Furious

Ja Rule

Yo
rule nigga
jarule, o1
yeah
it's our world, please believe
niggas ain't real, please believe
it's murda, please believe
i-n-c niggas what's fucking with me?
r-u-1-e love me or hate me baby
refer to 3: 36 baby
that's the rule please niggas don't get it confused
see this game that we playing, y'al playing to lose
who's next that wanna ride (who)
spitting (who) how i do niggas (who?) knowin they wanna ride (who)
rule baby, i've been really outta control lately
if you relating let me hear ya say yea-yaay yea-yaay
y'al feeling my pain?i've been running wild time and again
y'al swervein my lane, i'll pull up and start popping yabrain
fuck knowin' these broads names, extravengant champagne
y'al niggasislame, my niggasain't sane
who you fuckin' with?
yall niggas wanna dead (who)
then wannaride (who?)
yall know the niggas who steady screaming (fuck you)
it's murda murda, you know it's murda murda
we scream it, we yell it, we living murda murda murda
yall ain't feelin (who)
yall don't like (who)
yall know the niggas that be steady screaming (fuck you)
it's murda murda, you know it's murda murda
we liveit, we breathe it, we screaming murda murda murda
murder inc ismy blood
we go through the pain together by any means
popping it hot at whoever or so it seems
niggas that getting hot not this hot nigga very hot
seeitinyour eyes niggas ready to die
but aslong asi'm alivei'm putting this on my life
for niggas that ain't right they get it upon sight
if yaknow me then you know we pop away
cock and pop again baby, men will be men
I spit off 10 fuck it give 'em the 16
like my guns dirty and hands clean
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loose bitches in tight jeans
old money and crack fiends was a fetish
before guliani got into office and deaded shit
fuck it i'm living my life on the edge
got one in the head plus anigga's fed 'nuff said
i'm gonna behead niggas that don't believe this
rule baby, 3: 36
we are the world's most dangerous niggas alive
al of my niggas bang with us and let's ride
muthafuckas will war but not many survive
cuz 50 shots tearing through the side of yaride
cuz we are (murderers)
muthafucka you heard player (murderers)
popping collarsin air
popping shots through yarearview
bullets, they tear through
got niggas wondering like "what the fuck did i do?"
S0 higgas wanna go and get they man cuz they can't do this shit
because they ain't got no heart for this, bust a gun and body shit
niggas like you probably snitch, do a nigga then get rich
niggas like you alwaysfit 6 feet deep inside aditch
there ain't nothing fucking with this ya know why?
niggai just came into the game ready to die
ready to hold heat, drive-by with rule
popping shots through the sun roof screaming "fuck you"
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