Murder  (by Meg of 50/90)

If you ain’t contemplated murder, 

you ain't been in love. 

If you ain't seriously thought 
about killing the motherfucker, 

you ain't been in love. 


If you ain't had a can of rat poison in your hand 
If you ain’t read the label for an hour or two 

how could you understand


you ain’t been in love.

If you ain't bought the shovel 
ain’t bought the bag
If you don’t have the rug 

to roll his ass up in, 

you ain't been in love. 


If you ain't practiced your alibi, 

you ain't been in love. 

If you ain’t contemplated murder,


You ain’t been in love.

If you ain’t seriously thought

About killing the motherfucker,


You ain’t been in love

But if you caught an episode of CSI

And thought oh man they thorough

They might catch my ass

I can’t kill this mother fucking fucker


Let’s make up.

If you look into his eyes

And you still can’t kill the mother fucker


It might just be love.

