Love Of Mine

By TISH HINOJOSA
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(See additional Iyrics)
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Additional Lyrics
2. Baby, how I love to hold you, 3. Once I thought I was older,
Forgive your momma's tears. Such happens in young love.
Wait and see you and me, How could I forget that boy,
We're gonna break away from here. I knew was good enough.
Stroll you in white satin, The blame, the chain has got your name,
In my fine leather heels. But you're gonna break free.
For your smile my life's worthwhile, My momma's lullaby keeps comin' back to me.
But I want for you to feel. {To Chorus)

(To Chorus}




