
Energy

Digga D

(Bap, bap, bap)
(Bap, bap, bap)
Yo

I gotta protect my energy (bap, bap)
Too much jealousy, I see a friend turn enemy
Yo, look (boom)

I gotta protect my energy (bap, bap, bap)
Too much jealousy, I see a friend turn enemy (brrr)
Please don't ruin my energy (bap)
I heard it, why you keep telling me? (Why?)
I gotta protect my energy
Can't rap about beef or the streets
So they rap about (Nashville)

This shit get real, orange get peeled
You was fronting, you was always back dooring

My shit sharp, get chinged by the morning
Call Digga D, you know he on it
I'll stick a K in UK while I'm touring
I got the lock and the key to this shit
It's no back dooring
Suck my dick
Don't run, don't trip
Skirt off in the V
I got them bees in the whip
Them niggas that run they mouth
We made them run out they house
It's too much jealousy
My energy what I'm worried 'bout

I gotta protect my energy (bap, bap, bap)

Too much jealousy, I see a friend turn enemy (brrr)
Please don't ruin my energy (bap)
I heard it, why you keep telling me? (Why?)
I gotta protect my energy
Can't rap about beef or the streets
So they rap about (Nashville)

I gotta protect my energy (bap, bap, bap)
Too much jealousy, I see a friend turn enemy (brrr)
Please don't ruin my energy (bap)
I heard it, why you keep telling me? (Why?)
I gotta protect my energy
Can't rap about beef or the streets
So they rap about (Nashville)

On the back of the bike, Beverly
Jumped off swinging my choppa, NLE
I'm on the verge to purge especially
When they keep testing me
Gotta protect my energy
My friends ain't there mentally
Don't ask me questions respectfully
'Cause I won't answer sensibly
I just wanna murder senselessly



Armed heavily
Shoot since secondary, do it professionally
Kill confirmed, don't message me
You wanna see these results? Keep testing me
I gotta protect my energy
She for the streets, Sesame
She wanna swallow my seed and have sex with me
He got shot in his woi woi
Now he can't breed like he had a vasectomy

Wham wham wham like who you baby?
Run up on me, I'll shoot you baby
And I will not miss just like Tariq
I will ghost you baby
In UK we got Glocks
Fuck the cops, keep a tool too baby
You better not say nothing crazy
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