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surrender your soul to me my dear


fleeing memories, forget my fears


moving on to the last step


I don't think I'm ready yet





oh, not yet


not yet


not yet


she's fucked, yeah





fleeing memories taking place in you


do I care if it's none past noon?


something you thought was wrong, I know was you


fuck me, take me 'til noon





'til noon


'til noon


in you


in her





one more pill and my mind will shake


how many more can I take


I've seen enough can I move on?


what the fuck is it that I do wrong?


