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Verse 
Open the door, and the place is shakin’, 
Neon buzzin’, every wall is vibratin’. 
Band on stage got the floor on fire, 
Boots kick dust while the crowd sings higher. 
Bartender smirks, says, “Where you been?”, 
Points at a shot glass, “Jump on in.” 
 
Pre-Chorus 
Didn’t come for quiet conversation, 
Came for that tequila temptation. 
 
Chorus 
Salt the rim, then raise that shot, 
Neon burnin', yeah the room is hot 
Ain’t thinkin’ ’bout where I'm sleep'n’, 
I’m laughin’, singin’, heartbeat speedin’. 
No big plan, just a little wild freedom, 
Spinnin’ ’round this bar — without lime or reason. 
 
Verse 
Girls on the bar top, hats in the air, 
Somebody chuggin’ like they just don’t care. 
She bumps my shoulder with a flirty grin, 
Says, “You look like trouble, let’s dive in.” 
Bartender’s swamped but he hears her shout, 
“Line up the shots, we’re goin’ all out!” 
 
Pre-Chorus 
No slowin’ down or second‑guessin’, 
Tonight’s for sinnin’, not confessin’. 
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Chorus 
Salt the rim, now make it two, 
Tequila runnin’ with this whole wild crew. 
Every round just keeps us leanin’, 
Lost our voices from the drunk‑choir singin’. 
World’s off‑center, but it feels like freedom, 
Fallin’ into midnight — without lime or reason. 
 
Bridge 
Bar’s still shakin’ like it might give in, 
Hands up high for the next round’s sin, 
Crowd gets louder than the night before, 
Someone hollers, “One more pour!” 
 
(Crowd Echo:) ONE — MORE — POUR! 
 
Pre-Chorus 
Now we’re wild as a beautiful mess 
Puttin' our livers to the ultimate test. 
 
Chorus 
Salt the rim for one last round, 
Tequila holdin’ up this fallin’ crowd. 
We’ve laughed and loved and done our thinkin’, 
No regrets, just late‑night drinkin’. 
Hearts wide open in this neon heaven, 
Closin’ down this bar—without lime or reason. 
 
Outro 
Lights come up, but we’re barely leanin’, 
Smilin’ at the mess this night’s been dreamin’. 
Stumblin’ to the street in a sideways season, 
Tequila in my veins—without lime or reason. 
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