Vicious Vices [[Vicious Kisses]] (120 bpm) - #201
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I feel the sting less and less
They give ya something to live through this

And I don't care to pass the time    (if memory dies)



A#




C - G
I gotta paradise runnin' through my skies /mind
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C
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bridge:
And you, gotta take, a little bit more

And it takes you, just a little bit more

Her little head’s a precious mess
I lost a love and now I love less
So pop the hatch and drop the catch

And my soul is left in wound and regret   /neglect

[G,  
A#, 
F,  
C]


[G,
F,  
C, 
A#-C]

c:
Whatever gets you through you're days


Whatever makes you feel okay


Whatever it takes you all away


Whatever it takes away all of the pain


Whatever gets you through you're days


Whatever makes you feel okay


Whatever it takes you all away


What are the things that you can’t change?

(Whatever it takes you to the grave)

(Whatever, gets you some skin in the game)

Little bets and bits of lies

Everything dies with time

And all the words that I've written

Because I'm not always bounded by blood or skin

[chorus]
A piece of soul on the side of the road
I paid the price and lost some life

I find an outlet in my mind,

A vicious kiss God left inside.

Bullwhips 

G





C

F - C

[I feel] The bullwhips sting less and less

They give ya something to live through this

And I don't care if memory dies




A#




F - C

I gotta paradise runnin' through my skies/mind

Lipstick and a razored-kiss

The love that never was missed
Everyone has their addiction,

Drugs, or money, or even attention

The victim begins as a witness,

They make up your mind and tell you to listen

Bullwhips to lick her kiss

Satin curtains with vinyl finish

Women are disposable pleasure instead of meaningful pursuit.

The first architects of religion.

(old)

The bullwhips taste of licorice

They'll give ya somethin' to live through this

And I don't care if memory dies

I gotta motorcade runnin' through my skies

Lipstick and a razored-kiss

She's an emerald jaded iris

So pop the hatch and drop the catch

And my soul is scarred with sin and some scabs

Bullwhips to lick her kiss

Satin curtains with vinyl finish

And all the words that I've written

Because I'm not always bounded by blood or skin
