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Port Aransas 

picture perfect afternoon  
a sandy beach standing next to you 
your long blond hair fluttering in wind 
with seagulls above us circling 

Port Aransas gotta hand this to ya 
you’re a paradise for the two of us 
Port Aransas gotta hand this to ya 

time is on our side  
in your swim suit you look so fine 
the tide and the crashing waves  
the ocean washes away our names 

Port Aransas gotta hand this to ya 
you’re a paradise for the two of us 
Port Aransas gotta hand this to ya 

and it may be the salty air 
or all the sand in our hair 
but more than the waves are crashing over me 

I'm looking into your eyes  
as if it’s the very first time 
oh my, oh my, oh my 

Port Aransas I gotta hand this to ya 
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Austin 

it just seems so unfair 
now that you’re not here 
my hometowns lost its warm and fuzzy 

and every Taco Joint in town 
just reminds me of the sound of your voice 
the sound of your voice 

oh, this town has your face 
etched into every place 
we used to go 
and my heart is hanging out in the past 
I’m hoping this shit don’t last 
but I know it will 

cause you and I we moved here 
you and I we grew here 
you and I brought the city to life 
ya, Austin you’re not the same 
no, Austin you’re not the same 
so bring her back to me 

and over off Riverside 
at House Wine’s open-mic 
I still sing to you 

and when Tuesday rolls around 
I’ll be lost and I’ll be found at Barbarella's 
found at Barbarella’s 

oh, this town has your face 
etched into every place 
we used to go 
and my heart is hanging out in the past 
I’m hoping this shit don’t last 
but I know it will 

cause you and I we moved here 
you and I we grew here 
you and I brought the city to life 
ya, Austin you’re not the same 
no, Austin you’re not the same 
so bring her back to me  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Soak 

baby, please 
let your work clothes slide slowly off your shoulders 
sink into me the water is getting colder 
and though your aching body thinks this day is over 
it ain’t done ’til you soak in this tub with me 

so many mornings 
I’m waking to the touch of your wet hair 
the smell of coffee creeping up the stairs 
you take such good care 
of me in the morning 

so I’m thinking we should make an agreement 
honey, I’ll handle your evenings 

so please 
let your work clothes slide slowly off your shoulders 
sink into me the water is getting colder 
and though your aching body thinks this day is over 
it ain’t done ’til you soak in this tub with me 

and there runs my makeup 
my curls start to wake from all this steam 
I know what you’re needing and I know what you're feeling 
so won’t you please 

let your work clothes slide slowly off your shoulders 
sink into me the water is getting colder 
and though your aching body thinks this day is over 
it ain’t done, it ain’t done, it ain’t done ’til you soak with me 

soak in this tub with me
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