
Quindon Tarver, Need a piece of your love machine
It's Been Seven Hours and Sixteen DaysSince Pollination Has Come My WayI Sit Around Like Dirty Cups 'n the SpoonsStacking Up Around Your RoomAre You Gonna Come and Pick Me UpStick Your Finger in My ButtercupWhat's Wrong With Me?Just Need a Piece of Your Love MachineThe Yellow Sun Is Just Like Chicken SoupBoth Are Wasted If They Don't Get UsedI'm Like a Petal That Needs to Be PluckedCome On Daddy, Let's DuckAll Resistance Like VietnamYou Be My TraderI'll Be Your Viet CongWhat's Wrong With MeJust Need a Piece of Your Love MachineYou Were My RomeoI Was Your JulietHiding in the Trash CanWe Both Got WetYou Fed Me Chicken Chow-meinOur Love Was Spicy, Yet PlainYou Built a Giant Ship and You Sailed With ItBut Now You're GoneGoneGoneWhat's a Rose If It Won't Be SmelledWhat's a Texture If It Won't Be FeltYou Wear a Plaid Like There's no TomorrowIt Spills Out of the ClosetI Think That I'll BorrowSome Pants Or Some UnderwearThere's a Trace of You Under ThereWhat's Wrong With MeJust Need a Piece of Your Love Machine
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