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Listen to the constant beat,

The rhythmic equivalent to heat.

Feel the bass up through the floor,

The pounding beat makes me want to score

The soundtrack to a life of sin

All right below my abdomen.  

Taste debauchery in the air, 
I feel the rhythm everywhere.

My chest is thumping with the tune,

I need to hear that orch hit soon.

Let me test my mad mojo,

And step into my love dojo.

You want some?  I got all the some you need.

Come get some.  I got all the some you need.

Listen to the constant beat,

The rhythmic equivalent to heat.

Feel the bass up through the floor,

The pounding beat makes me want to score

The soundtrack to a life of sin

All right below my abdomen.  

Taste debauchery in the air, 
I feel the rhythm everywhere.

My chest is thumping with the tune,

I need to hear that orch hit soon.

Let me test my mad mojo,

And step into my love dojo.

You want some?  I got all the some you need.

Come get some.  I got all the some you need.

