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A world of mine that I created shortly after I became a truck driver back in 2018. It is loosely based on my real life experiences. 
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Chapter One



What Makes a Professional Driver?





The class was full with maybe twenty or so new drivers, some brand new to trucking, and some just new to the company. Phil Haggard was the spokesman for orientation that day, a man of middle age, balding, cold stare and total disregard for the feelings of others, Phil knew the roads and the type of wear and tear they can have on a person physically and mentally. This mental exhaustion from dealing with the horrors, nuisances, and just plain boredom out on the road, showed in his unenthusiastic monotonous tone of voice, as well as the obvious lack of interest in any of the material being presented if it weren’t of his own wisdom gained from experience, and least of all the individuality of each new driver. In other words, Phil Haggard lost all his ability to give a fuck about almost anything, especially if it had anything to do with people. 

“Hello, uh, welcome, my name is Phil, uuhm, I’ve been an over the road truck driver for nearly thirty years so I do know what I’m talking about. Throughout this presentation if you have any questions you can ask me. Before we begin, I’d like you all to keep your cell phones and other devices put away. Please  do not talk while I am talking. Please do not think you know more about trucking than I do, you do not”. 

The only ones to really care about asking any questions on the material were the absolute, brand new drivers in the trucking industry which made a small fraction of the drivers that attended this class. Most of the experienced drivers there could care less about the material and only wanted to hurry up and get on the road because for some of them, this was probably their third or fourth orientation within the last three years. 

“Now there’s a bunch of particular attributes in a person that a great company like us, look for in our drivers. These things are what make a great, intelligent, reliable, and professional driver that we would cherish in our company”. 

As Phil went on, at the same time, a very late Andrew Dill hurries from the shuttle doors and to the doors of the company terminal where his orientation was now under way. Bursting thru the doors, Andrew runs up to the reception counter where the receptionist wrote things down with a look of being in a grumpy mood. 

“Hello, My name is Andrew and I’m looking for the orientation office- or room whatever you call it”, he says through heaps of breath. Hardly even looking up at him, the lady points to an arrow sign on the wall with the eraser end of her pencil and on that sign clearly read; Orientation Room and the arrow pointed in its direction. 

“Thanks!”, and he runs down the hall. 

“No running!”, the receptionist yells after him, slowing him down to a very awkward power walk. Andrew was never known for his punctuality, but about now he was kicking his own ass in his head for being late to his very first truck driving job. Well no that’s incorrect, because as he has been told before, trucking is more than a job it is in fact a career. What a first impression to make on your very first career.  

Phil was in the middle of his speech when Andrew peeked his head around the door-less door frame, the backs of all the drivers facing him which was sort of a relief. 

“What makes a great driver is not being distracted, no excuses, not being late-” Phil says just before catching Andrew trying to sneak into the room. Phil tended to really get into his speeches and stories, but even so he could still see someone entering a doorway right before his eyes even if said someone was trying their best to be as discrete as possible. Phil wore glasses, the old school large, rounded square shaped ones made popular in the seventies, a time that Phil is very fond of, but he could still see quite well without them, and what he saw was a bad example of being late, and ironically, just in time. 

“Well, speaking of being late, an example just walked in. How are you?”, Phil says. Everyone in the room turned to look at Andrew who was in the middle of pulling out a seat but was now frozen in place with anxiety and embarrassment of being in the spotlight, and not the good light either. 

“Uh..I’m good, I just uh, I woke up on time there just wasn’t any room in the shuttle so I had to wait for-”,Phil cut him off, not inclined to hear any more. 

“Take a good look everyone, he’s giving us two great examples on how not to be a professional driver”, the class chuckles, “I hope you clean up your act soon. Anyway, moving on. When you’re out on the road where shit tends to happen, you’re gonna want to be able to contact certain people to help you.”

“But we’ll get to them a bit later, but first lets make sure everyone brought what they were told to bring several times before orientation”. The room was filled with the sound of rustling bags and the opening of binders and folders, but what couldn’t be heard was the cussing fit that Andrew was having in his head as he realized that he had forgotten nearly everything he was supposed to bring. The only thing he had was his CDL and social security card. Andrew buried his face in his hands and tried his best not to yell and lash out like an angry Minotaur . He could’ve sworn he had brought those documents because he can remember having them in his hands at one point. I guess he was so excited about his first day in orientation that he had forgotten the importance of them, which could happen I guess? As Phil walked the aisle between the long tables collecting everyones documents, he quietly hoped that by simply having his CDL it would be enough for now and that Phil would be nice enough to postpone the need for the rest of his documents. Andrew was a very hopeful soul indeed. Even if Phil had found it in his rock that sat in place of a human heart to consider such, the fact Andrew had forgotten those forms at all showed unreliability on top of being late and making excuses, which didn’t shine well at all. 

Wow, they’re gonna send me the fuck home. My first trucking job and look at the impression I’m making, Andrew thought to himself as Phil finally towered over his table, shared only by one other driver who happily handed his forms to him. Andrew could feel Phil’s eyes beaming down on him from behind the lens of his glasses that seemed to somehow lessen the damage dealt from such a cold, ice beaming gaze. 

“Where’s the rest of your documents?”, Phil says grabbing the CDL and his Social Security card. Andrew finally drew the courage to lift his head and look up at Phil. 

“Uh, I was so excited and in a hurry to get here I must’ve forgot them at the hotel or something. I could run back over there real quick and get them-”

“Boy almighty, do you wanna run back there and grab your brain to while you’re at it? First day and you’re late AND you forget to bring what they were supposed to tell you to have with you on the day of orientation. Who’s the recruiter that hired you? Because I would like to have a word with him or her on what exactly they saw in-”, at that moment Phil is interrupted by a knock on the wall by the doorway. 

“Can I help you?” Phil says. It was the shuttle driver. A goblin race male who still carried the same stench that had everyone covering their noses the entire ride from the hotel. 

“I think one of your drivers forgot something in the bus”, the goblin held up Andrews folder of documents. 

“My folder!”, Andrew says with glee and relief as he goes and grabs it from the greasy fingers, “Thank you so much”. The goblin replies with a grunt and lumbers away taking his odor with him. 

Andrew hands the folder to Phil who takes it with a raised eyebrow. It was very uncommon, or rather unusual for a goblin to behave in such a kind way as they were for the most part apathetic to humans. 

“I’ve never seen that before in my life”, Phil says, “looks like someone has luck on their side”. Phil goes to collect the rest of the class documents and Andrew sighs with relief as he sat back into his chair, a new sense of ambition became him as he embraces his second chance…









































Chapter 3







Chapter Two



Sally Mallon and Safety…





The first company asset of importance to introduce herself was safety manager, Sally Mallon. Dressed in a gray tube skirt, white long sleeve button up, and low cut skater shoes, Sally could be characterized as a tom boy and from the general looks of her, one would think she was fresh out of high school. Petite, ditsy, somewhat crooked teeth but extraordinarily pretty anyway, and a very gentle and careful moving person as if she were constantly trying not to break something with her tremendous fragile young lady strength, this was Miss Sally Mallon. Her big, round hazel eyes, darkened with eyeshadow, looked around the room nervously, still not used to the pressure of eyes of so many strangers looking her up and down as she spoke softly and almost childlike. Usually she would be fidgeting with the long straight strand of hair that dangled by her left ear, but for the sake of looking professional, all she could do was grip and tap at the binder in her arms. 

“Hi, my name is Sally, I am the company’s safety manager, I tend to matters concerning, well, the safety of our drivers, obviously, but I’m also the one who manages traffic violations such as getting a parking ticket, overweight citation and stuff like that. Um, so, the safety of our drivers and other drivers on the road is our number one priority, next to making as much money as possible. I’m gonna show you a couple videos that will explain in more depth the guidelines and precautions you as a professional driver are expected to be following while out on the road”, Sally moves the wheeled podium with the projector sitting on top of it into position in front of the wall behind her and flicks it on. For a fraction of a second, something that most of the drivers missed as they were either too busy eying the cherry lipped, pink cheeked beauty before them, or successfully distracted by their phones, the silhouette of a crazy haired entity flashed on the wall behind her. This silhouette could have been thought of as her own shadow if the shape of the hair had matched hers, which it didn’t, at all. And it seemed the only one to notice this quick glimpse was Andrew who quickly dismissed it as maybe some kind of glitch caused by the projector. But he could of sworn that what he saw appeared to be the outline of curly strung out hair, a huge contrast to the straight hair that was pulled back in a bun behind her head, the only thing curly about her hairstyle, were the strands of hair that dangled in front of each of her ears. 

“So these videos are going to be going over things like, distracted driving and the dangers of, um, just generally being aware of your surroundings at all times”, Sally floats out of the way and presses a button on the remote to begin the video. The voice that blared out way too loud, causing Sally to jump and hurry to find the buttons to turn it down, was almost as boring to listen to than Phil’s. 

“Safety. Why is it important? We’ll explain that in this video”. 







It wasn’t long before Andrew and many of the other drivers were asleep or finding entertainment in their phones, the very topic that was being discussed at this very moment. The only one in the class that took any of it seriously was the driver sitting next to a sleeping Andrew. Leopold Samarillion was a young man around the same age as Andrew, early twenties, and was also a brand new driver in the trucking industry. The problem with Leopold was that he was that kid who always had to be the first to finish everything before anyone else, always had to come up on top in any group activity, and always had to be the one standing out as the one working harder than everyone else. This is evident in the fact that he was vigorously jotting down notes,and  if Phil wasn’t over at his desk half asleep along with most of the class and actually paying attention to what the class was doing, Leopold would be trying even more to impress and express his ultimate determination at being the best in the class. 

At least he would be able to show that he was paying attention to the entire presentation with his  notes as proof when the class was over, something he hoped would get him a delicious chocolate chip cookie or being presented to the entire class as the only one to be paying attention, awarded with hand shakes, comments, and admiration. 

Meanwhile, in the ladies restroom, Sally undid her bun, letting her hair fall to her shoulders revealing that her hair was actually a lot curlier than it appeared while pulled into a bun. 

“You lost one of my pearl earrings?”, a voice much different than hers snarled. 

“I’m sorry, we can replace them, it’s not that big of a deal”, Sally replies examining the ear where her authentic pearl used to reside. 

“Are you fucking kidding me? It is a big deal! Do you know how hard it was to kill that fuckin bitch mermaid for those pearls? Those came straight out of the ocean sweetie. Right out of the mouth of a dirty ass, stinky fuckin clam or whatever the fuck you call em”, the voice of unknown identity seemed to be very upset that one of her precious pearls that she apparently had to kill for, was now missing. But who was this voice? Who was she talking to? Why was Sally wearing someone else’s earrings? 

“I’ll find them, don’t worry”, Sally says, putting her hair back into the bun and heading out and back to the orientation room. 





At last, the final video of the safety presentation was over. Phil sat slightly hunched over in his chair, stuck in a position of trying to appear that his mind was busy on some matter, but as we could clearly see, that matter was a nap. Behind him, typing away on a laptop, was Phil’s assistant, one who brought up the presentations, worked the projector and all kinds of stuff that Phil couldn’t be bothered in doing. Dean didn’t mind sitting thru videos because all he did during was play strategy games on his laptop, but he made sure to pay attention to the duration of the videos in order to be ready to wake Phil up when they were finished, like he had to do now. 

“Phil”, Dean whispers to Phil who didn’t respond, “Phil!”, Dean had to almost yell to get Phil to wake up, who jolted awake, almost forgetting where he was and what he was doing. 

“Alright, was everyone paying attention? Very important stuff”, Phil takes a sip from his now cold cup of coffee, “very important”. 

As the lights turned on and everyone stretched, Sally walks back up to the front of the class to collect her binder. 

“Alright everyone, break time, be back in thirty”, Phil says and the class hurries to get out like they were giving out free hoagies and soda in the break room. 

Andrew rubbed his eyes, knowing that as a new driver he should’ve been paying more attention but he couldn’t help it, he got almost no sleep last night because of how genuinely excited he was about his new career. 

“You’re not going to last long”, Leopold mutters from the side of his mouth. Andrew looks over at him, still trying to register what he said thru his groggy vision and thoughts. 

“Whatchu know about me?”, Andrew shoots back. 

“I don’t need to know anything about you. I’ve seen it all before. What you do in orientation, is bound to be done out on the road. I just hope I’m not on the same road as you when you fall asleep at the wheel”, Leopold pushes his glasses further up the bridge of his nose. 

“That’ll never happen. Driving is one thing, but sitting thru a bunch of boring ass videos all day not going anywhere and not making money is a whole other thing”, Andrew says. 

“So I assume you’ll make every load on time?”, Leopold had a way of thinking that he was in a high enough position as a human being to critically wring out answers and explanations from others, as if he truly believed that he was above them in some way or the other even though he was obviously equal in status as they were, whether his inflated sense of true capabilities led him to believe it or not. 

“I don’t need to explain myself to you. We’re both brand new drivers here and you’re gonna make just as many mistakes as me out there, mister, whatever the hell your name is”, Andrew already knew that he and this guy were not going to get along throughout the rest of their time in orientation. 

“We’ll see about that, Mr. Late”, Leopold gets up and goes to give his notes to Phil who turns him away not giving a damn about his notes. Andrew’s attention was once again set on pretty miss Sally as she walked across the room towards the door, paying no attention to him as he stared at her. There was something about her eyes, her face, her hair that didn’t seem right. It was like her eyes were sitting loosely in their sockets and weren’t actually hers, and that the face she wore was just that, a face that she was wearing. That along with her nervous and soft spoken personality, gave him an impression about her that nothing seemed to fit together. Like she was a puppet created by someone who just found a nice body then threw a bunch of random traits together. And that silhouette that appeared behind her, that couldn’t have been only his imagination…
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Chapter Three



Guzle and the Shop…







If you’ve ever been to an orientation of any job type, you’ll know that they are boring as shit. If you’ve ever been to an orientation that prepares you for a job such as truck driving, you may be familiar with the eagerness to just get on the road and start knocking out those miles. This feeling of impatience is made more intense if you’re an experienced driver who’s been to many companies and have heard everything several times before. Even though Andrew was still so tired, the eagerness to be able to jump back into a truck and start treading the roads of the country, roads he’s never been or seen, cities he’s never been, made time sitting in that room drone on inch by inch. When everyone was back in the classroom, still munching on snacks and drinks, the next manager was already prepared to introduce himself. 

Guzle was a heavy-weight, gray skinned goblin that found his calling in the mechanic shop of the company. Like most goblins, Guzle worked in the shop simply for the unlimited supply of diesel of which his species loved to drink. Diesel was a sort of, crucial necessity, in the same way that booze is to humans. According to the history books, in the mid twentieth century, goblins were discovered living in America, deep in underground caves hidden from human knowledge for who knows how long. This discovery was made around the same time that oil reserves were also discovered in the country and the beginning of a war overseas over, you guessed it, oil. At first, the American and Goblin relationship was hostile, but after both sides recognized that they can benefit from an alliance more than a war, they created an agreement. Somewhere during the fight between humans and the goblins, the goblins discovered that they had a strong taste and newfound love for what the humans called, diesel. The Americans recognized their inhuman strength and resistance to large amounts of damage, particularly gunfire, so they decided that the Goblins would join the ranks of their military in helping the war effort overseas and in return, the Goblins could have as much diesel as they wanted, as long as it wasn’t all of it. When the Goblins joined the battles overseas, the opposing nation quickly decided to surrender upon witnessing the superior brute strength and ability to withstand significantly more damage than humans. The best part about this was that they were efficient and cost effective since all they wanted was diesel as payment. The news of the world learned of America’s newest and exclusive asset and since, no one has dared start a war with the states for fear of the goblin units. Since then, Goblins have continued to thrive in America, mostly within the trucking industry where diesel fuel is of course abundant. 

Guzle was an overall nice dude, a bit grumpy that was typical of the Goblin race, but he was easy to get along with. The only thing people didn’t like about him was his odor, a natural occurrence within his race that smelled of cheeseburgers and fries sitting on top of a platter of sweaty butt-cheeks after a jog, next to a side of garlic and onion rings doused in ranch dressing. Not at all pleasant to the human nose, but crucial for mating apparently. If they wanted to know about the company’s shop, the class was going to have to put up with this stink. 

“Humans call me Guzle, I’m the terminal shop lead mechanic. I’ve been working on trucks for over twenty years and been with this company for bout ten. If you have a problem wit your truck, I can find it, and I’ll stick a thumper up my ass in front of you if I can’t fix it. If you are ever out on the road and your truck breaks down and you need assistance, don’t ever call another roadside assistance company, they just wanna overcharge, find other issues that weren’t there, or they don’t know what the fuck they’re doing like we do. Either myself or another of my mechanics will go out and get ya, no matter where you are in the country, we have terminals everywhere. So Only call our shop, ya hear?”, the class nods their heads, not wanting to open their mouths for fear that they would have to taste that smell. 

“So I’m pretty self explanatory, I don’t need no damn videos explaining me and what I do. I fix them trucks. And that’s about it. So y’all get break from me as far as watchin videos. Alright Phil I’m good”, Guzle lumbers out of the room. After he was completely out of the room and out of sight, Dean gets up and sprays some air freshener, their only option being that there were no windows in the orientation room. 

The class releases their breaths. 

“God damn!”, a driver by the name of Chris blurts out along with his held in breath. 

“That was brutal, I’ve never smelled anything like that”, a driver named, Sarah comments. The class became loud with chatter at the smell their noses were beat with.

“Are Goblins even aware that they smell like that?”, A driver who was nicknamed by the other drivers that shared the same hotel floor as Buddha, asks Phil. 

“Uh, no they don’t and they don’t care either, so moving on, it’s just a smell it will pass, lets focus on what’s next”, Phil replies. 



































Chapter 5





Chapter Four



Jimmie Dawn and Dispatch…







Jimmie Dawn, about six foot in height, chiseled facial features, smooth muddy hair combed slightly to the side on top of a low fade, athletic build partly hidden under loose fitted shirts or long sleeve button ups, Mr. Dawn fit the role of lead dispatch manager to near perfection. He got along with all of his drivers and the dispatch managers under him paid him their highest of respects, there was no such thing as a person in the company that hated Jimmie Dawn. Not even Phil expressed any resentment of any kind towards him and you could see the admiration and respect in Phil’s eyes as Jimmie strut with the manner of a president walking thru the white house, towards the front of the class. Even Andrew could tell that this guy meant business wherever he went and in whatever he did. 

First thing Jimmie did was smack his fist into his other open hand and filled the room with a deep, prominent voice that told everyone they needed to listen with all ears. 

“So my name is Jimmie, I am the lead dispatch manager, I oversee all the DM’s and drivers in the company, I know what you are doing and what you are not supposed to be doing out there on the road. If there is a problem, no matter what it is, whether it be an issue with your DM, an issue at a shipper or customer that is beyond the knowledge of your DM, you can call me and I will work to finding a solution. If there is a serious problem anywhere out on the road, please do not hesitate to give me a call”, Jimmie turned to the white-board and started jotting down numbers. 

“These are the numbers you can contact me at. The first one is the office number, call that when the problem you need solving is relatively small. The second number is my personal cell number, only call this number when there is a serious problem, and when I mean serious”, Jimmie turned to look at the class with a critical eye gaze, “I mean a serious problem”. Sarah raised her hand. 

“Yes, question”. 

“Like, what kind of problem exactly?”, she says in her low voice as if not trying to wake a dragon. 

“What kind of problem?”, Jimmie places the white-board marker on the podium and rolled up his sleeves, “the kind of problem that calls for extraordinary measures, to take action far beyond the capabilities of our own police force, problems that stay with you for rest of your life, that haunt your dreams every night, problems that you didn’t think could ever be possible in this world”, As the class stared at Jimmie wide eyed and frightened, he turns to face the white-board, “do any of you believe in ghouls?”

The class became loud with some saying that they do and some saying they don’t but Jimmie didn’t care about whether they did or not because he knew firsthand that Ghouls existed and were among them. 

“A few years ago I had a driver call in about a dangerous situation happening at the customer he was delivering to of which he was trapped inside. The security and police wouldn’t let anyone get in or get out and wouldn’t disclose the reason. My driver was terrified. He didn’t know what the hell was going on, and neither did I, so I decided to go and check it out myself. I had to sneak my way in undetected from the swarm of police don’t ask me how I did it, but I met up with my driver who said that there was some kind of terrible creature causing shit inside the warehouse. Of course I didn’t believe him at first, that was until I heard the sound of it’s laughter. Like the sound of demons and angels laughing in unison,  I can still hear it in my nightmares. Next came gunfire and yelling and screaming and all kinds of chaos, then suddenly it went quiet. Whatever it was that was in there had been supposedly killed but at the loss of several police officers who died fighting it. When the news arrived they were told not to cover the true events that took place but instead, tell the masses that there was a crazed mass shooter who snapped taking several lives. I and my driver along with whoever else was there know the real truth. We know that it was no crazy guy, it was a ghoul from outer space”. 

The class remained quite at the story, not sure to believe him or not. 

“That’s some crazy ass shit”, Buddha breaks the silence. 

“It may be crazy”, Jimmie says, “but far from fiction”. 

Tay Tay decides to ask the question that everyone was thinking in their heads at the moment. 

“So what’s the reason behind us calling you instead of the police during these kinds of situations?” Jimmie Dawn raised his chin slightly. 

“Let’s just say I know a guy”.
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Chapter Five



Andrew Meets Jay…





Once the most boring part of orientation was over, for this particular company, it was required that a new driver go out on the road with a temporary trainer for two weeks, after which they would then be required to jump in a truck with another trainer for four months over the road. This way the company made sure that their drivers particularly the brand new driver straight outta trucking school, were prepared for the roads. Their concern being to lessen the possibility of accidents and other beginner incidents that would add up on the company’s reputation board or something like that. Since Andrew was an absolute beginner he had no choice but to be involved with the likes of two different strangers, crammed into the claustrophobic living space of a truck for such long periods of time. Four months, or even two weeks didn’t seem like much, but you try living with a stranger in a vehicle under large amounts of stress that comes with the road, and having to deal with the other persons “space”, and “rules” because it’s their truck, for any amount of time and see if you enjoy it. Andrew didn’t know what to expect as far as what kind of person Jay was going to be. He’s heard horror stories from experienced drivers who were shoved into a truck with a stinky farting, rarely taking a shower, slob that cared less about the person they were training and more about the money they were making for doing so (trainers were generally paid more for taking on a student). 

“For all you brand new drivers”, Jimmie announced as they entered the cafeteria of the terminal where all the would be trainers and dispatch managers awaited to meet their headaches, “I myself would personally be your dispatch manager until you have completed your training regime, after which you will probably be transferred to someone else”. 

As everyone met their trainers and the more experienced drivers met their dispatch managers, Andrew almost felt like he was going to be the odd guy out without a trainer. 

“Don’t worry Andrew, your trainer is around here somewhere”, Jimmie says as he scans the place. Andrew standing by his side like a lost little boy at a toy store looking for his parents. 

“Follow me”, Jimmie orders and the two walk thru the scarce crowd and to the buffet. 

“I had a pretty good idea that I’d find you here at the buffet, Jay”, Jimmie says. Jay turned around, a giant plate of salad in his big hands, able to use his gut as a table as he stood there. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?”, Jay says with a mouth full of ranch doused, bacon bit sprinkled, spinach leaves, “ya’ dork”. Jimmie laughs, and not one of those fake small talk ‘we have to be friendly with each other because we work at the same place and see each other almost everyday”, kind of laugh, but a genuine laugh. 

“I’ve got your newest trainee”, Jay looks over at Andrew not at all intending to pause the eating of his salad as he greeted him. 

“How ya’ doin sport?” 

“I’m good”, Andrew replies. 

“Lets sit down so you guys can get to know each other”, Jimmie guides them to an open round table nearby. 

“So I’m Jay, I’ve uh, been driving for quite some time now. I served some years in the military, uh, and that’s all you need to know about me now lets go!”, Jay suddenly snaps, “Nah, I’m just kidding, hehehe”. 

“Gee, you had us fooled”, Jimmie says sarcastically. 

“So what about you, Andrew? What made you want to be a truck driver over all those other glamorous occupations?”, Jay stuffs a wad of spinach in his mouth with his bare hand. 

“Uh I don’t know, I guess I just like the idea of traveling and making a lot of money while doing it”, Andrew replies. 

“Good enough reason for me. But what about yer long term goals? Or do ya want to do this forever?” Jay chuckles. Andrew didn’t have to put too much thought into his response because this goal was on his mind most of the time during his trucking school days, and it’s what kept him up at night. 

“To drive a million miles and make a million dollars”, Andrew announces his grand plan. 

“That’s gonna take a lot of dedication and a shit load of work there young fella”, Jay says knowing the true reality of trucking that Andrew didn’t yet. 

“I’m ready to face whatever the roads has to throw at me”, Andrew says. Jimmie looks at Jay who was wiping his mouth clean with a napkin, with a proud look. 

“Well there’s more to trucking than just driving a truck from point A to point B”, Jay explains, “there’s a lot of physical wear on your body as well as mental wear on your mind. Weather and other motorists aren’t the only challenge on the road, believe me. And one of the most important and often overlooked aspect of trucking is the ability to tame your dragon”. The phrase “tame your dragon” did sound familiar to Andrew as he has heard it while in trucking school, specifically out of the mouth of the intimidating Sensei Master Dragon, the man who oversaw your final test that determined if you passed trucking school or not. 

“In order to master the roads and be resilient and hardened to it’s challenge and woe, one must be able to effectively tame your dragon as it is the one that will endure the roads with you everywhere you go. The ability to tame any dragon so that you may be one with it, have a feel for it as if it were an extension of your own body and mind, is what makes one a Dragon Tamer”. The words of Sensei Master Dragon to all the students as they prepared to face their final test, the pre trip inspection and driving exam. 

“I’ve heard of that before, from Sensei Master Dragon”, Andrew says. 

“Really?”, Jimmie instantly recognized the name as it was his final mentor in trucking school before his short days as a trucker. 

“Now how bout we get movin? And start makin some dog gon money!”, Jay says slamming his hands on the table and making the people nearby jump and startle. 

“You ready Andrew?”, Jimmie asks now knowing just how motivated Andrew was. 

“Hell yeah I’m ready”. 



































































 



Chapter 7







Chapter Six



The Very First Load…







“So a bunch of guidelines I expect you to follow while you’re in my truck”, Jay begins to lay the ground rules as they got into his 2019 FR-8 Boot model truck. 

“You can sleep on the bottom bunk just as long as you make sure you use the bathroom before falling asleep. I had a driver actually pee in my fuckin bed once, almost made me give up on training. The food in the fridge is mine, I got a cooler for you where you can stuff your food in, it works just the same as a fridge so don’t get pissy. You can help yourself to some utensils I got plenty of them. Uhh, oh ya clean up after yourself and they won’t have to clean you up off the road when I kick your ass out ma truck, hahahaaa”, Jay laughs. Andrew only slightly smiled. 

“Oh and one more thing, the most important rule in my truck”, Jay looked at Andrew with a grave stare, “don’t ever, at all, not never, touch my stash of chocolate candy. Those are mine! If I catch you eating my chocolate…don’t let me catch ya eatin’ ma chocolate”. 

Andrew nods, now a bit nervous at the fact that Jay appeared to be genuinely serious about eating his chocolate, not that Andrew would have any intentions of eating someone else’s food anyway, the look Jay gave him, as if he had done something horrible to a driver in the past for eating his candy, gave Andrew the heebie jeebies. 

“Alright!”, Jay’s tone quickly turned back to his original jolly, happy go lucky nature, “now that that’s out of the way, lets get rollin’! You drivin’ first Mr. Million Miles”. 





Jay was surprised at how fast Andrew got a hold and feel for his truck. The FR-8 Boots were among the most common model of truck, mostly based on the fact they were sold at a reasonable price, they had an exceptional life span, built to be durable on tough terrain, they were known as being sort of an industry standard, considered an all around great truck especially for beginner drivers. 

The load that Jimmie dispatched them on, had them pick up not far from the terminal, I guess it could’ve been made known that the headquarters for Get There LLC was based in Arizona. The pick up or shipper was just north of Phoenix, a chocolate distribution center in the city of Flagstaff. From there they would then deliver all the way to a huge company based out of Ogden, Utah called; Burgel’s Chocolate Company . Round trip was about six hundred miles and nearly nine hours of drive time. 

Normally, Jay would be delivering to a small business like Latte Lovers, but apparently there was an issue with the quality of the chocolate and they decided to send it back, refusing to disclose the reason…

















































Chapter 8







Chapter Seven



The Truck Stop Lesson





Jay pulls into a mainstream truck stop off the highway. He pulls near a pump that had only one truck at the pump. After waiting and waiting, Jay begins to get impatient. 

“What the hell is taking so long with this motherfucker”, Jay gets out of the truck, “come on lets go see what’s up, we need to get fuel”. The two walk over to the driver door and discover that no one was inside. Jay pounds on the door. 

“Hello! Anyone in there!?”, he calls, but they get no answer. Minutes and minutes go by until finally the driver of the truck arrives, coffee and other items in hand bought from inside the store. 

“Oh look at this asshole”, Jay says, “just gonna hold people up so you can go in and get you a nice warm cup of coffee, what a dick”. 

“What’s your problem?”, the man says. 

“See this here trainee”, Jay sticks his finger in the mans face, “don’t be like this asshole here who doesn’t bother to pull up from the pumps to let someone else fuel while he goes in and lolly gags about”. 

“I wasn’t lolly gagging, I was buying my food and fuel. Now please move so I can fuel my truck”, the man says trying to brush passed Jay who was blocking his door. Jay was now infuriated though, the man hadn’t even fueled his truck yet. Andrew can feel the lava rising within Jay ready to explode, the ground was damn near shaking. 

“You haven’t even started fueling your truck?!”, Jay yells, his anger drowning out the sounds of other trucks near by. 

“Hey back off!”, the man says but Jay wasn’t trying to hear it. He smacks the coffee mug out of the mans hand and shoves him to the ground. 

“Hey Jay just relax, lets go to another pump, man”, but Andrew’s efforts to mitigate the situation was futile, Jay began stomping on the man while giving him a verbal lesson. 

“When you pull up to a fuckin fuel pump, first thing ya do is fuel yer dang truck before you go in there to git your crap! You got people waiting on your ass! We are on the motherfucking clock!” 

As Jay stomped this poor guy out, it turns out that there was  actually another driver inside his truck! The guy peeks out the window to see what was going on. 

“Jay there was someone in the truck the whole time!”, now not only was Jay mad, Andrew was beginning to understand the intensity. As a crowd of other drivers surrounded them, the other driver gets out and attempts to push Jay off of his teammate, but Andrew throws a punch at the man, knocking his glasses off. Jay was now pummeling the man on the ground and before long, other drivers were getting involved. Somehow, the situation turned into a big ass rumble of truck drivers, punches and kicks were thrown, tire thumpers were whacked over peoples heads, window wipers were used as kung fu staffs, it was chaos. And all because some guy didn’t care about holding up the fuel pump line. 



























Chapter 9







Chapter Eight



Coco Butter…







The next day, it was Andrew’s shift. The two were both still feeling the rumble injuries from yesterday. Jay’s knuckles were swollen and bruised from beating that guy senseless, so much that it ached to turn the page of his book as he sat in the passenger seat, occasionally eying Andrew’s driving. 

“So when it’s yer turn to fuel, you know what to do, uh?”, Jay breaks the silence. 

“Yep”, Andrew replies, his eyes starting to see pink from staring at the snow covered wasteland for so long. 

“You seeing pink cows yet?”, Jay asks. Andrew retracted, not at all sure what the hell that question meant. 

“Uh…what?” 

“You might want to invest in some sunglasses, staring at this white road aint good fer ya’”, Jay explains. Now the phrase, ‘are you seeing pink cows’, made a bit of sense. 

Jay yawned and stretched. 

“Alright, I’m gonna get some shut eye. How bout you stop at a truck stop in about an hour or so, so we can both get some showers, clean our stinky asses”, Jay lumbers back behind the curtain and shuts it. Now it was none of Andrew’s business what someone did in the bunk, he was all for privacy and minding ones business, but he couldn’t help but wonder what the noises that came next actually were. They didn’t sound like sleeping. About thirty minutes after Jay went into the bunk, Andrew could make out some voices, and strange sounds that not even the grumble of the truck could drown out. Andrew tried to tune it out, passing it off as television banter as he put in his headphones to listen to some music. He knew he was only supposed to have one ear-bud in, but the music just wasn’t as enjoyable with only one, so he stuffed both in. 



Andrew got so lost in his daydreaming that he nearly missed the next truck stop. A song he’s never heard before almost put him into some kind of trance. The catchy tune and lyrics made him imagine himself on stage as one of the band members in front of an audience of other famous musicians and pretty girls. The song was a somewhat new song, released last year by the band ‘Lee and the Lost Boys’, and the song was called; The Comfy Cow Inn. Wasn’t something Andrew would normally listen to but he actually kind of liked it. The off ramp was crowded with parked trucks as the sun began it’s decent below the horizon, Andrew careful not to swipe anyone’s mirrors as he passed. He yanks out his headphones and let them fall onto his lap so he could focus on the coming turn. Too bad the voices from earlier were still being heard and now that’s all he could hear. 

When Andrew was able to pull into the truck stop and barely back into a parking spot without banging into another truck, Jay was already plopping down into the passenger seat with his shower bag. 

“I’m gettin a shower first, you stay here and watch the truck while I’m gone”, Jay says and jumps out but quickly peeks his head back in, “oh ya, you only have about ten minutes to get to yer shower before they lock you out and then you’re pushed to the back of the line, alright? See ya in a bit”, he then disappears, slamming the truck door. 

Andrew sat in the driver seat for a moment, thinking about how well he did today, no accidents, no issues with anyone, at least none that he allowed to get to him which was an astounding feat, and the thoughts of how proud he was of himself that he was able to make it this far in life. He was actually driving a big rig, hauling across the country, seeing places he’s never seen before, scenery he’s never awed at, and more money than he’s ever seen in his bank account. His parents would’ve been proud. 

Just before he could relive some fond childhood memories and the events leading up to now, a voice coming from the bunk interrupted him. 

“Ooh baby, give me some of that…give it to me good…”, the voice sounded like a womans. Andrew thought maybe Jay left the television on again. He gets up and peeks thru the curtains and is shocked at what he saw, his eyes growing wide. 

“Oh ya, rub that big round, chocolate ass…”, the voice was not coming from a television but something that Andrew never seen or expected to see in his life. What sat on Jay’s bed, partly covered by a blanket, was what appeared to be someone’s butt. It was big, dark skinned, and very realistic. What it was was actually an expensive sex toy, acclaimed for its realistic imitation flesh that made it popular. 

Andrew began to laugh because he didn’t know what else to do, how else to react, what was he supposed to do? If he tried to move it or cover it, jay might notice and the whole team would be awkward for the rest of the time he is in the truck with him. However, the sight and sound of the toy was a bit appealing to Andrew’s senses, not engaging in any sexual endeavors since before becoming a truck driver, and found the toy…luring. Andrew became confused and aroused at the same time, not knowing if he should control himself or succumb to the seductive calls of the sexy toy, that literally called to him, urging him. 

“You like this coco butter ass don’t you? You want to lick it?”, the toy said, the voice reminded him of an old high school teacher he had. He could imagine her now with her chocolaty skin tone, nice round ass that jiggled and bumped side to side everytime she took a step, her long fake finger nails scratching homework papers and tapping on desks, and those colorful, unnatural wigs she used to wear on her head that changed every week or so. Oh how he could remember some good alone time sessions with her in mind, and now it was like he finally got a chance as he imagined the rest of her body and face attached to the toy that fit perfectly. The suspense was now suffocating, and the truck was now a thousand degrees. 

“You know you want some of this…you can have this for hours baby”, the image of his high school math teacher urged him over with a long nailed finger. Andrew hurried to the curtains that covered the windows and closed them, making sure Jay wasn’t already on his way back. He returns to the bunk and unzips his pants. 

“I want me some of that Coco Butter…sorry Jay”, Andrew took off his pants and leaped onto the bed. But there was something missing, but not for long, Andrew immediately spotted a bottle of lubricant by the toy and doused it with the substance. 

“Ooooh”, Coco Butter groans as he rubbed the lubricant over the imitation vagina and cheeks. Andrew hesitates for a moment before diving in-between those cheeks, starting off slow, getting the feel for the activity after so long, but quickly becomes aggressive in nature as Coco Butter shouted, all he could imagine was his math teacher looking back at him, grabbing her own ass cheeks with her long nailed hands, shouting his name and reminding him that he was gonna fail his class if he didn’t give it to her good. 

“Ya give it to me baby!”, Coco Butter shouts. Andrew smacks one of the cheeks that jiggled quite realistically. 

“Oh ya right there! Smack that ass!”

A driver walking his dog outside noticed the rocking of the truck and could hear the noises coming from inside which prompts him to hurry along. 

“Harder baby! Fill me up!”, Coco Butter yells as Andrew climaxed like never before, his face disfigured into a mold of strain and hard work like busting out the final rep. 

It was finally over. Andrew slumped himself against the bunk wall, wondering if what he did was actually worth it and now kind of regretting it. 

“Jay’s not gonna like what I just did”, Andrew mutters, “I’m never doing that again”. 

The sound of the truck door opening and the breeze of the cold outside air rushing in made Andrew spring into action to get his pants back on, but it was too late, when he looked up Jay was standing in the open curtains, his eyes glaring down at him from behind his glasses, Andrew could feel them. Jay’s backpack drops to his side. 

“Jay! What’s up? Just changing my clothes-” 

“What the hell did you do to my Coco Butta?”, Jay growls. 

“Nothing! What’s a coco butter? I was fixing my bed and-”

Jay grabs Andrew by the shirt and holds him up close till their noses were damn near touching. 

“Did you and ma Coco Butta do the nasty cake batter mixin’?” 

“N-no..” 

“That was so good. Do me again soon okay”, The voice of Coco Butter confirmed Andrew’s guilt who looks back at Jay knowing that he was now fucked. 

“Hahahaaa! I’m just messin wit ya!”, Jay says and wraps his arm around  him like pals at a pool house. Andrew was confused.

“Now that’s what I’m talkin about! Coco Butta is a one of a kind that’ll make you feel like something else like no other can do. She definitely hits different, that’s why she’s my favorite”, Jay says. Andrew was somewhat relieved that Jay was actually with the idea that he had got with his Coco Butter sex toy, willing to share the thing just like sharing a bag of chips, which was a bit strange after his threats not to touch his chocolate.  

“Tell ya what, why don’t I give you one of mine?”, Jay lifts open the bottom bunk and reveals a collection of Booty and Thighs sex toys as the name brand suggests. There were all different skin tones, sizes and textures, it was like a gold mine of sexual lust. 

“Oh my fucking goodness!”, Andrew is shocked at how many there were and the variety, and excited that he could actually pick any one he wished. 

“You can have anyone of these, because Coco Butta is mine”, Jay says. 

“What the hell are these and where did you get them?”, Andrew asked. 

“They’re called, Booty and Thighs. Got em at Sedusa’s Den, they were on sale so I just stocked up on a bunch of em, you know cause why not? Out here on the road might as well have some variety. Aint too often you get to get down out here on the road”. Andrew could completely understand where Jay was coming from, Andrew not being much a ladies man due to his attitude and tendency to be blunt with everyone, and ladies not being much of an Andrew…women because of this, and because it is well known that Andrew doesn’t have an adequate sized appendage so that’s a turn off. However, even though Jay had a wife at home, Jay still had to have something like these Booty and Thighs to tend to his pleasurable needs while out on the road. 

“So I can really have one of these?”, Andrew asks in disbelief that he would actually give him one of his toys. 

“Sure why not, consider it a welcome to the trucker life gift from me. And you did stick by my side in that scuffle the other day”. 

Andrew didn’t know which one he wanted, grabbing and rubbing on each one to see which one wiggled his worm, as much as he would like to have Coco Butter because it reminded him so much of his math teacher, Ms. Joaneesa. 

“I guess I’ll take this one”, Andrew picks out one that was a bit smaller and less thick than Coco Butter, but it suited him more. 

“Ooh Japanese college school girl, good choice”, Jay says. Even though Andrew stated that he would never do what he did again, he couldn’t wait to try out his new toy next time he is completely alone. 

“Well, it’s my turn to take a shower, thanks for the toy”, Andrew says tossing the toy into one of his duffel bags with his stuff. 

“Ya you go do that, clean yourself up. And don’t let me catch you with ma Coco Butta again”. 







































Chapter 10





Chapter Nine



Latte Lover’s Co. 







Gumdee and his Band were musicians of the folk blues and country scene, two of Jay’s favorite genre’s which was unfortunate for Andrew who had to sit and listen to him sing along full blast. 

“…and I knoooooooooww, my hat is missin’, and my boots, are gettin oooold!”, Jay howls the lyrics right in Andrews face damn near swerving into the other lane. 

Andrew would much rather be laying in the bunk, but Jay wanted him up front to observe his driving, and it seemed with the idea that Andrew would pick up on some bad habits which was common for some trainers to do. Andrew had no idea how the hell Jay was able to see through that windshield which was now covered in nasty gunk, dirt, bug splatter and everything else you can imagine, that narrowed the visibility of the road tremendously. It seemed the deeper they drove into Arizona, the bigger and nastier those bugs got, some of them looked so big they ought to have come from space, and some of the things that crashed into the windshield looked like human people! 

“Hey Jay, don’t you think it’s about time to wash this windshield soon?”, Andrew had to shout over the music. 

“Oh ya it should rain here soon”, Jay replies sipping from his trucker jug, “that’ll get it clean enough”. Andrew has learned one thing about Jay was that his philosophy on life was that everything was good enough. He never really strove for better than whatever he ended up with because to him, it was good enough. A strange variant of humility that Andrew has never heard of before. 

As the sky got darker, the roads got emptier and more mysterious as they got deeper into the forests of the state of Arizona, just the way Andrew liked it. 

“You believe in Bigfoot?”, Jay asks. 

“I don’t know. I’d have to see one myself to believe it”. 

“I’ve seen em. Suckers are big, hairy, stinky and a bad attitude”, Jay takes a gulp from his trucker jug, “they typically hang around truck stops!” 

It took Andrew a minute to absorb the joke but once he did, he started imagining actual Sasquatches wandering around the truck stops, taking showers, buying snacks and fueling their trucks. It was a funny thought. 





Latte Lover’s was a small business ran by the Checovinsky family and founded by the great grandmother of Denise Checovinsky before being handed down to her mother and then finally to her after her mothers death. Denise was married to Gary Checovinsky who ran the independent store alongside his beloved since the seventies. The business specialized in creating chocolate flavored treats and beverages, specifically caffeine beverages. Their business has recently came to a slow down after something disturbing was discovered in one of their ordered shipments of chocolate. 

“You don’t think we should call the police?”, Denise asks, “I still think we should call the police”. 

Gary had someone better in mind than the police, someone he was thinking about this very moment as he stirred his very hot coffee that he will always burn his tongue and lips sipping. 

“No, I told you, i know someone better to call. He’ll get to the bottom of whatever the hell goes on at Burgel’s Chocolate Company”, Gary says. Just then a loud bang that shook the walls of the entire building jolts the Checovinsky’s attention to the rear of the building. 

Outside was none other than Jay and Andrew, Jay slamming the truck into the loading dock. 

“Well, truckers are here”, Gary says. 

Jay and Andrew jump out of the truck and greet the two. 

“Hi, here for a pick up”, Jay states. 

“Yes, yes but come in lets get out of this cold to do that paperwork”, says Denise as they hurry out of the slow falling snow and into the warm cozy building. 

“I’ve seen your face before, you been here before?”, Gary asks Jay. 

“Yep, but I normally deliver”, Jay replies. 

“You won’t believe what we found in the chocolate that evil company sent us”, Denise says preparing some coffee for the two truckers. 

“I’ve seen a lot out there on the road, I’m willing to believe damn near anything at this point”, Jay says. 

“Don’t tell em Denise!”, Gary snaps, “the fallout of such knowledge spilling out to the public could be disastrous, especially to our company! Look, we found something really bad in our chocolate and we’ve been customers of Burgel’s Chocolate for a long time so there’s no telling how many times we’ve missed something like this. But I know a guy who would be much better suited to handle this problem in secrecy”. 

Andrew couldn’t help but think about Jimmie when he said that. 

“This guy you’re talking about, his name wouldn’t be Jimmie would it?”, Andrew asks. 

“No no, I actually don’t even know his name, he goes by some alias, uh, what was it now…”, Gary peers at the ceiling as he thought, Denise handing Jay and Andrew their cups of coffee, “nacho…pistachio…something like that I don’t know, but he’s like some kind of investigator, detective above the law. And does his job much better than the police that’s for damn sure”, Gary says and nearly spits his coffee out all over the place. 

“Dammit Gary! If you’re not going to wait for it to cool down at least blow on it before you take a sip!”, Denise scolds. 

Andrew squinted at his cup of coffee, something sounded eerily suspicious about this detective they were talking about. 

“Well we do gotta get going, show this new driver how to work that reefer unit”, Jay says getting up from the bar stool. Andrew follows suit. 

“Oh absolutely, we don’t want to hold you up”, Denise says as they all walk towards the back door.



When the Checovinsky’s freight loading team had finished loading the trailer and Jay had retrieved the paperwork, is was time to trek all the way to Ogden Utah where at this time the cold and snow would make your balls freeze and fall off, and you can use them as ice balls to chill your beverage. 









































Chapter 11





Chapter Ten



Free Chocolate…







Luckily there was no line when Andrew and Jay arrived on site, breezing right thru to the guard shack. Jay of course accompanied him to the window where they would check in, being that this was Andrew’s very first load, he wasn’t expecting to be greeted by such grumpy people. Before Andrew could even finish saying hello and telling the lady why they were there and all their other information, she was cutting him off as if none of that information was needed. It seemed the lady had enough of the day and just wanted to go home and thought that Andrew and his jolly attitude was a perfect target for her sour mood. 

“Have you been here before?”, the lady asks, flicking the sliding  window to the side like it had been bothering her all day. 

“Well this is my first load so-”, Andrew begins but is rudely interrupted once again. 

“So you haven’t been here before?”, she says sourly. 

“No…”, Andrew was in such a good mood about being out on the road that he tried his best not to let the negativity of this one lady and her bitchy attitude bring him down, but Andrew couldn’t help it, he’s never really taken an attitude from anyone else before, why would he start now? Well for starters, he is making more money then he ever has before and he’s getting to do what he always wanted, so to anyone with a decent brain that would suffice enough to keep cool and let the petty bullshit slide. This is where Andrew’s pride liked to take over and make him into a dummy. After they were done filling out the paperwork, Jay wanted some free chocolate and he wanted it now. Oh how Andrew wished he could be oblivious to the emotions of other people like Jay was, his desire for some candy blocking out all sense of a human negative tone. 

“What about our free chocolate?”, Jay asks innocently but demanding. The guard lady slams the window shut. 

“Oh fuck no! What the fuck is her problem?”, Andrew begins to knock on the door with some effort put into it so they can hear. The door was made of some kind of hollow material that made his knocks sound a bit louder than they actually were which is what Andrew wanted. They can hear coming from inside the guard people losing their minds and Andrew hadn’t the slightest idea what caused it. Were they getting sick of eating chocolate all day and it was getting to their heads making them crazy like crack? Was it that claustrophobic in there? Was she on her fuckin period? All these possibilities ran thru Andrews head as he listened to them now inside yelling and complaining that he was banging on the door, but from the sounds of their erratic voices, you would’ve thought a killer or robber was trying to break in and get them. Andrew stood there with a look of “they can’t be serious right now”, on his face as he listened to them going crazy over nothing. Jay didn’t give a fuck. After Andrew tried his knock on the door again, Jay went ahead and pounded on the window and demanded they give them some free chocolate. 

“I want ma chocolate!”, Jay yells. 

“I want an explanation as to why we are being treated this way! Your attitude is uncalled for!”, Andrew shouts trying to sound as professional as he could thru his annoyance as he repeatedly knocked on the door until finally they opened it. They looked like they were strung out on drugs they were so angry for no reason. 

“What the fuck is your guy’s problem?”, Andrew yells in their faces, “we’re just trying to deliver your fucking product and do our jobs what’s with the unnecessary attitude?” 

“I asked you if you been here before and you give me this smart ass reply!”, the lady snarls. Andrew couldn’t think how his response was at all in tone of being a smart ass as all he was trying to do was be nice, but he quickly realized that it wasn’t he that was the problem, it was her having some kind of bad day and decided to take it out him for some reason. That’s what made him angry about the situation more than anything. Why did she think he was the one? Why would she think he was just going to accept being treated like that when it was probable that she did not carry the same tone with someone else. It didn’t matter any more, all Andrew wanted to do now was get the heck outta there before he said or did anything else stupid - and offensive apparently. 

“Come on Jay let’s just go and get back on the road we can’t let these people stop us from making money, especially since I just started”, Andrew attempts to budge Jay towards the truck but he might as well been trying to move a tree, as Jay didn’t budge at all. 

“We’re not leaving till I get ma free chocolate”, Jay states. 

“You got your paperwork, go pick up your trailer and leave now!” the lady screams. 

“Chocolate and I want it now!”, Jay screams back. 

“Fine! You guys won’t leave?”, the lady goes back into the shack and Andrew could hear them screeching and growling about doing something. Moments later, actual growls and howls and screeching that sounded like some kind of animal began to echo from the shack. 

“What the heck?”, Andrew says in confusion, “They really are on drugs”. 

What happened next Andrew couldn’t believe his eyes. What emerged from the shack doors were two hideous monstrosities, sliming with a dark colored substance. It was like they morphed into some kind of clay monster. 

“Leave! No Chocolate for you!”, The monster growls sounding like a gurgling idiot. 

“Shit Jay! lets Skedaddle!”, but Jay was determined to fight for some free chocolate, readying his fists and getting into a linebacker stance. 

“Not till I get ma chocolate!” The monsters stomped towards the team of drivers. Suddenly, Andrew thought back to what Jimmie Dawn said in orientation. And when I say something serious…i mean serious”. Andrew pulls out his phone and dials for Jimmie Dawns personal cell number. 



Jimmie Dawn was just ending a call with an unknown person when Andrew’s name popped up on his phone screen. Could something be happening already? Or was Andrew calling for a reason that he thought was serious enough to dial his personal cell when it was actually small like a lot of his other drivers would do? He touches the answer button to find out. 

“What’s up Andrew, is everything alright?” 

“Yo Jimmie, we got a serious situation here…”, Andrew says and didn’t really need to say more as Jimmie could hear in the background the sounds of the monsters. Jimmie pulls up their load to refresh his memory on where they were at and upon seeing the company name, he knew exactly what to do. 

“Okay, Andrew listen to me, what you are facing is a security tactic created by the company in order to ward off robbers, now normally you would be fucked, but being that it is below thirty degrees out there in Ogden right now, you have a chance”, Jimmie explains. Meanwhile, Jay tries to defend himself throwing a well executed punch at one of them, his fist sliding right off their chocolate covered faces. Rumbling noises can be heard being generated in their gurgling pits akin to mouths, in what could be heard of as laughter. 

Andrew wasn’t exempt from the monsters’ wrath as one of them stomp towards him. 

“I hate truckers!”, the monster that shared characteristics with the lady he first came into contact with growls. 

“So what do I do?”, Andrew says frantically, “this thing is coming after me?” 

“Remain calm, driver. You just have to hold them out long enough before the cold starts to harden the chocolate”. The chocolate monster erupts with a geyser of fudge aimed at Andrew who narrowly jumps out the way in time, diving under the trailer. 

“Get back here!”, the monster yells, “i want my free truck driver! Yuuum!” 

Back at the fight with Jay, the monsters he was battling were starting to move noticeably slower. The cold weather must be taking effect on their bodies already. 

 Andrew rolled from under the trailer on the opposite side, but the monster was ahead of him and was able to leap on top of the trailer. 

“You punk ass truck drivers getting to go all over the country making all kinds of money while I sit in this cramped little shack, filling out paperwork, smelling you stinky mother-truckers, and eating chocolate all day!”, the monsters howls, “you want chocolate?”, the monster leaps at Andrew, its fists above its head ready to hammer smash Andrew, “here’s some fucking chocolate!” 

Andrew dashes out of the way as the monster crashes to the ground, a huge splash of chocolate and snow shooting into the air. Andrew falls into the snow losing his grasp on his phone. 

“Andrew?”, Jimmie could hear the commotion and knew Andrew must’ve been captured, “Andrew are you there? What happened?” 

Andrew turned over expecting to see the monster standing over him, ready to devour his ass, but all he saw thru the snow was the monster still in the same place it had landed. It was stuck, the force of the fall and impact shocked the chocolate freezing it in place. The monsters that were attacking Jay were now frozen solid as well. 

“Well I guess that does it”, Jay says, “now gimme ma chocolate”. The monsters grumble and growl not able to move. Andrew retrieves his phone. 

“Jimmie, I think it worked, the monsters are frozen”. 

“Okay so now I want you to go into your truck and get a tire thumper or some kind of blunt object, and you have to hurry before their internal heating unit used to power their fudge blasters, activates and melts them back”, Jimmie orders. Andrew runs for the truck and opens the side compartment of the truck immediately finding the tire thumper, a blunt object used to check the air status of a tire. If it thumped, the tire was good. 

“I got the tire thumper”, Andrew says. 

“Now I want you to bash the chocolate encasements just hard enough to break the shells but be careful not to hurt the people inside”. 

“Sure I’ll try…”, Andrew says and goes over to the monster that was stuck with its fists planted to the ground. 

“Fuck, you truckers piss me off! You don’t deserve such a life!”, the monster growls. But Andrew could care less what it was saying and whacks it upside the head ignoring Jimmie’s advice not to hurt whoever was inside. The encasement over the lady’s head broke after three whacks with that tire thumper, exposing the angry face he was familiar with. 

“I think I prefer the head of that chocolate monster instead”, Andrew comments. The lady’s lips curled into a vicious snarl. 

















































































Chapter 12



Chapter Eleven



Sign it and Date it…







With their new empty trailer, Jay and Andrew made their way back to the guard shack to check out. The ambulances and fire trucks were still out tending to the cold, shivering fudge monsters as the artificial chocolate melted away. 

“Come on, lets go get our signed paperwork and our free chocolate”, Jay slugs open the door and the two make their way to the shack. Unfortunately, all the guards that were supposed to sign the paperwork, were being tended to by paramedics, so Jay took this opportunity to smuggle some boxes of chocolate while Andrew went to retrieve the signatures. 

“She’s almost completely thawed out”, one of the paramedics says. 

“Ya I don’t care, she can be a frozen fudge cake forever for all I care”, Andrew says sourly getting him a dirty look from one of the firemen. 

“I just need a signature so we can get out of here”, Andrew hands the paper to the lady with the bad attitude. 

“My arms are still frozen so I can’t”, she snarls with a sneer. 

“Well someone’s gonna have to give us a signature”, Andrew turns to one of the other frozen fudge monsters. 

“I’ll sign it, I have one arm free, sort of…”, the guy takes the pen in a shaky hand and scribbles on the paper his best ‘fuck you’. 

“Thanks!”, Andrew says and hurries back to the truck where Jay was already helping himself to his brand new bars of chunky chocolate with nuts. 

Andrew jumps in the truck. 

“Alright we got the signatures, lets get the fuck outta here!” 

Jay licks his fingers and with a rumble of truck engine, they take off, passing by the monsters who were all glaring at them viciously. 

“Onto the next load!”, Jay howls as they leave the scene. 







Get There LLC…



Jimmie stormed the halls of the headquarters in his search for someone behaving oddly on the floor and talking to herself. It wasn’t long before he found what the cleaner was describing. Sally Mallon was on her hands and knees, peering under tables and chairs and nooks and cranny’s when  she finally felt the looming presence of Jimmie standing over her concerned. 

“Hey Sally? You lose something?”, he asks. 

“Uh, ya, I just lost my earing”, Sally says getting up, “you didn’t happen to see a tiny pearl laying around anywhere?”

“No”, Jimmie says scratching his head, “but who were you talking to?” 

“Oh I was just kicking myself for losing one of my precious pearls. They were given to me by uh, a really good friend of mine”, Sally laughs with the cuteness of a chipmunk. 

“Alright well, Marie was concerned about you, she said she’s never seen you behave this way”. 

In Sally’s head she was strangling Marie and drowning her in the toilet of the womens bathroom. 

“Oh. No its normal behavior, what the hell does Marie know, she only sees me a few times a day”. Sally looks at Jimmie with hearts in her eyes. 

“Well, just checking on you-” 

“Hey Jimmie?”, Sally calls after him before he could get too far down the hall. Jimmie turns to look at her. 

“Are you in some kind of club? I mean Im asking because I could’ve sworn I’ve seen you with a bunch of people wearing some funny costumes-” 

“I think you have me mistaken for someone else Sally”, Jimmie says and turns to walk away as calmly as possible. 

Sally peered at him thru suspicious eyes, her hazel, mysterious eyes. Who was Jimmie Dawn really? This is all she could really think about whenever she saw him. On top of wearing his marriage ring of course. 

“Hello? My earing is still missing miss Sally?”, a voice seeps into the empty hall. 

“Oh right, im on it”, and Sally goes back to searching for the precious pearl earing. 







Wesley A. L. Williams 




























