Dancing King and Queen

Verse 1:

She
with her Gio Tees and Versus jeans

She
with her own accented english

Colour decorated skin

Cheap smoke perfumed her body

She epitomises the Lianish queen

She is riding high on her ecstasy

She is grooving to the techno beat

Watching her shake her head and hippy

Thinking she is the new dancing queen

Verse 2:

He
spits at every corner he meets

He
vulgarities is part of his speech

He squats like he’s Travolta

And combs his hair every minute

He epitomises the Bengish King

He moves like he’s got epilepsy

Shaking every part of his body

Watching him twist his head and butty

Thinking he is the new dancing king

They danced like there ain’t no tomorrow

Cause tomorrow is too far to speak (x2)

