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Your voice is like a distillate of your soul. 
The risk is buried there. 
We like to fall into the eyes of strangers 
and we wait for the colorful prey of tenderness. 
 
We wait for the colorful prey of tenderness and 
like to fall into the eyes of strangers. 
The risk is buried there. 
Your voice is like a distillate of your soul. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


