
Chris Brown, Golden girl
Your place mid-nightWhen I come through I ring ya doorbell twiceWhen I come through I do the things you like likeLike I'm room serviceAnd don't you take me but every chick tryna take all your shitCause I ain't even tryna get none of yo shit please I don't want noneOf your shitDon't be start struckWhen we go on under these coversYou can have have a bit of my hand cuffsMan a boy just playin alongI'll give it to you properPlay nurse and you play doctorBoy you know I got ya (hah)I know what you likeYou like the way I shineI'm 10 times parta a dimeMy golden girlMy golden girlI've got my shit togetherEven with a chick get a grip withh hips like thisMy golden girlMy golden girlFreeze, you ain't ever had a girl like meIf you think that I'm lying test me, you'll seeThat I'm good on that anger pleaseI'm gonna show you how to break it downYou've been given none of my love to youSo don't be start struckDon't be start struckWhen we go on under these coversYou can have have a bit of my hand cuffsMan a boy just playin alongI'll give it to you properPlay nurse and you play doctorBoy you know I got ya (hah)I know what you likeYou like the way I shineI'm 10 times parta a dimeMy golden girlMy golden girlI've got my shit togetherEven with a chick get a grip withh hips like thisMy golden girlMy golden girlYou like the way I shineI'm 10 times parta a dimeMy golden girlMy golden girlI've got my shit togetherEven with a chick get a grip withh hips like thisMy golden girlMy golden girl
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