Zombie Love
There's no light in our eyes
The walking dead love never dies
In a constant state of decay
Bit by bit, it drops away
Zombie Love, Zombie Love
As cold as cold can be
Zombie Love, Zombie Love
Your love is dead to me
Our situation is pretty grave
There’s not a soul thing left to save
Taking stock of our remains
| tear out your heart,

and you eat my brains!
Zombie Love, Zombie Love
As cold as cold can be
Zombie Love, Zombie Love
Your love is dead to me
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