
Mark Owen, Crush
If you were the woman,Crawling over my skinMy eyes are wide open,Is it any wonderIt's just evolutionWaiting on the cornerWaiting for the number 9 to come, comeAlways feeling the crushI'm looking forFeels like a rush of bloodAnd you'reFeeding me something,I'm on the ceilingFeeling, feeling,Yeah, yeah, yeahIf you are my karmaBit of sweet and sourFeel you put me underBoyfriend in a comaBliss in your pollutionItching for an answerWaiting for my sweet divine to come, comeAlways feeling the crushI'm looking forFeels like a rush of bloodAnd you'reFeeding me something,I'm on the ceilingFeeling, feeling,Yeah, yeah, yeahFeeling the crushI'm looking forFeels like a rush of bloodAnd you'reFeeding me somethingI'm on the ceilingFeeling, feeling,YeahYeahYeah
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