle It From Side to Side Niggaz If It's Static, Then Pass Me the Strap, Gonna Ride 'til My Ride All the Hoes That'll Freak Niggaz, With the 'fedi, Let's Get Buck Up in the Club And All My Soldiers, Fall Out, Gangstas, Mob Up All the Homies On the Block, Ante Up On the Fin, And Let's Go Get Us a Sack Serve Til We Got a Custom 'llac, Hustlin' Packs If a Nigga Bust, Then We Bustin' Back Guys That'll Roll Them Dice and Win, Girls With the 'fits That Show the Skin Real Niggaz Mind Your Best Friend At the Pen, Real Hoes Let Your Best Friend Know About Men Cause I Be Squeezin' Ass And'll Make a Full Glass Disappear Like a Genie Move to the Lox and Beanie, While Them Hoes Backin' That Thang Up On My Weenie It's Like no Nigga in the World Could See Me When I Ruff Ryde With Drag-on Rollin' Up Big Babies in a Mercedes, If You Want Herb We Got Bombs[chorus: Twista (Drag-on)] (2x) Gotta Kick That Shit For the Fine Bitches and All My Nugz For the Ones Who Smoke Pot, do Stick Ups, and Ball in Our Hood What do a Nigga Say When He Sees Drag-on and Twista (Kill Me) Gangsta (Let's Ride), Hustla (Feel Me)[drag-on] By Know Everybody Should Know, That the Kid Spit Tight, And This Kid Spit Fire Light And the Bitch I Don' Fucked Like Last Night, I Don't Give a Fuck 'bout a 2 and a Half Mic Cause the Only Motherfuckin Magazine That I Read, Is When I Buy My Gun From It How Many Bullets You Could Digest in That One Stomach, I Suggest Y'all Run From It And the Click-click From the Calico, I Gotta Go, Make It Pimp With a Lot of Hoes I'm the Same Motherfucker That's Countin' That Dough, Cookin' That Coke to a Pot of Gold Cause My Rainbow, Is Every Color Top That Crackhead Cop I Don't Care I Gotta Cap Me a Cop As Long As I Got Enough Money to Cop Me a Drop, Pop Enough Glocks Drag Open Up Dope Spots and Co-op's in Convo At Condos Keep the Heat Up in Jeeps, in Case Y'all Creep Up On Me I Run Up On Y'all in a Cab With a Meter On Me And the Only On Leavin' Is Me And the Only One Bleedin' Is You, Tryin' to Breeze With Me All I Rock Is E-n-y-c-e, in the Nyc With the White T All I Really do Is R-u, Double F, R-y-d-e, D-r-a-g, to the Dash O-n Catch Me, Smokin' Potent, Bet I Leave Y'all, Niggaz Soakin', With Your Insides Open[chorus: Twista (Drag-on)](2x)[swizz Beatz] Errrrrrr!!!! Hold the Fuck Up! (Slow Down!) Drag, Twista (Listen Up!) These Motherfuckers Don't Know What's Real Out Here (They Damn Sure Don't) This Is Volume 2 (Volume 2) Nigga, So, Get Ignorant![chorus: Twista (Drag-on)] Gotta Kick That Shit For the Bitches and All My Nugz The Ones Who Smoke Pot, do Stick Ups, and Ball in Our Hood What do a Nigga Say When He Sees Drag-on and Twista (Kill Me) Gangsta (Let's Ride), Hustla (Feel Me)[twista] Whether Murder Or Bouncy Beat, My Flow Be Philosophical Smokin' On Tropical, Achievin' All +missions Impossible+ When I Up the Block At You, I'ma Pop At You If Your Momma Cry There's Nothin' I Could do Should Not've Fucked With Mr. Illogical When I'm in to Clubbin', Huggin', Shake It Don't You Break It Your Booty Too Sacred, Can't Take It, Wanna See You Naked I Done Drunk a Blue Motherfucker, So You Know I'm Lit Up Everybody Get Up, Sweat For the Twista, It's a Stick Up[drag-on] This Where the Shit Pick Up, Come and Load This Clip Up, Just Pour Me Some Liquor Flame-on and Twista, Let's See If You Murdered Who'll Miss Ya I Love the Dirty South, That's Why I Gotta Dirty Mouth That'll Burn You Out Tell Your Bitch I Got a Dick That'll Turn Her Out, Especially When I Tell Her Turn Around I Don' Hurt Her Now Shit'll Come Back, and I Think It's Time to Get Murdered Now I'm Tired of Silly Clowns, Spittin' Out Weak Shit, Sound Like Me Shit You Gon' Make Me Pull a All Nighter Standin' Infront of Your Crib With That Gasoline and That Lighter That Way We Won't Miss Ya, Drag-on and Twista(Put It On 'em!)
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