Let Me Know

Dmac on the fuckin' track
Uh

Hah, I thought you was my day
Now I gotta kill you when the
If you ever got a problem, we
If you need me, all you gotta
Let me know, let me know
Let me know, let me know

one
day come

gon' spray somethin'
do is say somethin'

Got a problem, nigga, let me know
Got them choppers, we gon' let it go, we gon' let it go

Bitch, we at every show

We got .40's, we got nines, we got every pole
Call my chopper Keyshia Cole how I let it go

We gon' wipe a nigga face like a runny nose

Have to separate the real from the fake

To make this Saint Laurent coat, I had to kill a snake
They talk behind your back and they smile in your face
That's what you call love, I don't know what to say
Every day my mom say watch your back

'Cause she know the streets is cold

And she know she didn't raise

Hah, I thought you was my day
Now I gotta kill you when the
If you ever got a problem, we
If you need me, all you gotta
Let me know, let me know
Let me know, let me know

no ho

one
day come

gon' spray somethin'’
do is say somethin'’

Got a problem, nigga, let me know

Got them choppers, we gon' let it go, we gon' let it go

You can't divide us
You ain't my dawg, then nigga

don't matter

Only The Family, I can't turn my back on my fellas

I think I love too much

The police ride 'round with my picture,
And we ain't gon' pillowtalk to these hoes,

Bro called from the county, I

gave him a jail freak

When he get out, I'ma give him 20K and Chanel sneaks
And if my sister fight her boyfriend, they gon' tell me
And I'm parked outside my OG crib every week, yeah

I'm comfortable, my money long

I cock my gun, I tell my kids

that I'm coming home

We at the war with the city if we five strong

They into it with you, they into it with me,

ah

Hah, I thought you was my day
Now I gotta kill you when the
If you ever got a problem, we
If you need me, all you gotta
Let me know, let me know
Let me know, let me know

one
day come

gon' spray somethin'’
do is say somethin'’

Got a problem, nigga, let me know
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I think I thug too much
that's what I love

so you ain't gon'

BlocBoy JB

'bout us

die alone, ye
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