
Carola, Radiate
Sunday morning it's a quarter to fiveYou keep on talkin' like your love is a prizeBird in flight, spreading her wingsSittin' pretty in a city of sinI don't mind, adventure with a strangerTrouble deep at the scene of the crimeTestify, that I'm not superstitiousIt's tough enough, to find out why youRadiate, you bait your love with moneyCelebrate, a body to beholdGenerate, a state of wild emotionDon't waste your moneyMy love is not for saleFunny faces in the shadows of nightPain and pleasure is your only disguiseRadiate, your face's on the fireStay awake, love is a lieIn the street, where life is your creationTrouble deep if you wake up on your ownI'm a slave to sweet investigationIt's tough enough, to find out why youRadiate, you bait your love with money...

Carola - Radiate w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/carola-radiate-tekst-piosenki,t,461367.html

