A sly little melody curling,�ever so affectionately�through the trees�snakes its moist and delicious air towards me�and bewitches me�with its cool, silky touch.�An ancient rythmn in its pulse,�a soft whisper to entice me, to tingle me.�For a moment, I am just a girl again;�laughing and dancing in the night,�feeling moon blood in my veins.�Being Wicked.�





