cloven inclinations

Sit up act right I see right through you
Rough ride last night, I almost threw you
Tie my hands back, paint my eyes black before you light me
You only rhyme when youre lying
Couplets stinging
I think you made your point
Sharp and shining
Your dusty old proverbs you quoted to me
You unwrapped my trust and you fed it to me
Tie my hands back, paint my eyes black, before you burn me
Street lights knocked out
Glass in your mouth
Truths up for bidders
Think Ill lie down
Made your own rules, then changed them to suit you
Saw me as your fool
