
Twista, Po pimp
Chorus: Johnny P Do You Wanna Riiide? In the Backseat, of a Caddy Chop It Up, With do Or Die Do You Wanna Riiide? In the Backseat, of a Caddy Chop It Up, With do Or Die Verse One: Belo Seven Double Oh P.m. Fly Low to Them Hoes in the B-m Sippin Seagram, Chewin On a Weed Stem Touchin On My Fo' Fin Move It to the Back So I Can See Who Beepin This Po Pimp Spring to the Phone With a Slow Limp In a Trip That Shitted With 3-1-2-7-6-2-10 Three Line Connection As the Rest of Them Wanted Affection Just Bring the Weed, We Got the Drinks You Need And Plus We Strapped With Two Protections I Put the Phone in the Hook, Then I Pause For a Minute Cause I Forgot Where I Met the Hoe And the Feeling I've Forgotten If the Hoes Wanna Snap I Straight Up Check the Hoe, Really Doe To the Crib Chorus Verse Two: Ak-47, Belo Seven Deuce Five, the Ride the Point to Spot the Live Hoes Three Miles Per Hour Like We Runnin Up On Some Ri-vals Never to Deny Though, These Bitches Look Fly 'lo Introduce Myself A to the Motherfuckin K Finna Recognize Then I Loose Myself Juice Myself As You Take One Pull, Uhh, Pass It to the Left and Umm Self-centered Niggaz'll Take Two Pulls Cuz They Thinkin About Samplin Umm P-i, M-p, Ology, But Logically We Learnin These Hoes Biology, and Obviously, Well... Mmm, Ain't This Some Shit, Pull Up in the C-a D-i, Double-l, With Ah A-c, A-c Hoes They Peep Those, P-i, M-p, and They Think That Automatically Cause He's a Pimp, He Gotta Be, Full of That M-o, N-e, But Why? Cause Nigga Be Sportin Nice Cars and Fancy Clothes Fresh Jewels Girbaud Flexin One Five Oh (Chop Chop) Chop Up That Paper Hoe, Chop Up That Paper Hoe Watch Where Your Lips Go, Caress My Tip Slow To the Tempo, Instrumental Real Simple When You Fuckin With a Pimp Doe Get Involved in the Backseat Let's Have Me in the Cab Betcha Mess With Ya Young Ass Smokin On That Finest Grass Never Miss What You Never Had, At Last P-i, M-p, Ology, But Logically We Learnin These Hoes Biology, and Obviously, Well... Chorus Verse Three: Tung Twista Well a Motherfucker Might Be Broke and Shit And Then Collecting no Dough From Tips But I Be Spittin Mo' Game Than a Mouthful of Poker Chips To Get Them Hoes With the Oprah Lips and the Provokin Hips And Never Gotta Tell Her Many Lies I Been Lookin in the City Skies, Get Up in the Kitty's Thighs Cause I'm Blessed With a Look of Innocence, Good Sex Peanut Butter Complex and Some Pretty Eyes Pity Cries On My Strategy Side, Yo When Outta Me Gotta Be Right, That'd Be the Flatter Me Right But If the Head the Bonk C'mon Suck a Nigga Dick Members of My Click, Wanna See What That'd Be Like I Know You Wanna Try It Out, to the Rhythm of a High Hat Don't Be Bogus and Deny That I Done Got a Hold of Dem My Fellas On the Train While She Lie Back, Now Motherfucker Can You Buy That? Where Your Ride At? On the Passenger Side of Your Hoe Tryin Ta Come Up On Another G The Broad All Up Under Me Tryin Ta Smother Me Lookin Love-ly While I Roll Another Bead, Suddenly She Learned That I Don't Deal With Emotions But When We in the Room She Rubbin Me With Lotion Comin Like An Ocean Coastin Have a Cig Thinking Me and do Or Die Dig Drinkin Love Potion The Word That Was Never Said Twisted Be Givin Women Dick in the Bed, Until They Sick in the Head And If I Ever Leave Whoever Dead They Ain't Trickin the Feds Or Spittin Game But It's Chicken and Bread Kickin Them Legs in the Air Like a Playa do Then Belittle in a Day Or Two After Words I'ma Slay a Crew Now That's Some Pimp Type Shit That B-low and Ak'll do Wearing Gray and Blue If a Hoe Wanna Holler Then You a Playa If You Hit Them Ends And Get the Dividends But You a Pimp If You Can Get the Same Hoe to Wanna Freak Your Friends Cause I Studied P-i, M-p, Ology, But Logically Be Learnin These Hoes Biology, Obviously, Well... Chorus
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