Warren G feat. The Rapsody and Sissle 


Prince Igor








Top Dogg, patrolling the beat


Niggas say they as hard as bricks but they're soft as a peak


Claiming the G of all G's


Please I come blowing through like the breeze


Sitting on the prince


Postage coasting mashing down Pacific coasting


The bomb four wheels black on black


With nuts hanging from the city where the bangers keep banging 


It don't seem like shit is changing


I hollered at the homie the other day


G'd up at the park sipping ?


One of the homies took a beating so now it's be a gang a checking at the meeting


Like phycos repeating


It's just another sunset far and see


I can hear the homies the past calling me 


And you know what I discovered what they keep saying keep your mind and your money, ? it's a ? bust





Chorus :





He is the Prince Igor, the Prince of Warriors.





Have you ever sold millions


But yet you niggas persist and talk shit


Get off my dick


You never catch me slipping


Rolling with the heat


Slap the clipping


I never thought the world'd start tripping


My lifes a trypto


Hit the crypto


Blow the whistle


They think I'll bang


So I pack a pistol


Warren to the G is a G


I don't fuck with you niggaz


So don't fuck with me


Lets ride


To the East Side


Slide like a pope


I packs a fo-fo


When I stepping out dough


To the bang to the booty


If I speak then I spoke


Warren G you do it every time to you lope


Get the party yeah


Like blazing smoke to the


East side of the beach, west side of the coast


? Niggaz that I ride with hoes


Attack dogs the same niggaz are down to die ?





Chorus :





He is the Prince Igor, the Prince of Warriors.





Whose the man


I've been from London to Japan


Stomp land to land


To give you chips and sand


You can't check me, disrespect me


And mock me up


With the base bumping out my truck


And all these police trying to lock me up


Money rules the world


And I made the loot, so don't make me shoot


Cos trying to match you gets you done every time


I'm not trying to hurt nobody


But I'm down for mine


Biatch





Money over power, power over money, money over power


Biatch biatch





Chorus :





He is the Prince Igor, the Prince of Warriors,


(money over power, power over money, money over power...)





Repeat till fade











Warren G. 


Regulate 





It was a clear black night, a clear white moon


Warren G. is on the streets, trying to consume


some skirts for the eve, so i can get some funk


just rollin' in my ride, chillin all alone





Just hit the eatside of the L.B.C.


on a mission trying to find Mr. Warren G.


Seen a car full of skirts ain't no need to tweak


all you skirts know what's up with 213





So I hooks a left on the 21 to Lewis


some brothas shootin dice so i said "let's do this"


I jumped out the ride, and said"what's up?"


some brothas pulled some gats so i said "i'm stuck"





Since these girls peepin me i'ma glide and swerve


these hookers lookin so hard they straight hit the curb


gonna think of better things than some horny tricks


i see my homey and some suckers all in his mix





I'm gettin jacked, I'm breakin myself


I can't believe they're taking Warren's wealth


they took my rings, they took my rolex


I looked at the brothas and said "damn, what's next?"





They got my homey hemmed up and they all around


ain't none of them seeing if they going straight pound for pound


I gotta come up real quick before they start to clown


i besta pull out my strap and lay them busters down





They got guns to my head


I think I'm going down


I can't believe this happened in my home town


If I had wings I could fly


let me contemplate


I glanced in the cut and I see my homey Nate





Sixteen in the clip and one in the hole


Nate Dogg is about to make some bodies turn cold


now they droppin and yellin 


it's a tad bit late


Nate Dogg and Warren G. had to regulate





I laid all them busters down


I let my gat explode


now I'm switching my mind back into freak mode


if you want skirts step back and observe


I just left a gang of those over there on the curb





now Nate got the freaks


and that's a known fact


before i got jacked I was on the same track


back up back up cuz it's on


N-A-T-E and me


the Warren to the G





Just like I thought 


they were in the same spot


in need of some desperate help


the Nate Dogg and the G-child


were in need of something else


one of them dames was sexy as hell


I said "ooh i like your style"


she said "my car's broke down and you seem real nice,"


"would you let me ride?"


I got a car full of girls and it's going real swell


the next stop is the east side motel





I'm tweaking


onto a whole new level


G-Funk


stpe to this


I dare ya


funk


on a whole new level


the rythmn is the base and the base is the treble


chords


strings


we brings


melody


G-Funk


where rythmn is life


and life is rythmn


If you know like I know


you don't wanna step to this


it's the G-Funk era


funked out with a gangster twist


if you smoke like I smoke


then you high like everyday


and if your ass is a buster


213 will regulate











Warren G.


What's Love Got To Do With It 


Warren G. feat. Adina Howard





* Intro





Ooh, yeah, yeah.


What's love got to do.


Warren G, rap for me, yeah-eah, yeah, mm mm.





* Verse 1





When G-dog, the hog, come up in the place,


There's dollar signs in your eyes and a smile in your face.


You wanna live fat, all for my sack.


You got more drag than a low lo-do, cut the act,


'Cause back before '92 and '93,


You didn't give a damn about Warren G,


But now that I'm slingin' platinum LP's,


All of a sudden, you on my N.U.T's.


Ain't nothin' you can do to make it stop,


'Cause money makes the world go 'round and the panties drop.


I ain't in love though, I don't need the pressure.


I just wanna dig it like I'm diggin' for treasure.


Some of y'all had a good thing that you couldn't keep,


Thought you was TLC, you had to creep.


You say you had love, I said you need to quit.


It's all about the dough, so what's love got to do with it?





* Chorus





What's love got to do, got to do with it (that's right)?


What's love if you don't respect the game (uh-huh)?


What's love got to do, got to do with it?


If you lack in this game, it's a shame, you won't make it.





* Verse 2





Now, I'm the type of brother that's down for mines.


Before I made beats, I was down to grind.


Back then, every single homey had my back,


Now they're peepin' my stack and they're talkin' bout jack,


But I'm the same brother day in and day out,


And I'm-a stay that way until the day I lay out in a casket.


It's drastic, 'cause homies is plastic.


Break 'em off some bread, they want the whole damn basket.


If you's a true homey, you would wish me well,


Not plot to see a brother fell, jealous as hell.


We used to get the same riches.


Now your trigger-finger got the itches, schemin' on my riches


Which is not a suprise, my eyes peep game,


211's, 187's it's all the same.


It's all a shame, homies'd jack you for your grip.


Ain't no love involved, because it's all about the chips.





* Repeat chorus





* Verse 3





Now for these labels tellin' fables,


Makin' the messed-up deals under the tables.


You think that you smart, but, fool, I'm the smartest.


You can't make no money if you can't keep an artist.


Sign the dotted line, put 'em on the shelf.


Break 'em off some crumbs, keep the rest for yourself.


I know how it goes, treat an artist like you know,


Fly cars, gold, clothes, but no dough.


Since it's all business, I'm-a handle mine,


Keep track of my stack down to the very last dime,


'Cause in this rap game, it's all about the buck.


You bend over for the label and you will get bucked,


Like how we run up in the skirt, and then you're through.


The record label do the same thing to you.


90% business, 10% show.


Ain't no love in this game, 'cause it's all about the dough.











