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OUT OF TOUCH

Going home how does it feel
Down the drifters lane
You rolling free
It kicks you up it feels alright
Like the hell in the veins

Driving you crazy
Driving you mad
You slave to the streets
It's all you have

Got to be bad, got to be cool
Under the gun, you ain't no fool
You need to rock, you need to roll
And you feel no pain

Driving me crazy
Driving me mad
Through the night
You slave to the streets
It's all you have

Ooo... On the edge of the knife
Burning out of touch
Ooo... When this heart hits the night
It never gets enough, yeah

On the edge of the knife
When this heart hits the night
Yee...

Ooo... On the edge of the knife
Burning out of touch
Ooo... When this heart hits the night
It never gets enough

Burning out of touch
Burning out of touch, yeah

Tištěno z www.txp.cz Sponzor: www.srovnavac.cz - šetříme na pojištění!

Powered by TCPDF (www.tcpdf.org)

http://www.tcpdf.org

