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       To my friends, my family, and especially, to my fans.

      
   


WRITER’S NOTE

Much of the information gathered for this book comes from unreliable sources who may have been abusing substances or undergoing
         other duress at the time of many of the events discussed. Like they say about the eighties: If you remember them clearly,
         you weren’t really there.
      

      
   

EGG BURRITOS

[image: image]

Mike Sager: Is that a true story?

Vince Neil: Absolutely. It was when we’d just had sex with girls in the studio and we didn’t want to go home smelling like them. There was a restaurant, called Naugles, it was open twenty-four hours. And we would order egg burritos and wipe our dicks with them. Then if you went home smelling like an egg burrito, you just told your girlfriend, “Oh, I dropped my egg burrito in my lap.”

Mike: So did you actually open the burrito and insert? Or did you just, like, use it as a washcloth?

Vince: Used it kind of like a washcloth.

Mike: All right, good. Thanks. I just had to ask. You know, Marlon Brando once fucked a duck in Paris. I wrote about him, too.
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      Introduction

THE OPENING ACT

      A black-on-black Lamborghini Gallardo Spyder purrs into the parking lot of Feelgoods Rock Bar & Grill, well off the Strip in
         Las Vegas. The traffic on Sahara Avenue whooshes past with the usual lunchtime urgency; five miles to the southeast, the towers
         of Sin City can be seen, rising dreamlike from the sprawl. If what they say is true, what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas,
         then this is most likely where it stays—a nondescript series of suburbs in the western sector of the city where strip malls,
         housing developments, and schools share a casual proximity with massage parlors, smoke shops, and gambling clubs. Completing
         the picture is a Crayola blue sky; snow dusts the mountain peaks, which stand aloof and craggy in the distance, glowing in
         the bright, thin light of the desert winter.
      

It is December and chilly. Christmas looms. Here and there people have taken the trouble to wrap their palm trees with burlap.
         We are already one day behind schedule. The previous day, which was supposed to be our first, was marred by three broken appointments.
         It was a true rock ’n’ roll beginning—an absent star, a frantic dance of enablers, the expense meter spinning, the already-foreshortened
         deadline ticking away…. The subtext: We’re all trying to make this amazing thing happen. We’ve talked it to death. All we need is our star.

Now somebody has pushed the reset button.

It is Tuesday.

Take two.

The star is fifteen minutes early for our noon appointment.
      

“He’s notoriously early,” I’d been advised the previous day by one of his people at 10th Street Entertainment. (Even as he
         was pushing back the time of our first meeting.) “You oughtta be early, too. He hates it when people are late.”
      

He’s notoriously early…

… when he’s decided he’s coming.

I guess that’s how the sentence should read.

Writing down a man’s life will take many such edits, I learn over the coming months. (Not that I expected differently.) We
         all have our roles. It is best to know which is yours.
      

The sleek Italian two-seater—512 horsepower; vanity license plate: TATUUD; with yellow stitching on the black leather seats
         to match the yellow brake calipers, and the single cup holder requested by his fourth wife (“You’d think for a quarter million
         bucks you could get one cup holder,” is how she’d put it)—comes to a stop at a rakish angle in a pin-striped lane marked: “Motorcycles Only.”
      

After an interval, the driver’s door opens. Out thrusts one battered calfskin UGG boot, followed by a fashionably ripped denim
         leg. A well-muscled thigh strains the fabric where the tearing is most prominent—in his day, nobody could fill a pair of spandex
         leopard-skin tights the way he could. A left hand reaches up for purchase—the car is quite low to the ground. Occupying the wrist is a 40-karat diamond and platinum Dunamis watch with a skull
         design floating inside the overlarge see-through face. A $300,000 bauble, one of five in the world, he will later say. It
         is a difficult factoid to verify.
      

With some effort he limbos into an upright position and I see him in person for the first time, unmistakable after thirty
         years in the limelight:
      

Vince Neil Wharton—he of the towering platinum Aqua Net hairdo and ultrasonic banshee voice, the ultimate face boy of 1980s
         glam cock rock, frontman for Mötley Crüe.
      

Today Vince Neil is forty-eight, a man in his third act; a little thicker than imagined, and smaller, too—five foot nine,
         170. He has a stubbly goatee, sparse and gray in spots, and an easy smile, which he displays most often when people are paying
         attention to him. There is a diamond embedded in his right upper incisor, part of a set of pearly caps, uppers and lowers;
         at night in a club it sparkles.
      

Remembered for his epic drug-and-alcohol-fueled debauchery—and for the high heels, full makeup, and glittered tube tops that
         made him an androgynous sex symbol during the early years of the gender-bending eighties—Vince Neil is now a comfortable,
         middle-aged man. He spends part of his year in Las Vegas, part in Northern California, from where his wife hails. He has “money
         but not fuck you money,” he likes to say. He is quick to point out that group acts make a lot less than solo. (And that 30 percent goes to
         agent, lawyer, manager, and accountant off the top.) Besides being a rock ’n’ roll headliner, Vince is a businessman, with
         thriving interests on several fronts. There is Tres Rios Tequila, a line of premium tequilas made at his operation in Guadalajara,
         Mexico. Vince Neil Aviation charters rocked-out jets—think leopard-skin and purple velvet appointments. Vince Neil Ink, a
         high-end tattoo parlor and apparel shop, has two locations on the Strip in Las Vegas. His tastes run to exotic cars and watches; he has a garage full of old posters and costumes,
         some of which he has sold to the Hard Rock restaurant chain … and a shit-load of guitars that companies keep sending him,
         even though he only plays guitar on two songs in his entire repertoire, including both Mötley Crüe and Vince Neil solo. He
         still collects the lion’s share of his income from his one-quarter share in Mötley Crüe, which has sold 80 million albums
         over three decades. (Mötley continues to sell, even though they haven’t written any new songs since 2008’s Saints of Los Angeles, a sort of aural autobiography of the band members’ history, their best—and only original—work in years.)
      

Instead of spandex he sports a T-shirt from Vince Neil Ink; the neck band is ripped; in our time together I will see him wearing
         it four times in two different cities, so I assume that’s the way it’s supposed to look. A fur-lined hooded sweatshirt rides
         up over a slight paunch as he stretches to work out the kinks. His once–teased and towering hair is regularly seen to at a
         favorite salon on the Strip. Colored a boy-next-door shade of dirty blond, highlighted with honey streaks, straightened and
         flatironed with the latest technologies into a silken consistency, it is truly a rock star–worthy head of hair. The hint of
         time is reflected only in his slightly receded hairline. Gold-framed Chanel goggles hide his hazel eyes.
      

When I think of Vince, I see a trio of pictures in my head. One is this Vince, the Vince of today, the Vince I’ve been describing
         as he exits his Lambo. The second is of Vince on the (reissued) cover of Mötley’s second album, Shout at the Devil. Who could ever forget those eyes—his expression at once so vulnerable and so totally absent. Equally memorable is the third:
         his leather-encased crotch on the cover of their inaugural album, Too Fast for Love, his left thumb applying pressure to the clearly visible outline of his penis.
      

As you read this book, I think it would be helpful if you keep the second of these images in mind. (Though I’m sure the third
         won’t be far from your thoughts, either; he has spent much of his aggregated waking time on this planet in pursuit of sexual
         favors.) The studio photo was taken at the height of Mötley’s early success, sometime in 1983, during the group’s Mad Max/Escape from New York period of post-apocalyptic-influenced style. With his high cheekbones and full lips—the legacy of his parents’ mixed Mexican
         and American Indian ancestry—Vince represented the male archetype of the New West’s golden generation. Part James Dean, part
         Tony Hawk, part Jeff Spicoli, Vince was the male twin of the sun-kissed California girl.
      

Try to imagine what it was like to be that guy—a rock star, rich, achingly beautiful by any standard, flying around the world
         in a private jet during an era, before AIDS, when cocaine, quaaludes, Jack Daniel’s, and wild consensual sex were the equivalent
         of karaoke—what you did on a night out. Even in flyover land people were partying like rock stars. Vince had a rep to upkeep
         and took full advantage. He had the gall of the beautiful; he never had to seek, he only had to choose. He did whatever the
         fuck he wanted without a thought. He plied the Strip with a vengeance, fucking girls in the bushes, getting into fistfights
         with undercover cops and a drunk yuppie in a Porsche. As Vince’s career expanded, so did his range. He drove race cars and
         racing boats. He participated in orgies on yachts in the Caribbean. He traveled the world. He threw his empty bottle of Jack
         Daniel’s out the nearest window. Sometimes, the window wasn’t open. He didn’t give a fuck. Nothing could be out of order.
         Nothing could be too outrageous. Nothing could violate the standards because there were no standards. He owed his existence,
         his place in the spotlight, to humankind’s need for heroes and entertainment. He was the show. Excessive was what was expected
         of him, aided and abetted by fawning minions. Groupies lined up outside his dressing room, his hotel room, his tour bus, in
         the back of the jet. Groupies waited behind the drum riser, eager to give him a blow job during a drum solo—“which gives you an idea what I really thought of that egotist,” he will later say of Mötley Crüe drummer Tommy Lee. The 1987 Aerosmith classic, “Dude (Looks like
         a Lady),” was written after Steven Tyler and Joe Perry spotted Vince in a bar and mistook him for a hot chick. Was it any
         wonder that at seventeen Vince became the first kid in high school to owe child support?
      

One-tenth sexiest man alive. Nine-tenths accident-waiting-to-happen.

Imagine if that dude was you.
      

In a decade defined by cocaine, voodoo Reaganomics, the discovery of the HIV virus, and rising neo-fundamentalism, the members
         of Mötley Crüe—Mick Mars on guitar, Tommy Lee on drums, Nikki Sixx on bass, and Vince Neil on vocals—set new standards for
         decadence, self-destruction, and excess as they acted out their every impulse, determined to live the rock ’n’ roll lifestyle
         to the hilt. Their sound was an amalgam—rooted in hard rock and the bombast of KISS, glam’s transgender fashion, pop’s bubblegum,
         LA punk’s effrontery … all of it slathered together with mascara and blood. Mötley’s songs will never be as memorable as the
         band’s attitude and approach. Fast, loud, and showy—but also melodic and candy coated—their music was a bridge on the rock
         ’n’ roll time line between the theatrical dress-up bands of the eighties and the self-conscious, shotgun-swallowing grunge
         movement of the nineties.
      

Raised (or having come of age) in idyllic Southern California—the land of surfers, skaters, garage bands, and worshipers of
         self—the members of Mötley Crüe had no political or social agenda beyond their next high, their next fistfight, their next
         prank, their next piece of ass. What separated Mötley Crüe, what makes them memorable, was their inarticulated philosophy—an
         aggressively perverse dedication to all things darker and meaner and nastier than the rest; an American iteration of the savage,
         balls-out traditions of English punk, a sort of nihlism-lite. Yes, they played music. But more than that. They were the music. In Freudian terms, they were pure id. They did what they felt like doing, what looked and sounded cool to them,
         with no care for the consequences—rebels without a clue. Like Vince will later tell me: “The answer to ‘Why?’ was always,
         ‘Why not?’ ”
      

Over the years, Mötley Crüe’s relatively small quiver of hit songs would come to embody youthful urgency and disregard for
         the rules; life without fear of consequences, lived as far out on the edge as possible. As the eighties became the nineties
         and beyond, the fortunes of the band and its members rose and fell and rose again. Today the work of Mötley Crüe is part of
         the vocabulary of rock ’n’ roll, a huge draw around the world. As I write this introduction, Vince and the other members of
         the band are making their way to rehearsals in Los Angeles, prepping for a tour of Canada. Through all of their hijinks and
         arguments, all of their ups and downs, they are still playing together and are relevant—though it seems, in real time, that
         a great bit of will is necessary to get them onto the same stage. In all the interviews for this book, more than forty hours
         overall, Vince was hard-pressed to find anything good to say about any of his fellow band members. Only Nikki Sixx could be persuaded to be interviewed. He spoke of Vince only in the most glowing
         terms. There are obviously many tortured emotions between them. To date, all four members are millionaires many times over,
         though some have been more successful than others at holding on to their earnings. All have attempted solo careers in one
         form or another; they are all clearly elevated by their association with the band. Finally, they all seem to grudgingly understand:
         Mötley Crüe is something greater than the sum of its parts. After three decades, they are like a wildly dysfunctional family,
         all love and hate, with not a hint of the love showing on the surface.
      

      After the Mötley tour Vince will head south for a solo tour of Mexico, Latin America, and South America in support of the
         new album and book (this one), both by the same name, Tattoos & Tequila. Acts as varied as Papa Roach, Linkin Park, Marilyn Manson, Nine Inch Nails, Moby, Slipknot, and Belladonna have all cited
         Vince and Mötley Crüe as an influence in recent years, most notably for Too Fast for Love and Shout at the Devil, the band’s first two hits. Mötley Crüe’s early look in music videos has also been borrowed by a variety of artists, from
         Beck and the Red Hot Chili Peppers to New Order, Aerosmith, and the Backstreet Boys. Even today, in the second decade of the
         twenty-first century, Mötley Crüe is still a musical right of passage and an instant time machine. Their songs are the easier
         ones to play on Guitar Hero and Rock Band. Thanks to the timeless magic of digital music, keen marketing, and several successful
         greatest hits efforts, new Mötley fans are ever entering the fold. A Mötley Crüe or Vince Neil Band concert is today an intergenerational
         affair, with aging mullet heads sharing the venue with thirtysomething squares, tattooed young rocker wannabes, and slutty-looking
         suicide grrls of all ages, who now as then observe the time-honored ritual of baring their breasts to the band.
      

A few milestones for perspective: Mötley has been featured on a number of VH1 countdown shows: “Dr. Feelgood” was ranked the
         #7 Greatest Air Guitar Song, “Live Wire” was ranked the #17 Greatest Metal Song of All Time, and “Home Sweet Home” was ranked
         the #12 Greatest Power Ballad of All Time. Mötley Crüe was featured several times on VH1’s 100 Most Metal Moments and was one of the many bands featured on VH1’s popular Behind the Music series. The band was ranked #19 on VH1’s list of the most popular hard rock bands of all time. Mötley Crüe was also ranked
         tenth on MTV’s list of “Top 10 Heavy Metal Bands of All Time.” In 2008, iTunes picked “Saints of Los Angeles” as the number
         one song in the Rock category of their “Best of 2008”; the song was also nominated for a Grammy Award in the Best Hard Rock Performance
         category.
      

All of which has made for a pretty interesting life. Vince has been married four times, fathered three children, fucked thousands
         of groupies—sometimes ten a day according to numbers floating around; he won’t venture a count. He has had liaisons with dozens
         of brand-name women, including the porn stars Savannah and Gina Fine (simultaneously) and the TV actresses Tori Spelling and
         Shannen Doherty (on separate occasions). He dated supermodel Christy Turlington; he dated Pam Anderson before Tommy Lee, when she was the Tool Time Girl on Home Improvement; his third wife was the knockout soap star and primetime TV actress Heidi Mark, who exemplifies most of the women in this
         book, Vince’s “type”: long blond hair, pretty face, blue eyes, large augmented boobs, visible abs, tiny ass, long legs. He
         starred in one sex tape (a three-way with Vivid Video girls Janine Lindemulder and Brandy Sanders), several pornos (directed
         by adult film legend Ron “the Hedgehog” Jeremy), dated handfuls of Playboy Playmates and Penthouse Pets, ingested every drug and combination of drugs he could possibly find, drank an ocean of booze—or so I remind him. There
         is a lot he doesn’t remember. At least that’s what he says. Says one ex-wife: “He’s got a memory as clear as diamonds when
         he wants to. Sometimes it’s just easier to say you forgot. He has a lot of regrets.”
      

In our sessions together, Vince was always courteous; he reminded me of a schoolkid with a tutor—he didn’t really want to
         do it, but someone had convinced him he should. On several occasions during our window, Sunday football took precedence over
         interview time. Occupying his usual reserved table at the sports book at the Red Rock Casino, Resort & Spa was clearly a higher
         priority than this autobiography. Often, as I tried to pin him down—three middle schools or two? What year did you marry Sharise?—he would become annoyed with me. I wondered if the emotion
         he was really feeling was embarrassment or some kind of shame. What person doesn’t remember why he moved out of his parents’
         house for good at seventeen? A lot of clarity is lost in a haze of years and booze. Obviously there are painful truths that
         haunt him to this day … things we will learn a little bit about as we slog through his history and his murky depths.
      

Trying to chronicle such a life is difficult: Even Vince can’t keep straight how many stints in rehab he’s done or how many
         times he’s been arrested. For this reason we have enlisted the voices of others. We hear from Vince’s current wife, Lia, and
         all three of his ex-wives: Beth Neil, Sharise Neil, and Heidi Mark. We hear from his children, Neil Wharton and Elle Neil;
         from his parents, Clois Odell and Shirley Wharton; from his sister, Valerie Saucer; from the members of his first band, formed
         in high school, Rockandi. Other interviews done in preparation of this book include: Poison’s Bret Michaels, rapper MC Hammer,
         porn star Ron Jeremy, LA Lakers owner Jerry Buss, Night Ranger Jack Blades. Making a special guest appearance is Nikki Sixx,
         along with a score of behind-the-scenes managers and other close confidants who’ve been there throughout Vince’s career.
      

Onstage, Vince was and is undeniably the center of the Mötley Crüe circus—no longer clad in bright spandex or built like
         a Greek god, he still rips his signature piercing-yet-clean wail on lead vocals. Nikki Sixx, the main writer and musical force
         behind the group, who’s never gone out of his way to compliment Vince about anything, once called him “the quarterback of
         Mötley Crüe.” Though Vince isn’t well known as a songwriter, he co-wrote some of Motley’s biggest hits, including “Home Sweet
         Home,” “Wild Side,” and “Same Ol’ Situation.” That he has always been a multifaceted entertainer is sometimes lost in his
         seemingly effortless work onstage; what looks like wild abandon is really the product of decades of effort and experience. He has always been the
         consumate showman.
      

Offstage, for all their drama—Mick with his crippling ankylosing spondylitis and female troubles; Nikki with his well-publicized
         addictions; Tommy with his trials with fame, actresses, hairstyles, and anger management issues—none of the other Crüe members
         would live a life characterized by the monumental highs and lows experienced by their frontman. In 1984, Vince would be found
         guilty of vehicular manslaughter. Left dead on the street that rainy night, after a three-day drug party, was his good friend
         Nicholas “Razzle” Dingley from the Hanoi Rocks. The driver and a passenger of another car were also permanently maimed in
         the drunk-driving incident; Vince would pay $2.5 million in restitution and serve time in jail. Some years later, having been
         fired/or having quit Mötley Crüe, he would sit helplessly by the hospital bedside of his four-year-old daughter as she fought
         and lost a wrenching battle against cancer. The time period immediately afterwards was lost in a bottle; today there is a
         charity, the Skylar Neil Foundation.
      

Vince is still haunted by many demons, some of which I don’t think he can even explain himself. He is, in his own words, “an
         entertainer.” He needs others to write, score, arrange, and organize. “I get out there and sell the songs,” he will later
         tell me. Like many a diva before him, he has often felt himself mute offstage, in the cold, unscripted, and unforgiving light
         of real life. Alone, without an audience, without anyone to keep him company, he becomes lost and uncertain. This much we
         know. It is the explanation for many things.
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      As he arrives in his Lambo, I spy on him through a door that’s been left open to air out the stink of beer and pheromones
         from the night before. Feelgoods is a prototype for a chain. They hope to have forty places like it someday, scattered all around
         the country. Vince owns 30 percent. They send him a check. He can sign for food. The place is decorated with purple velvet
         and leather and faux leopard skin. A huge bank of Marshall amps dwarfs the moderately sized stage, where live acts hold forth
         several nights a week. Glass display cases hold authentic heirloom guitars, gold albums, his old auto-racing fire suit; there
         is a fully chromed and tricked-out chopper on the way to the bathrooms. TV screens play a greatest-hits assortment of rock
         videos, giving the place the feeling of a sports bar, only instead of sports, the theme is rock—a museum masquerading as a
         dive bar. An older couple—he with a gray ponytail, her hair dyed jet-black, both wearing leathers—dine in a booth to one side.
         The center of the room is dominated by a large round table full of men in identical work shirts, their names authentically
         in bubbles over breast pockets, some of them no doubt enjoying the $6.95 lunch special the place has recently added to the
         menu in order to combat the economic downturn.
      

Of course I was early for the meeting. (I was early the first day, too.) My mission: to climb inside a rock star’s mind and
         bring out what I can—the memories, the sensations, the collected experiences; the sex and drugs, the exhilaration and the
         heartache. A chronicle of a lifetime spent in the bunghole of unbridled self-indulgence. It might be hot and tight in there,
         but the smell is not so good sometimes.
      

And so it is that I gather up my clipboard and my digital recorder (and my cute little flip cam, which will prove to be a
         piece of shit) and move to meet him at the hostess stand. Up close he is still a handsome man, his face maintained by a number
         of cosmetic procedures, some of which were famously (and excruciatingly) documented on the 2005 VH1 series Remaking Vince Neil. He is enveloped in a pleasant cloud of Lagerfield cologne, a discontinued scent he has stockpiled from sources around the country. He shakes my hand warmly and leads me inside.
      

Beyond a velvet rope there is a small VIP area. Vince proudly points out the four tables he had designed specially for the
         club. Taken together, the pieces form the shape of a giant guitar. Around the rounded bottom part is a leather banquette.
         We take a seat at the next four-top, a rectangle like the rest, this one representing the lowest part of the neck, where the
         highest-register notes are fretted.
      

“You ready?” I ask.

“Ask whatever you want,” he says. His face is blank. His voice is thin and a little bit hoarse. There is a tonal uptick at
         the end of his sentence; his loopy Cali dialect makes many of his statements sound like questions.
      

Mike Sager

La Jolla, CA

3/1/2010
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      Chapter I

TATTOOS & TEQUILA

Hey—sorry about yesterday, dude.
      

I had my Lamborghini brought down from my house in Danville, in Northern California, to my house here in Las Vegas. I had
         it swapped out for my Ferrari—he took it back to Danville. It’s good to keep the mileage balanced on cars like that. They’re
         collector’s items—an investment and whatnot. And the Lambo is much more fun in Vegas; they got long, flat roads out here where
         you can turn it out—not that I would ever break the speed limit or anything.
      

The driver was supposed to be here at noon, and then I guess there was all this rain and shit—he says there were fourteen
         different accidents driving from there to here; he didn’t even get here till almost 6:00 P.M. And of course my assistant, who lives here in Vegas and is supposed to have my back on stuff like this, she was out Christmas
         shopping with my wife and my mother-in-law, who is here spending time with us because my father-in-law died not that long ago. So what can you do? You know how that goes, right? The glamorous life of a rock star. You get to have an assistant,
         but the chances are she’s busy helping your wife when you need assistance doing something and you end up stuck doing what needs to be done, like fuckin’ waiting at home for this guy to show up with
         my car so I can let him in the garage. And I was waiting like a long time. I couldn’t leave. I actually ended up screaming
         at her, too. I was like, “Kelly? Why am I sitting here waiting for this guy to come when I’m supposed to be starting the interviews
         for my book!” And then she tells me, I couldn’t believe it … it turns out she knew the whole time that the driver was going to be late. She knew it but didn’t bother to tell me. Nobody told me! She was like, “I told you the guy was going to be late.” And I was like, “You did not!”
      

Nobody tells me anything. I swear to you. When I have my tombstone they can put that on the B side. “Nobody Told Him Anything.”
         I’m not sure yet what I want on the front. That line hasn’t been written yet. You know when the new Mötley Crüe album came
         out, the new Greatest Hits? I had no fuckin’ idea that was coming out. It was funny. I was doing this interview with some reporter and they go, “So tell
         us about the new Mötley’s Greatest Hits album.” And I go, “What are you talking about?” Nobody told me I had an album coming out. It happens that way all the time.
         ’Cause we could have, like … I told my assistant, I said, “Kelly, I could’ve gotten together with the writer earlier than
         we’d first planned and then I could have been back in time to get the car,” or to be here for the car, whatever, because there
         was nobody to punch in the code on the garage door so he could swap out the cars.
      

The funny thing is, I really do take pride in being early. I am usually always early. I’ve always been early to everything
         I’ve ever done. Seriously. That’s why I thought it was pretty hilarious when Mötley said they fired me that first time ’cause
         I was chronically late for rehearsals. Dude, I am never late for shit. It’s like I have OCD or something, obsessive-compulsive disorder. I’m always early. Like even going to an airport, I’ll be sitting there for
         over an hour because I don’t want to be late. When people are late I can’t stand waiting for them. I fuckin’ hate that. I’ve
         left people behind on my solo gigs. Band members. Left ’em back at the fuckin’ hotel. Like one guy was constantly late and
         I just said, “Fuck it,” and I left. And we just pulled out and drove to the next city. The bus pulled away from the curb without
         him. People should be on time—if they say they’re going to be there on time, you know, they should be on time. If they can’t,
         they should call and tell you they’ll be late. But don’t show up an hour late, two hours late. Or even fifteen minutes late.
         You know that drives me up the fuckin’ wall.
      

So where do we start? I remember when we did The Dirt—the best-selling book about Mötley Crüe written by Neil Strauss—I got interviewed at the Grand Havana Room in Beverly Hills.
         A lot of people say I didn’t get to say much in that book. It’s probably true. I didn’t read it. When I was young I was diagnosed
         with dyslexia. I never really enjoyed reading too much. It’s difficult for me. I see printed stuff backwards and out of whack.
         It’s just a struggle. I’m sure that killed my education before it even got started. If I could read better maybe I’d have
         been a doctor or a lawyer. You wouldn’t even be reading this book. If you see me after you’ve read this, lemme know what you
         think. I probably won’t read it myself.
      

I was pretty much done with school and out in the world by age fifteen, sixteen, seventeen—already a father, out of my parents’
         house for good, living in Tommy Lee’s smelly van, sweeping up this rehearsal studio in exchange for time, working as an electrician,
         trying to make it in Rockandi, my first band. I guess another reason there might not be that much from me in The Dirt is because, you know, I’m not that big a talker. Nikki and Tommy—those guys can fuckin’ talk. They can eat up all the oxygen
         in a room in no time flat. I don’t tend to run my mouth. I don’t like to talk about stuff—how I feel and shit. It’s bullshit.
         All those years in rehab and counseling—the talking cure? I can’t say I really got that much out of it. All that cure and
         I should be cured by now, don’t you think? All this talking. I’d rather just go out and live, you know? Some people have lots
         to say. Other people just shut up and do what they gotta do. I guess I’m the second. So forgive me if it’s a bit hard for
         me to slice open a vein and let my blood run red all over this page for you. Somebody thinks it’s a good idea for me to tell
         my story, so I’m gonna tell it. But remember this: I’m a singer. I let my emotions out through demonstration. I’m demonstrative, isn’t that the word? I’ll fight you or I’ll fuck you, but chances are I’ll be hard-pressed to sit there and talk to you. I’m one of those people who are more comfortable in front of an arena full of screaming fans than I am at a small
         dinner party. Call it socially inept. Call it quiet and shy. I am kind of shy. Women can sense that. They always want to take
         care of me. They like that about me. I let them do all the talking. Women love to be heard. I do listen. And I know how to
         look like I’m listening to a woman even when I’m not. Maybe that’s the secret—listening. It probably doesn’t hurt when they
         like the way you look and carry yourself. I’ve never really been the kind of guy who had to work it real hard. I never had
         any lines. I never needed any. From an early age, they’ve just come to me, a flood tide of women, all shapes and colors and
         nationalities, but most of them blondes, long-haired blondes with big tits and long legs and little round butts and … maybe
         we’ll get into all that later.
      

Thinking about the Dirt interviews makes me nostalgic for the Havana Room. Man, we had some epic nights there. It’s this high-end, members-only cigar
         club. Lots of expensive wines and scotches, and good cigars, and big swinging Hollywood dicks. You could even have your own,
         like, humidor/safe-deposit box where you kept a stash of Cubans or whatever. I always got a kick out of being there, living
         the high life, suckin’ on a fat Cuban cigar, doing shit that’s not readily available to the common man—and me, this mixed-breed
         mechanic’s son from Nowhereville, CA. I remember one night in January 2000 I bumped into the comedian Tom Arnold at an LA Kings hockey
         game. You know the dude. He used to be married to Roseanne. Another crazy motherfucker—some time when you’ve got nothing else
         to do, take the time to Google their photo shoot in Vanity Fair back in the day, when the couple was hot and heavy, literally. Wow. I didn’t know they allowed that kinda shit in family
         magazines. You know I’ve lived in the LA area all my life. I know people all over. Tom is the kind of people I know in Hollywood.
         It’s small; it’s basically my hometown. You get to be friends with the fun people. Like attract like, I guess. And what can I say? I love a good party. I love fun people. I love crazy motherfuckers
         like Arnold who have no public filter. Something about them makes it like they just don’t give a shit. And they know other
         crazy fun people, too. After the game, we went to the Havana Room and we met up with the actor Mel Gibson. Mel is a cool guy,
         no matter what anybody says. Some people drink and a switch goes off. I know it does for me. They don’t know what the fuck
         they’re doing. Believe me, they’re telling the truth. I got to know Mel a little bit during my years living in Malibu—I think
         we drank together a few times at Moonshadows, which was like my hangout for years, I used to drink there with all kinds of
         people—Kelsey Grammer, David Duchovny. All the Malibu partiers went there, all the heavy drinkers. It was there, in Moonshadows,
         that I rode out the dark and stormy seas of my daughter’s death. I would go directly from Skylar’s bedside at the hospital,
         out Sunset Boulevard, hang a right on the PCH to Moonshadows. There I would meet my good friend oblivion.
      

At this time I was with the actress and Playboy centerfold Heidi Mark—an amazing woman, an amazing piece of ass. I met her in her prime, twenty-four years old. When she
         was twenty she’d dated Prince a few times; she was with O.J. for a while after his whole deal with the murder of his wife.
         This was after that. We were together for a number of years before we got married. This was right before we got married, I think. My third time down the aisle. After Tom left the Havana Room, Heidi, Mel, and I kept going. Since
         we were regulars, the staff went home at like 3:00 A.M., leaving us to finish our cigars. We ended up at our house in Malibu. We were up all night drinking and playing pool and
         taking goofy Polaroids—somewhere there is a picture of Heidi riding on Mel’s shoulders around our living room. It was just
         a howling good time, pretty much PG rated. Finally, around dawn, I passed out. Heidi put Mel in a cab.
      

The next day on the news we see a story about how the Havana Room had burned down overnight … after two gentlemen threw their
         lit cigar butts in a trash can that caught a light, setting the club ablaze.
      

For some reason, they never came after us for that. I’ve been sued so many times by so many people … assholes trying to make
         a buck just by fucking with me. I don’t know why, but I am grateful. To somebody I owe a debt of thanks. Probably there’s
         a lot of people I could say that about. I owe a lot of debts of thanks, I am sure. There’s so much I don’t remember….
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So how do you like the place? Feelgoods Rock Bar & Grill. There’s another one sort of like it in West Palm Beach, Florida.
         It’s called Dr. Feelgoods. That was the first one. That’s more of a club. It’s got five bars; it’s huge. But it only serves,
         like, finger food. This place has the full-on kitchen. Check out the menu. Order whatever you want. The food is great. They
         have these great homemade tortilla chips, I already ordered some. They serve ’em hot. Amazing. I tasted most of the stuff
         before we opened.
      

This is like a flagship store. We spent a lot of money on getting it together, on decorating, on organizing the concept. There
         are going to be like twenty-five or forty of these around the country before we’re through. A lot of work has gone into all this stuff. I mean the kitchen was open for three weeks before we even opened the place. While the workmen were still working, everybody would have lunch here. They call it a “trial feed”
         in the business. It gave the chefs a chance to really work on their dishes and tweak the menu and stuff. See here on the menu?
         This thing above the tuna melt—Pete’s Plate. Pete was my father-in-law, Lia’s father, who passed away. That was his favorite
         meal—two hot dogs with a sixteen-ounce Budweiser. So we called it a Pete’s Plate. There’s also a Vince Platter. It’s just
         a really good burger with a secret sauce—Thousand Island dressing. They make it real good; it’s pretty amazing.
      

I think we’ll do great here. I know you talked about doing these interviews at my house. How it’s intimate there and all that.
         But believe me it’s not. My house, you know, I’ve got my mother-in-law there. That’s the thing. My dogs, my mother-in-law,
         my wife. It’s just … it’s too much. And if we did a hotel room—didn’t somebody say a hotel room? Somebody at 10th Street had
         said something about getting a suite at the Rio, where there’s a Vince Neil Ink. But if we get into one of those environments
         where I’m just, you know, like, walled up in some room … I would just feel like I wanted to get the fuck out of there, you
         know? You start walling me up, keeping me places … I don’t know. I don’t react well. I’d rather be here … you know what I
         mean? If this doesn’t work we could always go to the studio, which has rooms above it. I have to be there every afternoon
         anyway. We have to get cracking on that record, too. Two weeks is all we’ve got. You’re coming with me after this to the studio,
         right? This is gonna be a busy couple of weeks. You know we’re also filming the video next Wednesday and Thursday, right?
         That’ll be cool. We’ll just have to find the time to talk in between, I guess.
      

I love this place. Like I said, a lot of thought and care went into it. It’s pure rock ’n’ roll. It’s red lights and leopard
         skin, purple velvet, iron spiderwebs, button-tuck black leather banquettes. Hot little rock chicks waiting tables—suicide grrls in short skirts with lots of eyeliner. And the stage is great. Intimate. Perfect
         sound. But we can pack them in, too. We have national acts coming in now, which is pretty cool. One night a week my son DJs.
         His name is Neil Wharton; everybody calls him Neil Neil. My parents raised him for a lot of his life. We’re really just getting
         to know each other. He sings in a Mötley Crüe tribute band. He only recently moved to Vegas to live. I got him a job working
         with the clothing line and stuff that we sell.
      

With Feelgoods, it’s weird, ’cause like most of the bands that are playing in here are bands that we came up with. We got
         L.A. Guns, Ratt. The BulletBoys just played here. Slaughter will be here New Year’s Eve—that’s my guys who also play in the
         Vince Neil Band: Jeff Blando, Dana Strum, Zoltan Chaney. You’ll meet them today at the studio. My partner’s got his custom
         shop down there, too, Count’s Kustoms. He’s got all these restored cars in one warehouse. It’s like a fuckin’ museum. I got
         my ’32 Ford in there, too—the ultimate hot rod, the engine’s all chromed out, with flames painted on the sides. Speaking of
         which, tonight is bike and hot rod night at Feelgoods. The whole parking lot will be full of motorcycles. It gets packed in
         here; it’ll be jammed. And Wednesdays, Thursdays, Fridays, and Saturdays we’re usually kicking out the last people at six
         in the morning. This is Vegas, right? The people here know how to party.
      

And all I have to do is collect a check. I can sign for anything I want.

Sweet, right?

The other thing I like about this place is all the memorabilia. As you walk in there’s a glass case with my flame-proof racing
         suit from my Formula One racing days, pictures of me and my car. There’s my outfit from Crüe Fest 1, a whole bunch of platinum
         records, gold records, stuff like that. At this stage in life, my wife jokes that I need a warehouse. And I’m like, I do have
         a warehouse. It’s called my garage. I have tons of old clothes and memorabilia and stuff I’ve worn onstage. I have tons of guitars these people keep
         sending me. What are you going to do? Throw it all away? Not that I’m sentimental about stuff. Absolutely, absolutely not.
         It’s just, I don’t know. I don’t throw it away. Sometimes the Hard Rock buys your stuff from you and you actually make some
         money off the shit. Where do you think they get it? Like when you go into the Hard Rocks all around the country you see people’s
         stuff there. That shit is all out of somebody’s garage. They contact you and say, “Okay, we want such and such an outfit.”
         You know, they want whatever you were wearing at a certain historic concert or occasion or something. Like there’s a really
         cool outfit of mine at the new Hard Rock that just opened here on the Strip. I went to the grand opening and it’s in a big
         display case, this big long jacket and stuff I wore when us and Aerosmith were touring together—talk about a trip down memory
         lane. If only my pants could talk. Maybe they’d remember some of the stuff I don’t. (Remember the leather pants from the cover of Shout? They could tell a whole chapter by themselves.)
      

So we’ll meet here every day at noon. At least for now. The only thing that might change is if it affects my singing, you
         know? Because we’re recording this album and talking is the worst you can do for your voice. That’s what I’ve learned over
         the years: It’s not even singing that’s so bad for your voice; it’s talking. So we’ll see how it works out. We might have
         to end up changing things around. Like I might have to rehearse and record during the day and you can come to the studio later
         at night. Or in between sessions, you know. The studio’s not far. Just like five minutes from here, in these warehouses right
         behind the Strip. I could work for a few hours and then you could come there, talk for a couple hours. Whatever. We’ll get
         it figured out.
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Another reason I like the idea of meeting here at Feelgoods is because I feel like today, as we’re writing this book, I’m
         a different person than the kid who started out thirty years ago. I’m not just a frontman, a singer, what have you, anymore.
         Today I’m a businessman as much as anything else. I like business. First of all, business is good because you don’t have to
         do anything except make decisions. I mean, it’s not heavy lifting. It’s not digging ditches. It’s not even memorizing lines.
         It’s like: Your money works for you while you sit on your ass. It’s a helluva lot easier than running back and forth across a stage for ninety minutes a night.
         You try it. I’ve been clocked doing twelve miles a show. Twelve miles back and forth across the stage! I remember back in
         Atlanta that time, I was what, in my mid-forties I guess, I think it was 2005. You think rock ’n’ roll isn’t a sport? Try
         this: I’m running across the stage, I’m high-stepping, moving at a fast clip from one side to the other, when all of a sudden,
         POW!—I feel this incredible pain in my calf. I thought I’d just been shot … or hit with a piece of metal. You take all kinds of
         shrapnel, bottles, bolts, what have you, when you’re up there onstage; it ain’t all panties (maybe a good subtitle for the
         book—It Ain’t All Panties). The tour manager was up there on the stage afterwards hunting for whatever hit me. But nobody could find anything. And
         my calf. Jesus H. It hurt like shit. It swelled up instantly like a balloon.
      

But it turned out nothing hit me. I tore the sucker. Just ripped it. I got to the hospital and I got the MRI and they confirmed
         it. Like some weekend warrior at a fucking company softball game ripping his hammie trying to stretch a double into a triple.
         Only I ripped the calf muscle. Yikes. I was in unbelievable pain; they had me all doped up on Demerol. But like two days later
         I was back on tour and finished it out. There was another time where I had a broken ankle and I had to go on tour but didn’t
         even have a walking cast. I ripped up an old tennis shoe and made my own walking cast. The show must go on, right?
      

      War stories. War wounds. I know, I know…. Old rock stars fall hard. But I ain’t singing the blues. Here I sit in the VIP section
         of my own restaurant, at this cool custom set of guitar-shaped tables. I’m not just behind the velvet rope. I own the motherfucker.
         I’m forty-eight years old. I’m five foot nine, 170. The spandex is over. I’ve had three plastic surgeries. But who do you
         think gets laid more, me or you? Time changes a man. I ain’t twenty-one anymore. But I’m probably in better shape than I ever
         was. In the early eighties, we were skinny, but we weren’t very healthy. It’s a miracle we survived at all. We were not exactly
         treating our bodies very well in those days. A bottle of Jack Daniel’s and a package of stolen Hebrew National hot dogs do
         not make for a particularly well-balanced diet. (Looking back, I don’t think we even bothered to cook the damn things.) Later,
         when we all had money for the first time, we had a period in there when everybody in the band kind of blew up. Everybody was
         looking kind of green around the gills. Our problem? We could afford at that point to eat, drink, snort, swallow, or shoot
         up anything and everything we wanted. We were gluttons. We spoiled ourselves with any whim … and it showed. We are all very
         lucky we didn’t kill ourselves. It might look like we were trying to do that, but speaking for myself, death was never my
         intent. I just wanted to feel good, you know? I was just looking for that kick, that high, that superintense orgasm. Die young
         and leave a beautiful corpse? Not my style. I think I’d rather take the plastic surgery route.
      

These days, the debauchery is done. After years of unchecked drinking, I’m pretty straight now. I don’t do any drugs at all.
         Not anymore. And I stopped drinking three years ago. I’ve owned the tequila company for four years. And that’s what made me
         stop drinking—I was drinking too much tequila. But yeah, I haven’t, I haven’t even tasted my own tequila in three years.
      

I don’t miss getting high or drunk. I don’t miss it at all. I have so much more productive time now. I get so much more accomplished. I get up at 7:00 A.M. and make the coffee. Who’d ever thought I would be a morning person? I couldn’t have any of these businesses going if I was
         still that fucked up as I was for so long. Getting high never crosses my mind. Drugs are just … lame. Sobriety is cool. Well,
         I mean, I’ll have maybe a glass of champagne once in a while. That’s it, you know. But it’s nothing like it used to be. I
         have too much stuff going on. The tattoo shops, Vince Neil Ink. My solo record. Mötley Crüe. Feelgoods. Tres Rios. Vince Neil
         Aviation—I’m just getting things going with that right now, but you know what? My planes are tricked out—I’m talking flames on the sides, leopard-skin interior, full bar. If you want to fly like a rock ’n’ roller, you fly with
         me. It’s gonna be great.
      

Probably all of us watch our diets—especially when our wives are watching. How much chicken can you eat? The answer is: a
         shitload. Not to disappoint you, but I have been known to order a Chinese chicken salad and a Diet Coke for lunch. Some of
         us have weight issues and stuff when we’re off tour. But when you’re on tour, onstage, that’s different. When I’m on tour,
         I’m running for ninety minutes straight, sometimes longer. When I get offstage in between songs, it looks like I’ve been playing
         basketball. I am just dripping wet, drenched. And that’s every night, five days a week. I always keep a towel and a blow-dryer
         on the side of the stage, along with my other stuff. During a drum or guitar solo, I’ll towel off and blow-dry my hair. They
         call it Vince’s World—my area backstage right with all my shit. My towel, my blow-dryer, lots of water, my throat lozenges
         … here’s a trade secret—licorice lozenges. They really open up your throat. It used to be I kept a groupie or two waiting
         in Vince’s World, too. Now, being married for the fourth time and all … let’s just say that kind of stuff is in the past.
      

I read somewhere that an NBA player runs five miles in the course of a forty-eight-minute game. So there you have it. I do
         more than twice that five nights a week. Put me up against Kobe! He and I do have something in common: We both have four Lakers championship rings. Just like his, my rings have my initials
         in them, too. I’m actually waiting for my fourth one right now. It’s on order. I love the Lakers. I’m an LA boy, a huge fan.
         I grew up part of my life not far from the Forum, in Inglewood, where the Showtime Lakers used to play. The owner of the team,
         Jerry Buss, is a good friend of mine. When he gave me my first Laker ring he said he was doing it ’cause I “score more than
         any other Laker.” How cool was that, you know? If you wonder what I have in common with a guy like Dr. Jerry Buss, a seventy-six-year-old
         business mogul with a Ph.D. in physical chemistry, I’ll just say this: We both like beautiful women and drinking our alcohol
         out of the bottle. Strong friendships have been built from less.
      

As I’m telling you this, Dr. Buss is recovering from a stroke. I hope he’s doing okay. One thing Jerry and I always talked
         about was business. He would give me advice (whether I wanted it or not!). No, I’m joking. When he spoke I listened—at least
         before I blacked out. Because a lot of things he told me really did sink in. I think over the last several years, as I’ve
         been sober, I’ve been able to capitalize on some of the things he taught me. One thing he used to say: With business, you
         always know there’s going to be problems. You have supply and demand, employees, shipment problems, what have you. As a businessman,
         you have to learn to deal with it. You take care of problems, fix things, figure out how to make the business better. It’s
         never been like that with Mötley Crüe. With Mötley Crüe, there’s problems and nothing ever gets better. It’s very frustrating,
         I have to tell you. I’m at a point in my life where I just don’t want to fuck with it anymore. I’ve always said I’ll stop
         singing when it’s not fun anymore. Well, lemme tell you this. When it comes to Mötley Crüe, it’s getting to be not fun anymore.
         It might even be a little past that.
      

With Mötley Crüe, it’s always like the Greatest Hits album—I’m the last to know everything. I’ve always had the distinct impression that nobody in this band gives one shit about what I think. I mean, it’s weird. I get no respect in that band, and it’s fucked
         up. It’s old.
      

I know, I know. I was the last one to join the band. I’m just the singer. I’m the entertainer. I’m the person in the front; I’m not the one bringing the songs. But I don’t care about
         all that. I don’t mind if somebody else writes the songs. It’s my job to interpret the songs, to sell them, to sing the shit
         out of them. To perform them and make them memorable enough to sell 80 million copies. Who knows how many more times than
         that Mötley has been downloaded or sharewared or pirated or whatever? Do you think Mötley has suffered from my lack of songwriting?
         Or is it my singing that sells the songs? We all know what happened when they tried to replace me with John Corabi. They set
         up this whole fake meeting to try and get me to come back. I knew it was a fucking meeting. What do you think, I’m an idiot?
      

The thing is, I know my role in the band. I’ve never really needed to bring songs to Mötley Crüe because the songs they have
         are, you know, there have always been really good songs coming in. I’m not gonna say I haven’t made some good suggestions.
         It was me who suggested covering “Smokin’ in the Boy’s Room.” Everybody knows that song kind of saved our asses at the time.
         But I’m not a guy who says, you know, “If my name is not on the song, I’m not going to sing it.” Fuck no. I’m not that guy.
         I’m the opposite of that guy. I mean, my name’s been on plenty of the hits that we’ve had. That’s fine. But that’s not the
         biggest thing. The biggest thing is does the song sell? The biggest thing, right now, is eliminating all the bullshit in my
         life, number one, and number two, finding the business model for each part of my business life so that things work smoothly.
         ’Cause that’s what I want. The same as I’ve always wanted: I just want things to be easy. Like Saints of Los Angeles. The producer knew my voice so well he would sing the scratch vocals first; I would know going in what was expected of me, what would work, you know? So when I went in to sing the record it was like totally smooth. I did a song a day and
         I could’ve done more, because each song took me no more than two hours to lay down. To tell you the truth, it took me longer
         to drive to the studio and back to my hotel than it did to actually do the work on the album. That was Saints. And Saints was up for a Grammy last year. So how can you argue with that?
      

In the old days it was sooooo … fuckin’ … hard … to put out a record. Everything was a struggle. Everything was heads beating
         against the wall. I hated it. You know, we would spend eight months in a studio grinding it out, arguing. Sometimes it would
         get really nasty. It was like a rock ’n’ roll cockfight, 24/7. Nikki would be in there telling me to sing a song one way and
         then another: “Try it this way. No, try it that way.” He was always trying to lord his power over me, whatever. To this day
         I feel like he’s pulling the strings over at the agency. And then you’d have the producer stepping in and he would tell me
         something different about how to sing the song … and I’d just go, you know, “What the fuck? What the fuckin’ fuck. Fuck all you-all, I’m gonna
         sing it like I’m going to sing it; we didn’t get this far with everybody second-guessing my voice. Remember, you were the ones who came to me and wanted me to sing for you.”
      

I’m glad those days are gone. Today it’s more about business. I got a contract. We handle it like business. We don’t have
         to like each other. We just have to make music together. It’s like a friendly divorce with shared custody. We do it for the
         sake of the music. Because what we made together, something from nothing, was valuable and groundbreaking. Today it lives,
         like a child all grown.
      

I think one of the problems is that Nikki resents me. He has always seen this band as his baby. And I think he resents the
         fact that, since I’m the singer, the songs are identified more with me than with him. I mean, I can go out on the road solo
         and sing the Mötley catalog. And I do. And people love it. One thing everybody knows: You can change the band around and still maintain your sound. If you get good musicians, they can play whatever they
         need to play; they can imitate anybody. But you can’t imitate the singer—the front man is not interchangeable. He’s the face
         and the voice of the band. They learned that before when we broke up. I think that weighs on Nikki and Tommy both. Because
         Nikki wants to be known as the musical genius he is. And make no mistake, he’s fuckin’ awesome. And Tommy has just always
         wanted to be famous. So there you have it: Everybody resents me—except Mick, who’s this gnomish musical genius who’s always
         had enough of his own shit to worry about. It’s like, he was the older brother, living in the house, while we lived in the
         tree house out back, three younger brothers at each other’s throats.
      

Whenever we get together to do things now, that’s the dynamic. Who needs that kinda crap, right? Nowadays I pick my own band
         members. And I pick my own partners. I have partners in all my different things, you know, my business ventures. But it’s
         usually me and one guy, or me and two guys who are making the decisions. Like with Feelgoods, I have one partner. At my bar
         in West Palm Beach, I have one partner. I have two partners that I’m gonna work with to build a bunch of these in the next
         two years, so they’ll be all over the country. Twenty-five or forty. We’re working on the numbers. But the thing I’m trying
         to say is … in business, there’s no ulterior motives. But with Mötley Crüe everybody has an ulterior motive. Which sucks.
         And you have to just try and live with it. Because there’s a lot of dishonesty in rock ’n’ roll. And there’s a lot of money
         in Mötley Crüe. It’s like that movie The Perfect Storm. If you don’t watch out, you can end up on the bottom of the ocean.
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