
The Realtor (E)

(Verse 1)
You’re standing by the rental board,
Checking prices you can’t afford.
Welcome to the city of induced pain —
Where greed’s a feature, not a stain.

I sell “lifestyle”, I don’t sell homes,
Skyline views and stainless tones.
If you can’t pay the fee to breathe,
Then, my dear, you’d better leave.

(Verse 2)
You speak of fairness — that’s so quaint.
Equity’s a business, not a saint.
I guess your salary’s a tragic tale,
But your problems won’t close a sale.

So find a crate, repaint it white,
It’s modern living, call it “light”.
Guess square meters are just not there
But you rent the pavement. You rent the air.

(Chorus)
Find a doorway,
Call it grace.
Urban shelter,
Public space.
Claim a corner,
Make it yours —
Luxury’s for



Upper floors.

I am the king
I am the realtor
I’m here to hunt
I am the cunt

I am the king
I am the realtor
I’m here to hunt
I am the cunt

(Verse 3)
I’ve got investors on the line at ten,
We flip a block and raise again.
Right-wings help clean up the slate.
Families gone? That’s market fate.

I'm not a monster — I'm just a trend.
I sell the dreams you can't defend.
You want a view of the setting sun?
Watch it from a bus-stop, hun.

(Chorus)
Find a doorway,
Call it grace.
Urban shelter,
Public space.
Claim a corner,
Make it yours —
Luxury’s for
Upper floors.



I am the king
I am the realtor
I’m here to hunt
I am the cunt

I am the king
I am the realtor
I’m here to hunt

I am the cunt
(Uuuuuuuuh)
I am the cunt
(Uuuuuuuuh)
I am the cunt
(Uuuuuuuuh)
I am the cunt

(Bridge)
If rent has climbed beyond your reach,
There’s always space down by the beach.
Sand is free, the stars are kind —
And dreams cost nothing…
Unless they’re signed.

(Chorus)
Find a doorway,
Call it grace.
Urban shelter,
Public space.
Claim a corner,
Make it yours —



Luxury’s for
Upper floors.

I am the king
I am the realtor
I’m here to hunt
I am the cunt

I am the king
I am the realtor
I’m here to hunt
I am the cunt

I am the cunt
(Uuuuuuuuh)
I am the cunt
(Uuuuuuuuh)
I am the cunt
(Uuuuuuuuh)


