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Black Leather: The Introduction


A dark silhouette stood breathing against the inside of the windowpane holding a cup of steaming hot black coffee as he watched the rising of the sun in its magnificent awakening of blended hues – blues, aquas, purples, reds, pinks, yellows, oranges and shades of gold against the reflective mirrored glass of the Pacific Ocean. Beams of the colorful light streamed through the glass pane creating shadows, showing the well-defined features of a six-foot lean, muscular, well-toned figure of a handsome Mexican with long, extra-thick, wavy black hair and sexy black mustache which brushed against his sensuous lips. His naked bronzed chest seemed to shimmer as he flexed his back shoulder muscles and took a deep sigh against the pane. “Magnificent!” Grengo whispered to himself. “Like a virgin waking up from a deep sleep. Such innocence can never be captured as the ocean captures her colorful rays.”


The sensuous, pleasure-loving and virile man, Grengo, was overtaken by the rapture of his virgin girlfriend. He stood tall and proud in his form-fitting designer blue jeans, as his long-lashed dark blue eyes watched his virgin girlfriend rising in her colorful brazen glory over the ocean that he knew, loved so well and had made her a part of his life for most of his thirty some years. “I chose to make my living on the water early on,” he whispered quietly to himself. “No regrets, there never has been and never will be. Not now – Not ever!”


The ecstasy of the dawn romance was interrupted. Early morning sounds from the busy waterfront started to come alive from its deep sleep and began drifting up to his warehouse apartment located on the third floor overlooking the Monterey Harbor.


A six-foot-three lusty, imposing, muscular and wide-chested figure, Wohl, with graying dark hair, full beard and mustache tinged with gray, long legs, arms and hands, strutted across the room. He disappeared into the bathroom in the far corner of the loft. His impressively large hand slammed the makeshift door surrounded by the makeshift walls – something, just to hide their toilet, sink and bathtub. Grengo heard the shudder of the walls of the bathroom as the mighty flush carried itself through the exposed pipes.


Three beds were scattered about on the other side of the large open room. One bed faced a window, another faced a wall and the third bed was placed anywhere, just to have a bed. Blankets, clothing, socks, shoes and boots were strewn on the floor by all the beds. Clothes and underwear hung down from all the dressers and drawers – like no one had a care in the world. The room had an attitude which seemed to say: If you don’t know what to do with it, then let it hang down or just lay it down anywhere.


The middle part of the warehouse was filled with fishing equipment and nets scattered all over the place since the men in the warehouse were owners of their own fishing charter. Their warehouse apartment looked and smelled just like their trade – fishing.


Three Harley-Davidson Motorcycles stood with shining dignity at the far end by the warehouse elevator. Next to these three Harleys stood Cleavage’s collection of his other three motorcycles, which were his most precious, dear loved ones.


Bike parts, tools, dirty rags were scattered at the far end of the bikes. Next to all this mess was an old couch and some old chairs. The wall at this end was full of weapons, war memorabilia and medals from Wohl having fought in Vietnam.


Wohl strolled out of the bathroom and headed towards his children that hung on the wall. He spoke softly to them, “Good morning my metallic children. Are we feeling like lead this bright morning? A bit on the heavy side, maybe? Will some shine make you feel better? My, but aren’t we in a killing mood today.” The towering monstrosity, Wohl, never even waited for his children to answer. He picked up some clean cloths and started dusting and shining his children. He stroked them lovingly and caressingly while smiling the whole time.


Wohl selected his favorite baby, a 5.56 mm, M16A1 rifle manufactured by the Colt Firearms Division, Colt Industries, which he had brought home with him from the Vietnam War. He ran his hard weathered hand over his M16A1 rifle and caressed it with worth. “You and I go back a long way, baby, and I owe so much of my life to you,” he whispered wholeheartedly to himself. “You belong with me always. So many memories filled with so many nightmares.” This weapon, used many times more than it should have been used in Vietnam with perfected aim to save his life and the life of others, was a part of him that he could never leave behind. This baby had to go home with him. He had held her for many years in his arms. She belonged to him and no other. In fact, he was more partial to the consistent, long-range accuracy of the M14, but it was a lot heavier rifle. The M16A1 was made of lightweight components and became his in his arms, and this weapon brought the man out in him – a deadly and lethal fighting machine with no conscience. It was common fact, if you didn’t keep the M16A1 real clean then they could jam out in the field. That could cost you your life, as it had done many times over for other soldiers in Vietnam, which was full of rain, dirt and dust. The foggy swamps and stinking jungles being the worst threat. He was a fanatic about keeping his weapons clean in Vietnam for this reason, and this regimented rule had followed him home to America. You would always find his weapons free of dirt and dust. A love was bestowed upon them that he never gave to any other woman in his forty some years.


Wohl then selected his other favorites from his collection to dust and polish – a Russian AK-47 and a Chinese AK-47, which had been banned from import. “Yes,” he whispered thoughtfully to himself, “I’ll have to go find a Hungarian AK-47 and a Bulgarian AK-47 before they, too, are banned from import.”


Last, but not least, was his World War II German Mauser K98 from Nazi Germany. “What a fine relic you are. You make any man proud,” he said softly to this relic.


Grengo, still silhouetted by the same windowpane, had turned and watched in awe his roommate, teammate and friend for life. Wohl, a fighting machine, a human robot and a relic in his own time. The only man I know who had been pronounced dead three times in the jungles of Vietnam and was still alive to relive his nightmares over and over, and over and over… Grengo’s mind trailed silently off.


Grengo recalled his first encounter with this peculiar individual. He was in a small town in Texas just drifting along – from town to town, and job to job. Anything, just to stay alive and live. He was shooting pool in a dirty old bar in this dirty, stinky town between towns. He was filthy, drunk and horny. He hadn’t been laid in two nights. Two nights was a long time for his out-of-control sex drive. He needed to be charged up so he could continue riding his Harley and living from town to town and woman to woman.


He remembered eyeing the beautiful daughter of the bar owner serving homemade green chili at the tables. Her long, blue-black hair cried out for his lust. Bone thin, but beautiful still the same. Hell, when you hadn’t been laid in two nights, you’re just about to take anything – a bag of bones or a bag of lard. Doesn’t matter just as long as you get it. One hole is just as good as another hole – just that some are tighter than others.


Wohl, a menacing shadow, sat alone at a table in the far corner, gulping down shots of tequila with beer, any beer, basking in the stillness of his life at the moment. A drifter from nowhere, going nowhere. Just existing in the company of his acquired nightmares. Watching me. Watching out for trouble. Always watching out for trouble.


I made my move towards the daughter. She turned, looked at me and smiled. I took that as my cue to continue. Dad grabbed an old gun from under the red-tiled counter top. A gust of wind caught me by surprise as a dark mass of matter whisked by. A bewildered Dad, minus gun, held against the wall with Wohl’s massive one arm and the gun in Wohl’s other hand. No one in that dark dingy bar dared to let out a breath. Time stopped ticking for just a second or two.


Wohl looked into the eyes of the man he held captive against the wall and spoke softly and slowly, “No harm done. I’m taking the creep out of here. Let us leave in peace, my friend.”


Wohl slowly released the Dad and backed away as he laid the gun on the bar. He took me by the collar of my neck and walked me towards the door and out of the bar. His grip on me was within choking range. That night I never heard or felt the silence like I did inside that bar. It was a creepy kind of silence – a silence out of fear. I could actually feel Wohl’s strong powerful mind and body in that bar that night. I never even saw his body move. Just felt the powerful gust of wind and strength. Wohl took me under his wing that night and has watched over me ever since. We had become companions, and we have never parted since.


Grengo snapped back from the past. Still admiring Wohl while he polished his weapons, he concluded to himself, “Yes, you are a tremendous force and frightening power not to be reckoned with due to the fact that your main character traits are extremely temperamental and highly explosive.”


Grengo wandered into the open kitchen area and started to prepare their breakfast of eggs, bacon and toast while singing his favorite song, The Battle Hymn of the Republic.


Suddenly, from the far side of the room, there was stirring from the one messy bed whose occupant was still wrapped inside the sheets. The six-foot lean, muscular, athletic body of Cleavage stretched itself to release the sleep held within. The body of thirty some years knew it was time to begin the day – the mind would not let it. Cleavage closed his eyes and tried to shut out the song of the human alarm clock from his mind. A song he had heard every morning for the past five years informing himself and Wohl that breakfast would be ready in a matter of minutes – so kindly get your smelly ass out of bed. Cleavage wrapped his blanket around himself and whispered hoarsely, “P–l–e–a–s–e shut the fuck up for just five more minutes.” He continued to lie there, wrapped as a cocoon.


Cleavage was suddenly overtaken by a familiar odor. An odor he had smelled many a morning. With sleepy eyes, he lifted his head and looked at the beat-up black rosary wrapped around his bedpost and sniffed the air. “Oh shit! Here we go again,” he stated simply as a matter of common fact.


Cleavage threw off the covers and moved quickly from his state of rest. He picked his blue jeans up off the floor by his bed and slipped into them while hopping towards the kitchen where Grengo was preparing breakfast and still singing his favorite song. Cleavage saw the kitchen cupboard in flames again from the toast burning in the toaster underneath. All the cupboards in the kitchen area were burnt up because of this same incident happening numerous times throughout the past five years.


“Goddamn it, Grengo! You shithead! You just love to play with fire – all kinds of fire, I might add. The problem is you don’t put the damn thing out!” Cleavage shouted.


Cleavage grabbed a dishtowel and started beating the fire out. Grengo stopped singing his song but continued to prepare breakfast for the three of them as he ignored Cleavage’s banter.


Cleavage shouted angrily, “Now where are we going to put the toaster this time for the next time? There are no fresh spots to catch fire and burn! I swear your concentration lacks simple brainpower! You’re going to burn us down someday! You’re the only man I know who can fuck a dozen women in one night in the same bed and can’t make toast for them in the morning.”


Grengo grabbed a fork and pointed it at Cleavage. He shook the fork in his face. “Shut up! You’re nothing but a dirty white boy. Bread just isn’t my calling. And that’s a fact as you well know!”


Grengo, acting as usual, threw the smoking toaster out an open window and retrieved a new toaster from the cupboard below it. He plugged it in and inserted two pieces of stale bread. He smiled and seemed to be completely satisfied with this proper way that he had developed due to his lack of intelligence in the kitchen.


Wohl stopped dusting and cleaning his weapons. He now sat very relaxed on the old couch underneath a “No Smoking” sign, smoking a cigarette. He quietly watched the scene taking place before him. “A normal routine in this screwy environment,” he grinned to himself as he shook his head from side to side.


Cleavage glanced at Wohl and laughed. “Look at Wohl! He’s smelled so much fire, blood, flesh and killing in his life that his senses aren’t even aware they exist anymore. So much for his living body and the accompanying senses that go with it.”


Wohl took a direct look at his two companions. He summarized silently to himself, What a bunch of shitheads. They have filled my lonely life these past five years with their friendship, humor and problems – their problems, that is. Life would be boring without these two. He watched in relaxed quietude as the shitheads placed the breakfast on the table.


Grengo’s attention turned to Wohl. “Okay you war-sick, burly ass, time to feed your gut.” A sigh escaped Wohl’s lips as he put his weapons away. He strolled over to the breakfast table and settled in for breakfast.


Cleavage bowed his head and made the sign of the cross. “Let’s bless this day and be thankful for what we have.”


Wohl instantly cut him off, “Now you know we don’t do this holy shit around here.”


Grengo snickered, “Now we all know God don’t waste His time on the living.”


“I feel blessed today for some unknown reason,” Cleavage responded while making the sign of the cross again.


Wohl looked at Cleavage hard and said to him, “Don’t start no holy shit today. What are you trying to do, give us all the creepies?”


Grengo looked up from his heavy chewing and shook his fork again. “You said that right! Damn right!”


Wohl glanced at the window. “Beautiful day. Let’s blow the day off and haul our asses out on the Harleys and burn smoke from the Mont down along the coast towards LA.” Silence surrounded the three for a few seconds – the chewing of the food was all that could be heard. Without warning, Wohl pounded his mighty fist on the table and shouted, “I’ve had enough of floatation devices! Let’s cause some wheels to create some smoke on dust. Or should I say, let’s bleed our ladies dry until they cry out from exhaustion.”


The phone screeched. The three looked at each other for a few seconds with hollow faces. Grengo sprang from his seat to answer the phone. In a distinguished voice, “Good morning – Fish, Blood and Guts, the Charter of your catch. Name your date. Let us be the highlight or nightmare of your day or you can burn it away!”


Cleavage and Wohl continued to chew as Grengo listened intently to the caller at the other end. Grengo’s only thought was, Hurry up! My bacon’s getting cold. He replied to the caller, “Yes, we can do a bachelorette party on the Mademoiselle Fish Killer. A week from Friday at 7:00 P.M. for three hours? How many guys?” He shook his head, “Girls? Seven you say? Are you all going to be fishing? Drinking and fishing – in that order. Yes, there will be plenty of room on the Mademoiselle for all your liquor.” Grengo looked over at Wohl and Cleavage while pressing the phone on his shoulder. “They want to know if they can bring a male stripper on board. He’s the groom’s brother.”


Cleavage smiled at Grengo and replied without any emotion, “Hell yes! More fish to catch.” Wohl continued to eat and responded dryly, “Lovely, you need an excuse for this shit.”


Grengo spoke into the phone, “Yeah, it’s okay. A bed?”


Cleavage and Wohl looked at each other with raised eyebrows. Wohl made an “oh shit” face. Grengo scratched his head while responding into the phone, “No, there’s no bed on the boat. Okay, see you all at 7:00 P.M.” Grengo hung up the phone and sprang back to the kitchen table. He sat his ass down like he had a purpose in life. “A bunch of stupid shits. Probably don’t even know what a fish looks like. Now, about our adventure today. Let’s go like the road warriors we are and tear up the roads, towns and females. It don’t matter to me what the females look like, either. I haven’t been laid so long, my pepper’s dried up.”


“In all seriousness, are you talking about that string bean of yours?” Wohl, with eyebrows raised, asked. Cleavage laughed a sneaky laugh as his thoughts turned to Grengo and his “vegetable”.


Grengo’s anger rose to his flushed face as he angrily responded, “Fuck you, man! At least my bean can find it in the dark. Yours only knows how to pee.”


Wohl laughed as he shook his head. “And it pees nicely, thank you. A gypsy queen once told me that I’m unlucky in love. Females, nothing but a hole and trouble. I’ll stick to my guns. At least they know how to take a life the right way.”


Cleavage wiped his mouth on a dishtowel. “Well, let’s go get on our gear, and be bad. I haven’t felt road dust for so long, I have no idea what it feels like anymore.”


Cleavage, Grengo and Wohl rose from the kitchen table to outfit themselves with their black leather riding gear apparel and make ready their Harleys for the day. Wohl looked down at the breakfast table. “Leave the dirt and the filth. We’ll clean up the shit when and if we come back.”


“If we come back?” Cleavage whispered calmly to himself. “We better. We have a fishing business to run here for the urban frogs to come out and play in.” City folk to Cleavage had the same exact meaning as urban frogs.


“I want to get dirty – filthy dirty,” Grengo said in a deep voice. Grengo ran his hands over his chest cavity as he strolled towards his black leathers which lay over his black Harley. “I want to feel the dirt and road dust crawling on this handsome body that’s been very well cultivated.” Already his long lean muscular legs could feel the stretch.


“Very, very bad! Grengo, you’re already a diseased worm infested in our lives,” Wohl said in a sinister voice.


Cleavage smiled at Wohl’s statement and responded playfully, “Time for mother’s wicked children to play in the dirt along the road.”


“We are dirt,” Wohl remarked bluntly in jest.


Grengo slipped into his black Harley shirt and black leather riding boots. He then slid into his black leather fringed jacket and chaps. The smell and feel of the black leather with his long wavy black hair and velvet mustache made him feel superior to any other man. He smiled slyly at his magnificent all black Harley FXS Custom-Blended Low Rider. His super-stretch that his own hands and talent had created. How he had made sure that this bike was capable of evading high speed pursuits with speeds up to 160 mph. How he loved to stretch his long lean legs, lay back, feel the height of the speed and the power of the wind against his handsome, bronzed and weathered face. Grengo was to be considered with high regard if your path should cross his path on the roads. On the back fender of his bike, he had an airbrushed picture of the Mezcal Mexican Worm, the agave worm, holding a bottle of Mezcal with the words EAT ME above the top of the worm. This naked and soft-bodied animal had a nasty, sneaky and mischievous smile and the worm is seen wearing a Mexican sombrero hat complete with an extra-wide brim. A cactus in the background with the sun and the words MEZCAL EXPRESS underneath the worm complimented this picture, as the whole picture complimented Grengo’s black FXS.


Cleavage watched fondly as Grengo ran his hand over the airbrushed agave worm on his well-polished Harley. Cleavage thought quietly to himself, Grengo, a man and his Mezcal. So proud to eat that damn worm everywhere we go! His perfect death would be choking on that motherfucking worm!” The golden essence, Mezcal, is distilled from the agave cactus, which is called Maguey in Mexico. An agave worm is placed in the bottle of Mezcal alive. There are Mezcal Clubs that take great pride in eating this worm at the bottom of their Mezcal bottles. Grengo, the crazy ass that he is, happens to belong to such a club.


“Grengo, you’re a crazy ass!” Cleavage told Grengo with a smile. Grengo knew nothing could be nearer to the truth than this statement.


Cleavage checked out his magnificent eye-catching white Harley FXDL Dyna Low Rider. He marveled at the platinum flames outlined in gold that he had painted on his bike. He even managed to airbrush a small United States flag on the back fender. So proud of the perfect detail that took many long hours to complete. His bike was so fine and so perfect. A powerful lure with custom styling. The chrome glittered in the light and glowed in the dark. When in motion, Cleavage could feel himself pulsating down the endless roads leading to an undetermined or unspecified place. “I’m sure my FXDL is exultant to have a fine handsome man like myself displayed on her, like the pride I feel when riding her,” Cleavage grinned thoughtfully to himself.


Cleavage shifted his weight and slightly turned as his turquoise-blue eyes shifted over to his other three motorcycles from the sixties and seventies. A Laverda 750 Sport, electric with DC motor. Large capacity machines were launched in Italy and abroad by the Moto Laverda, an Italian Motorcycle manufacturer. White with a wide red stripe on the sides of the tank, the Laverda Emblem in the traditional colors of the Italian flag above this wide red stripe, enhanced the look and character of this machine.


Another of his items stood next to it, an MV Augusta. The racing manufacturers have had their share of capturing numerous world championship titles in their day with these successful racing machines. This very bike was associated with a famous racing relic who had been its only official driver for years – Cleavage being an admirer of him, as he was of all racing relics. His MV Augusta was painted a sleek, erotic red color – what a prostitute would vainly wear on her lips and nails. Cleavage called this bike his girlfriend – his “Love Affair”. A strikingly attractive, comfortable and enjoyable bike to ride. When he does take her out for a ride, he sits her easy, rides her hard and with grace. Both these machines had been meticulously restored to their perfect original condition by Cleavage with the help of the other shithead, Grengo. Cleavage had the brains and Grengo had the talent in his hands.


Cleavage’s last love was his partially restored Vincent Black Shadow from England, which had been currently waiting renovation by him and Grengo. It stood enshrouded next to his collection of riding machines.


Wohl dressed himself in his green camouflaged jeans and shirt to match his Harley FXDL Dyna Super Glide painted in green war camouflage. The camouflaged color of the bike? Green camouflage was used in Vietnam so that you could blend in with the vegetation – no shiny stuff. Everything had to be in dark colors – green or black. It could have cost you your life if you didn’t blend in well with the surroundings. Always the war and there will always be a war or hostile encounter for Wohl, waiting for him in an undetermined or unnamed place. For him, this bike was a companion like the other two shitheads he lived with. This companion on wheels he regarded as a thrill to ride – a polished ride. He was always relaxed in the stepped seat and commanded complete unfailing responsiveness from her. When people had the opportunity to cross paths with Wohl on the road with this companion, they regarded them both as mystique machines – without a doubt.


Wohl stretched his long rigid legs and slipped into his old army boots. He strolled over to his weapons and selected a knife to take with him. As usual, he selected his Bowie Survival Knife which he had carried with him at all times in the Vietnam War. He caressed this deadly combat knife, ¼-inch blade thickness – 15⅛-inch overall length. Out of the green camouflaged sheath, he could feel the sharpness of the 10-inch carbon steel blade inches away, even before his hand ever touched it. He dressed himself up with this serpent which was held snugly against his thigh muscle.


Cleavage glanced at Wohl. Will that man ever forget the war? Will his harassed soul, plagued with nightmares, ever be set free from his obsession with the jungles of Vietnam? I know he would forfeit his life up for Grengo and myself if called upon. Yes, he is a man to fear. I know death does fear him – the lethal menace and experienced fighter that he is, Cleavage, with a troublesome sigh, thought to himself.


Lightning speed and deadly violence with no conscience were absolute in Wohl’s style of hand-to-hand combat in Vietnam. When he left Vietnam, this pernicious mental rule embedded in his brain forever had come back with him to America. Vietnam had left Wohl as skilled in killing with his bare hands as with a knife or any other weapon. His no-mercy fighting with bare hands was now reserved for his bar brawls, which some other character always initiated.


With the ritual inspection done on their Harleys before they were taken out for a ride, Cleavage, Grengo and Wohl flinched their kickstands up and the proud flesh walked beside their bikes into their warehouse elevator. The mighty force of Wohl’s arm slid the squeaky, rusty iron gate open. This ancient elevator was the only entrance and exit to exist within their apartment warehouse.


Inside the elevator, the three stood arrogantly with Cleavage and Grengo dressed in their fine black leather fringed jackets and chaps. The outline of their fringed chaps doing justice to the shapes of both their long, lean and well-built bodies – Cleavage’s attire outlined in silver and Grengo’s outlined in gold. Their wide muscular chests flexed against the grain of their fine black leather fringed jackets. And then there was Wohl, who looked like he was going on a hunting trip dressed in his camouflaged attire. Three strong and powerfully built men who would never flinch from fear – with fear only flinching from Wohl. All three were highly protective of themselves and with each other. They would take what was due to them and give back what was due to others.


Cleavage, the most intelligent and immensely brilliant. These two virtues were reflected in his beautiful, turquoise-blue eyes.


Grengo, smart in survival and exotic in sex, but not well schooled in life to be as brilliant and ingenious as Cleavage.


Wohl, a born fighter and a killer. An unusual character with an obsession. Definitely well versed in life and death. You are made consciously aware of his power pulsating from his massive chest and body. Fear is nothing but a dirty word in his life. Both fear and death, itself, had crept above him in the jungles of Vietnam, keeping its distance from him and only seeking what it did not fear itself. He was pronounced dead three different times in those jungles having had his last rites read to him by a man of the cloth. He was the only man who could outsmart fear and walk away from death laughing. Because death feared him so, he was always allowed to elude the death spiral making claim to three purple hearts. A vengeful man with deep green eyes who could see right through you and read into the transparency of your spirit and soul. You couldn’t look into his eyes long because he could perceive you for what you really were and what your general worth in life was. Besides, it would have terrified you to death to have looked into the eyes of this fantastic power – a power not to be dealt with. To sport with this man could cost you your life. It’s better just to seclude yourself and play with a deck of cards – solitaire maybe? Here was a man who kept within himself and his haunting nightmares. Nightmares, which had developed from his many years of fighting for his country – his country that turned its back on him and every soldier that had ever fought for it. Dressed in the only military clothes and boots he had ever known for the past twenty years – camouflage. Behind the camouflage were his concealed thoughts and superior conscious – both being sacred to the man.


Wohl slid his hand down and lightly stroked the sheath which carried his deadly serpent. It, too, had seen and felt the blood of the enemy many times over – the blood caressing the steel blade before it fell in drops. You will always be held tight against my side, my friend, he thought quietly to himself. This serpent shimmered with pride to be worn by this magnificent war machine and draped Wohl’s muscled thigh in a tight grip. A knife that held its own in combat with a control that no other could match – killing many a being, releasing its soul and saving his own. On Wohl’s solid chest rested a few of his medals, which basked and gleamed in his power.


Cleavage had hit the G button for the ground floor and exit out into the world. The elevator moved slowly creating squeaky sounds that were undesirable to one’s hearing.


Cleavage glanced at Wohl and remarked, “Time for a grease job.”


“It needs more than that,” Wohl replied bluntly.


“At least, we can hear if there’s any unexpected outside interference approaching our private territory,” Cleavage told them.


Grengo eyed Wohl up and down. “Hell, Wohl, you’re always dressed like you’re an invitation to trouble. You’re the only one I’ve ever known to own a Harley painted in green war camouflage. Good God! You’re hiding behind your nightmares. Man, the war is over! It’s time to face the unreality of the reality – your frightening dreams.”


“That man was bred to fight, has fought and will always be ready to fight again anywhere at anytime – whatever,” Cleavage stated as a fact. “Now we all know this. So what is the problem here? Kindly leave the shithead alone.”


“Will you ever get over all your violent killing during the war? Don’t you ever just want to think, act and be normal like the rest of us here?” Grengo asked Wohl.


Cleavage gave Grengo a wide-eyed look with his gorgeous turquoise-blue eyes. “Normal? Who said anything about normal? Do you want the man to be dull and boring?”


“Fuck you, man!” Wohl responded angrily. “You weren’t there. You don’t know. How the hell could you possibly know? I died several times in that filthy stinking jungle in Nam. How the hell do you think I acquired all those purple hearts? I earned them. I died for them. They belong to me. I fought fearlessly. I killed and I was killed but I lived to relive the horror of it over and over again. And that stinking smell of the jungle and swamps stays inside your nostrils forever. It never goes away.”


Wohl took off one leather riding glove and stuck his finger up his nose to make a point. Then he put his glove back on. “Do you have any idea what cold fear is? Any idea at all? It’s not fear. It’s worse than fear itself I experienced that cold emotion and had to blank out my mind many times over in order to survive. Cold fear can kill you out there. I had seen it kill many a soldier. And now here I am back in the U. S. with all the ridiculous, stupid, self-centered and self-righteous people who don’t have anything better to do but treat us as war machines, like it was all our fault. Fuck you, man! That war within me will never be over.”


“We hear you, Wohl,” Cleavage replied softly. “We catch your meaning and sympathize with you. But Jesus, Wohl, with your cold heart, your lack of compassion and absolutely no warmth of human emotion, we didn’t think anything could ever move you emotionally. Even cold fear.”


Cleavage turned to Grengo and screamed softly at him, “Don’t ever mention that damn fucking war anymore.”


“What the shithead is really trying to tell us is that the nightmares will reign forever,” Grengo said sadly to Cleavage.


“Just remember Wohl as being the indestructible causing destruction,” Cleavage said to Grengo.


The noisy elevator made its usual abrupt stop at the ground floor and then shook violently. The elevator door slid open and Wohl slid the squeaky, rusty iron gate, and all three pompously walked their Harleys out in the same proper order that they had done for the past five years. Cleavage first, Grengo second and then the unusual Wohl.


The three handsome men mounted their Harleys and adjusted themselves accordingly, their egos highlighting themselves in the brilliant rays of the sun from the gleam in the Harbor area. Wohl strapped on his army helmet. He always made sure he was outfitted properly for his mental war that had lingered throughout the past years. Being the conceited showoffs that they were, Cleavage and Grengo rode with no helmet – too vain to have covered their heads with what could be a life-saving element. When riding his flashy white lady, Cleavage loved to have the wind seep through his long, layered brown hair. When riding his wicked black lady, Grengo always wore his long, wavy black hair in a ponytail or a long thick braid, which brought the sensuality of an animal out from within him.


“Cleavage, you dirty white boy! Come on! Let’s take a ride creeping into oblivion,” Grengo shouted.


“Wohl’s oblivion!” Cleavage responded laughing. “Are you trying to say our souls are on sale today?”


Wohl had let out a heartfelt laugh. “Grengo has no soul. His spirit stays with him because it has no place to go. Nobody fucking wants it! Now, let’s start our ladies up and ride them hard with no grace.”


Being the vain biker that he was, Grengo proudly jump-started his custom-made low stretch. His enormous ego would have never allowed it any other way.


Cleavage and Wohl started their ignition. With their bikes making a tremendous amount of powerful noise, they glided gracefully on out through the Harbor area towards the scenic California Pacific Coast Highway towards Morrow Bay.


Roaring on…










Spiral to Death: What the Hell Happened?


The brilliance of the sun’s rays caressed the three, which brought out the striking fullness of the gleam of bronze, silver and camouflage; that is, if there is any gleam to camouflage. Heads turned in the Harbor area towards the obnoxious noise emanating from their magnificent machines and the camouflaged war machine. Leaning into each turn, they rode gracefully, displaying themselves as if they were put on sale. People smiled and waved at the three powerfully endowed men riding their dangerous machines.
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