ThreeFingers

Rival Sons

I'mintheair gliding over the water
Feet tucked under my tail
Wings pulled back
Body like a spear
Thistime I'm coming back whith awhalel'd better take a deep breathlt's never easy
We are the bullets
Breast to gravel'm on my feet and I'm running the plaza
Matador is holding the red
I've got the horns
I've got the speed
This motherfucker's going home deadThree fingers on the rockslt's never easy
But you'd better be brave
We arethe bullets
Breast to grave

Songwriters
JAY BARTHOLOMEW BUCHANAN, MICHAEL P. MILEY, ROBIN EVERHART, SCOTT
HOLIDAY Published by
Lyrics A© Universal Music Publishing Group, BMG RIGHTS MANAGEMENT US, LLC Song Discussionsis
protected by U.S. Patent 9401941. Other patents pending.

Lyrics provided by
https://damnlyrics.com/



https://damnlyrics.com/search.html?q=Rival+Sons
https://damnlyrics.com/
https://damnlyrics.com/

