Kill 4 hire
Par Nick Zorn
I was born decades ago. My name…is not important…I forgot. There are two kinds of people: those who kill and those who get killed. This is my story. A hit man’s story…

A criminal

New York minded

Memories blinded

I kill you lined

I kill 4 hire

I use the fire

To burn the liar

And he expires

You pay the note

And only quote

The lines are dope

You lost all hope

And in your eyes

Your demise

Pressure rise

You lost your life

Phone call away

Always stay

Killer 4 hire

Make no mistake

And when you wake

Your life I take

The cries you make

Make no escape

That’s why I hate

Victims endless

Emotions senseless

The kills relentless

I stand the best

Elite army

All by my self

Just can’t harm me

Bulletproof vest

And if you test

The shots I bless

Will mess your chest

So fuck the rest

Conscience left

No regrets

I stand the best

On the market

Launch the rocket

Kill the target

Take the wallet

Only my brain

Calculates the aim

It’s not the fame

I am insane

For the dollar

Can’t hold my collar

A mean rot wilder

A teen gone wilder

The weapons I use

The best I choose

Success prove

I cannot lose

I have no bruises

The first rule is

Surprise attack

I watch my back

When my guns clap

Who’s the number one Mack?

I repeat that

Who’s the number one Mack?

You are a liar

You will expire
My deadly empire

Will never retire

The shooting range

Is my domain

I’ll stay the same

I cannot change

I am hostile

You see my smile

When it’s your trial

Numbers you dial

In connection

My collection

Of deadly weapons

I rule my section

At the first hit

I was a kid

There was no bid

Just pull the trig

My style was raw

First time I saw

Him with the law

I broke his jaw

His throat got slit

Unleashed my pit

 His clothe got ripped

Ended up in shit
Got to the next level

I was a rebel

Got professional

Barrels rotational

Kung-Fu training

And muscle gaining

And use the Gatling

To prove my handling

Weapons and knives

Menacing lives

Colt 45s

Come test, tough guys

Face my Berretta

Or pay the chedda

It’s the tenth letter

The K for killer

It’s another story

The paid for me

I don’t kill softly

I feel no sorry

The price I need

About fifty Gs

It’s not the greed

I make them bleed

I run the blocks

Assassination plots

Get on roof tops

Fire all the shots

Hundreds of people

Mangled and tangled

Some even strangled

There is no equal

My reputation

Of devastation
Known in the nation

Eliminations

Go in silence

And raw violence

Measure distance

Missile guidance

Your departure

For the future

There is no cure

Use the torture

Make you suffer

I am tougher

There’s no laughter

I want answer

My hit’s done

Get my cash

Never see me run

Never see me pass
I’m a ghost…

