




Chapter 1


The truck stop on Route 70 just outside of Grand Junction in Colorado was similar to the thousands of other trucks stops across America. They were an oasis to the thousands of truckers that crossed the United States daily, a place to fuel, eat, get directions, surf the net and sleep. They were open 24 hours a day and rarely closed during holidays. 

The trucker’s life was one of never ending roads, never ending deadlines, greasy food, lack of sleep and sometimes too much booze. There were the occasional fight, but there was also a bond between truckers, one that existed in the stories they told to defending each other on the battlefield that was America’s highways. Trucking was also the most misunderstood of jobs, without America’s semi-trucks the economy would quickly fail. Trucks brought everything, everywhere nonstop. Rail was making a comeback but still it was the truck that brought the goods to stores and supplies to businesses. 

But there was a dark side also. 

Trucks were used to bring other things across America also, from illegal drugs to bombs. 

There were always a few bad apples to spoil the bushel.


Olivia Jordan pulled off the highway into the UTS truck stop. Slowly she drove around the parking lot between many of the semi-trucks that were parked there, some their engines running and their parking lights on. Finally she found what she was looking for, a light tan Freightliner rig with the dull but still noticeable letters of Acme painted on the side. The truck was running like most of the other trucks, it was easier to keep them idling in the winter than shut them down and risk a hard restart. Pulling up where there was automobile parking she peered through the windshield at the huge bay window and the restaurant beyond. There were many truckers inside, some were women but it was still a male dominated field and mostly men filled the booths. 


Getting out of her car she slung her purse over her shoulder and casually walked through the doors into the restaurant. A quick glance across the room and she found who she was looking for. A dark haired man with a long rat shaped face. He had a bushy moustache and a slight beard; his hair was messy indicating he had been on a long haul. Olivia put her purse down on the counter and sat on one of the barstools at the very end. She unzipped her black leather coat and pushed out her long flaxen hair then sat down. 

  “Want a menu?” a large older woman asked approaching.

  “No thanks, just a black coffee please,” she replied. 

Twisting slightly on her stool she was able to keep an eye on the man in the corner booth. The waitress brought her a mug and filled it with what Olivia could easily tell was old burnt coffee that had been sitting in the pot for hour’s…maybe even days. Grabbing the cup she feigned taking a sip. Just the smell was making her sick to her stomach. She knew though that she wouldn’t be here long. The rat man never stayed in one place too long. Even now she could see that he was nervous, glancing out the window then around the room as if he was trying to evade death. 

She had tracked him from the warehouse he loaded at in California to Oregon, Idaho, Wyoming and finally here in Colorado. 

This was boring her to no end.

If she had her own way she would have capped them all at the warehouse in California then beating the information out of whoever lived for information about whom they were supplying in the East.

She was on loan from the National Security Agency to the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms to assist them in a huge weapons smuggling ring. Arms were being shipped from South America up through Mexico then into California for distribution across the country to gangs, crime organizations and to who knows whom else. 

Technically…she was out of her jurisdiction; her job was to track the shipment from South America until it reached the United States border. At that point BATF agents would take over and follow the shipment. 

She always had a way of bucking the system. 

Ticking off superiors

Creating a trail of destruction wherever she went.

She also never failed on a mission…ever.


Glancing again at the man he was noticeably nervous. She decided to push the envelope. Getting up from her seat she grabbed her purse then her coffee cup and casually walked over to the man. As she approached he glanced up into her face more in awe than nervousness. Olivia Jordan was a woman that turned most men’s heads. She was in her early 40’s yet looked considerably younger, she had long flaxen hair and long legs and a face and body that would make most high priced fashion models weep with despair. 

She was also the NSA’s top field agent. 

She was also too damn violent.

  “Hi can I sit with you for a moment?” she said to the man smiling.

  “Why” he said his eyes almost not meeting hers.

  “Well, I noticed from the counter where I was sitting that you looked lonely,” she said continuing to smile.

The man said nothing and she set her coffee cup down and sat down in the booth opposite the man who instantly became even more nervous.

  “You looking for anything?” she asked.

  “You a hooker?” he bluntly asked.

  “I’m a professional escort, yes,” she said.

  “Go somewhere else,” he said glancing out the window.

  “You gay?” she bluntly asked instantly drawing his attention.

  “No are you?” he snapped obviously irritated with her question.

  “Well, I suppose, I have been known to cross the tracks a few times,” she giggled then reached into her purse.

The man instantly went on alert his attention drawn to her hand within the purse.

  “Man are you nervous or what?” she said withdrawing a small lipstick container.

As soon as the man saw it he exhaled loudly and resumed his stare out of the window. Olivia put her lipstick on glancing out the window in the relative direction of where he was looking. From where they sat she could see the man’s truck in the distance. He was keeping a close eye on it.

  “So you have a truck out there?” she said blotting her lips on a napkin.

  “Yeah” he said finally meeting her eyes.

  “Got a sleeper on the back?” she smiled. “I’m really good in small tight places, are you?”

  “Go find someone else whore,” he said softly.

  “Like it rough? You could tie me up,” she said coyly.

  “I would like you to leave me alone,” he said almost snarling at her.

  “I come pretty cheap, maybe a ride to the next state?” she asked.

  “No”

  “A few bucks for a meal?” 

  “No”

  “Another cup of coffee?”

He looked at her strangely saying nothing.

  “You haven’t drank the one you have,” he replied.

  “You smell this shit?” she said looking down at her cup then up at his, which was empty. “You drank yours huh?”

  “Will you please shut up and just go hit up on someone else?” he said with disgust.

  “Hey baby, if this dope don’t want a good time I’d like one,” a voice spoke from behind her.

Olivia turned to see a huge man, as big as he was tall standing next to the booth. His gut overhung like a gigantic sack of flour making his belt disappear in a sea of flesh. He wore a blue denim shirt and blue jeans. His hair was a brush cut and he sported a hat that said “Keep on Truckin” He was unshaven and missing teeth, his nose looked like it had been hit a few times and it now had a crook to the left. He also had tattoos all over his arms; most from what she could see were nude women and religious symbols. He also wore the usual chain that hooked to his wallet in his back pocket.

  “Go away” she said turning her attention back to the man in front of her.

  “What you talking about baby, this dope already said to you he didn’t want any…. and I do, so come on let’s you and I get it on,” he said with authority.

  “I said go away,” she said again this time with more force.

  “You saying no to old Jasper?” he said his eyebrows turned down in anger.

  “Old Jasper should go to the bathroom and relieve himself, you should also go find a shower and spend a few days in it,” she said coldly.

Suddenly one of his huge hands clasp onto her right wrist and with a swift movement he yanked her half out of the seat. 

Her jacket also opened revealing the .45 Beretta she carried.

The rat man’s face sitting across from her instantly gasped in shock his eyes glued to the weapon. Olivia was quick; she snapped her left hand out striking the big man beneath the chin. 

He just laughed.

With another yank he forced her out of the booth his other hand grabbing her free wrist.

  “I suggest you let go of me,” she said as she watched the rat man dash from the booth. 

  “Oh come on baby, let’s you and I go for a long, long ride,” he continued to laugh.

  “I don’t have time for this,” she said as she watched the man dash out the door.

With one swift movement she jumped up off the ground then rammed her feet directly into the man’s groin. The look on the man’s face was one of horror, he seemed to be frozen for a moment the expression on his face looking as if it was etched in granite. Then his grip on her eased slightly.

Olivia almost freed her hands but he clasped onto them again a determination on his face, along with rage.

  “Hey take it outside will you?” the heavyset waitress yelled out.

  “Come on baby, time for you and me to go,” he said then hefted her clear off the floor and over his shoulder.

Olivia, her hands now free beat as hard as she could on his back, but the man was so big her blow had no effect. 

This was humiliating.

  “Put me down you ox, I’m a federal agent on a case,” she said.

  “Sure babe and I was the centerfold in Playgirl magazine last month,” he said as he pushed out through the restaurant doors.

As he carried her across the parking lot she noticed that the rat-man’s truck was pulling out onto the highway again. This wasn’t going the way she had hoped.

Twisting she brought her arm around the front of the man’s face knocking his baseball cap off and stopping him in his tracks. There was no way to break his neck; it was almost as thick as her upper thigh. Instead she pried back just under his nose. She heard him gasp; he then staggered backwards loosing his footing. Moments later they both hit the hard ground with a thud. 

Olivia rolled quickly away from the man and bounded to her feet. She had to resolve this issue quickly or she would loose the truck. The huge man rolled like a beach ball then crawled his way to his feet the look of sheer anger plastered across his face, his eyebrows turned down his eyes squinting. 

  “I’m gonna hurt you lady, then I’m gonna get my piece of ass,” he snarled spittle coming from his mouth.

  “Go away ox, I told you I’m a federal agent,” she said. 

  “Don’t matter none now,” he said then charged her.

Olivia quickly dodged his advance like a matador would avoid a bull. He was quick, but not quick enough to capture her. 

  “Look I don’t want to hurt you,” she said. “I could use your help.”

Suddenly the man stopped his advance as if her asking for help had been an invisible wall. 

  “You want my help?” he looked at her dumbfounded.

  “Yes, that man I was sitting with is carrying guns…lots of guns. I need to stop that truck!” she said.

The ox relaxed slightly and stood upright pulling his pants up as he did. 

  “You really a fed?” he asked scooping his hat off the ground.

Olivia reached into her jacket pocket and produced her identification showing him. The man glanced at it then looked at her.

  “What can I do to help?” he asked his entire demeanor changing.

  “Can you catch that light tan rig that just left here?” she asked.

  “Sure, I ain’t got a load yet and if he’s carrying then we should be able to make better speed,” he said.

  “Come on then,” she said. 

The big man ran over to a black Kenworth rig with a flat trailer behind. Olivia climbed up into the passenger seat and looked around. The inside of the cab was plastered with nude women. The ceiling had pin ups and centerfolds cut out of men’s magazines. There were two nude jiggling dolls mounted to the dash their boobs swinging back and forth as the rig shook. The gearshift knob was even a pair of large breasts with huge nipples. Black faux fur covered the dash adding to the disgusting image. Looking up there were gel fresheners of centerfolds hanging from the ceiling. 

She didn’t have the stomach to look in the sleeper cab.

  “Put yer seatbelt on,” he said jamming the gearshift knob into gear. 

  “I’d rather not,” she replied.

The truck jerked and bounced forward quickly running out onto the main highway. The ox ran through the gears quickly bringing the truck up to speed. 

  “Put it to the floor, I give you permission,” she said to him.

  “Awright he beamed,” obviously excited by the prospect, he pushed his foot hard to the floor. 

Grabbing the mike to the CB radio he turned it on and keyed the mike. 

  “To the light tan truck on Route 70…we’re on yer ass good buddy…on yer ass!” he said then hung up the mike. 

Olivia suddenly noticed the odor within the cab…it was of a sexual nature and totally disgusting. She opened the window letting the cold night air rush through and keeping her from loosing her stomach. 

  “Guns huh?” he said to her. “Gonna sell them on the streets in some city and kill kids or something right?”

  “Yeah” she muttered keeping her eyes on the road in front of them. 

The road was straight with little to no curves. In the distance they could make out the faint lights of the tractor and trailer. Glancing at his speedometer the needle was buried they were topping well over 90mph, maybe even more. 

Their prey was quickly approaching.

The truck ahead was traveling fast but not fast enough. They drew quickly up behind it, the ox grabbing the air horn and yanking on the cord. A wail of sound emanated from the horns loud enough to cause her to wince. The ox tried to pass him on the left but the rat man quickly swung his truck into the oncoming lane stopping them. 

  “What now?” the ox asked.

  “Try to pass him on the shoulder,” she pointed to the side.

The ox quickly tried to pass the truck on the left again but the rat man brought his rig quickly into the oncoming lane forcing them onto the shoulder. 

  “Floor it!” Olivia yelled.

The truck rumbled along the shoulder cleaving a speed limit sign off. The ox tried to get up enough speed to pass but the rough shoulder was slowing him down too much.

  “Can’t do it, not enough power to navigate the shoulder at this speed,” the ox said drawing once again up behind the rat man.

  “Draw up on the right side of him and nudge his trailer over,” she said.

  “Yer kidding right?” the ox looked at her shocked.

  “You want me to do it?” she said. “You just do that and leave the rest to me.”

Olivia opened the door and climbed out onto the side step she then reached out and grabbed hold of one of the rungs on the side and in one swift move propelled herself onto the flat trailer behind.

  “What are ya freakin doin?” the ox yelled.

Olivia stood upright on the back of the trailer happy to be out of the ox’s perverted cab. The truck swerved once to the left forcing the rat man to yawl the trailer to the left to keep them from potentially passing again. The ox however quickly moved to the right bringing the nose of his rig along the side of the trailer. The rat man saw too late what was being done. He swung the trailer back again only to collide with the front of the ox’s rig. The ox responded quickly yanking the wheel hard to the left. 

The rat man felt the impact then his trailer beginning to slide out of control behind. As she expected the ox anchored the brakes as soon as the rat man’s trailer went out of control. 

She leapt. 

Her body collided with the back of the trailer and she hung onto the arms that closed the rear doors. With an agility that astounded the ox she clambered up the side of the trailer onto the roof with ease. The trailer was skidding sideways in the road now the tires smoking leaving rubber in long trails as they went.

The rat man was good though and began to correct the skid of the trailer. 

Olivia was making her way to the cab when she felt the impact of the ox’s truck. The blow was sufficient to cause the trailer to skid sideways in the road again and then slowly begin lurching to the right. 

Olivia had to end this quickly.

Drawing her pistol she gripped the edge of the trailer roof and leaned over as far as she’d dared. She could just make out the duel wheels. Taking the pistol she fired repeatedly down at them blowing both tires instantly.

The trailer, now unbalanced began to tip over. 

Olivia scrambled as quickly as possible to the other side of the trailer as it began to go over onto its side. As it hit the road it pulled the tractor over with it as well. Sparks flew lighting up the night like a gigantic crude firework. The trailer shattered spilling crates, which burst upon hitting the road spilling rifles and pistols and other weapons.

Olivia hung onto the side her pistol falling from her hand as she struggled to cling to the tiny rail that made up the edge of the trailer, a huge piece of metal ripped up and bent in her direction as if to cut her in two. Instead it continued to rip then sailed off along with the rest of the debris that now scattered across the road. The ox dropped back stopping. 

The trailer snapped off from the tractor then began to roll. 

Olivia couldn’t clamber up the side quick enough. The trailer was going to go over on her. 

She let go.

Her body slammed into the road just as the trailer flipped the blown rear tire rim sailing past her body with inches to spare. The leather of Olivia’s coat took the brunt of the hard pavement as she skidded across it then off onto the dirt where she flipped and bounced a few times before coming to rest.

With a stamina that would awe an Olympic athlete she climbed to her feet wobbling as she struggled to regain her senses.

 The trailer finally came to a stop 30 yards away and instantly exploded in a huge fireball that lit up the night sky with a massive mushroom cloud. The concussion was enough to knock her clear off her feet and back almost 3yards. She hit the ground hard, groaned then rolled over on her back burning debris falling all around her. Staring up at the clear cold night sky she saw her breath rise up and then darkness quickly closed in. Her last thought before she passed out was how pissed the brass was going to be.


She was back in the ox’s tractor surrounded by nude women. He grinned at her showing a missing front tooth. He talked but she couldn’t make out a word he said. Glancing out the front windshield she saw nothing, no road, no lights, nothing it was as if the world never existed outside of the ox’s cab. She then turned to the ox again and he thumbed over his shoulder to the sleeper cab behind. Olivia didn’t want to look back there; she knew from the ox’s cab that whatever lurked behind the curtains would be more hideous than what existed in the cab of the truck. 

Yet she was compelled to, as if looking behind the curtain would answer all her questions. Glancing at the ox he rolled his eyes back and grinned at her thumbing again to the curtain. He made no noise and she found that odd. 

Reaching out she noticed her hand shook, and then noticed that her fingers looked different as if the hand wasn’t hers. Looking at her fingers for a moment she realized that it wasn’t her hand that was going to part the curtains. Reaching out she touched the curtains, which were made of the same black faux fur that covered the dash. 

Beyond the curtain was a red light. Her first sight was the ceiling, which was also covered in nude photos of women. Most had huge breasts, which she determined where the ox’s favorite. To her the sleeper cab seemed huge, vast and almost cathedral like. She then noticed something leaking from the edge into the cab with her, looking down she saw that it was blood and something else of which she couldn’t make out. Her gaze then cast upon the cause of it. 

Stacked like cordwood there were bodies nude bodies of women. Their eyes were gouged out their faces contorted in shock and horror frozen stiff at the moment of their death. The skin around their necks were black as if they had been strangled by a powerful force, their necks were also crushed, almost flat. Some of the bodies had cuts and slices across their faces, arms, legs and torsos. Some had their breast cut off strewn about he sleeper cab like toys. 

Her eyes were transfixed on the horror and she saw something flash out of the corner of her eyes. The ox had lunged at her with a beak shaped knife, one used to skin a deer.

She screamed.

Olivia sat upright sweat pouring off her body. Her hand gripped between her breasts as if keeping her heart inside her chest. For a moment she was disoriented then quickly the image of terror was replaced with the image of a hospital room. 


Looking around the room it looked pretty much like others she had been in. She was in a private room and the IV rack that hung from a pole dripped fluids into her through a needle in her hand. There was a heart monitor also the unit beeping softy every few seconds as it monitored her vital signs. For an instant she looked at her arms then wiggled her toes to make sure they worked. She then peeked down the front of the hospital gown. 

She still had her breasts the dream wasn’t real.


Abruptly the door opened and a black nurse walked in carrying a small clipboard. As the door closed she could see that just outside the room sat a man on chair, obviously protecting her…or keeping her prisoner.

  “Glad to see you’re with us finally,” the nurse smiled checking the IV drip.

  “How…how long?” Olivia asked.

  “Oh just a few hours ago…I think it was 5 or 6 actually,” the nurse said.

  “My clothes?” Olivia asked.

  “What do you need them for right now? You’re going to stay right in bed and rest, you need it,” the nurse said almost scolding.

  “Where is this hospital?” Olivia asked.

  “Wheat Ridge General Hospital, just outside of Denver. You were flown in here earlier,” the nurse explained.

  “I need a telephone…need one right away,” Olivia quickly said.

  “You need rest my dear,” the nurse said then took her temperature.

  “You don’t understand, I’m a federal agent, I need a telephone,” Olivia said again.

  “You just need to sit back and rest. I’ll see what I can do about getting you a telephone OK?” the nurse said in a tone that did not convince Olivia.

Olivia said nothing, she watched the nurse and when she was finished she turned and started to leave the room. When she opened the door another man was just opening it. He was a tall man, broad shoulders; young she guessed that he was in his early 30’s his hair dark almost black. He had a stern face, handsome, very handsome. He smiled at the nurse with a charming and very sensual smile. 

He then glanced into the room at her.

Letting the door go after the nurse left he slipped his hands in his pockets as he approached her bed. His suit was navy blue, his tie a solid burgundy. She could also tell by the way the suit hung on him…he was well built. 

  “Olivia Jordan?” the man asked in a sweet soft voice.

  “Who wants to know?” she softly replied her eyes locked on his which were hazel in color.

  “I’m agent Christopher Andrews with the BATF,” he smiled extending his hand.

Olivia shook his hand slightly then licked her lips. 

  “You want some water?” he asked motioning to the cup of ice water that sat on a tray next to bed.

Olivia shook her head indicating she was fine.

  “What can I do for you agent Andrews?” she said diverting her eyes from him.

  “Please call me Chris,” he smiled. “We’d like to know…what happened?”

  “Well as you can probably guess I stopped your truck,” she said.

  “Oh yeah we know about that, we were picking weapons up for the last couple of hours,” he grinned. “What we need to know is what were you doing in Colorado?”

  “Stopping your truck,” she said.

  “Please correct me if I’m wrong but according to our records you were suppose to turn the case over to us at the Mexican border…am I correct on this?” he asked.

  “Yeah, that was what was suppose to happen,” she said not meeting his eyes.

  “Why didn’t you?” he asked.

  “Things were moving fast…your men could have lost the trail…quickly,” she sighed. “I did turn over the information on the warehouse where it all starts,” she said.

  “Yes, we got that…that was a huge haul…a big break, shut the whole operation right down,” he nodded.

  “Glad to hear it,” she breathed.

  “So why didn’t you let us handle the rig?” he asked.

  “I like to handle things on my own,” she quickly replied.

  “That we know,” he almost laughed drawing her attention.

  “Then why the 50 questions?” 

  “I…personally just wanted to hear it from you,” he smiled. “Can I pull up a chair?” he pointed to one against the wall.

  “Help yourself,” she said.

Grabbing the chair he pulled it up next to her bed and sat down.

   “You know, our bureau knows squat about the NSA but we have heard about you, least someone like you. You’re like a ghost throughout the branches Miss Jordan,” he smiled.

  “Ms. Jordan,” she corrected him. “Call me Olivia anyway.”

  “Nobody has heard your name or ever seen you but some of the things you’ve done…amazing simply amazing,” he smiled. 

  “Glad to impress you,” she said again looking away.

  “I talked to my chief, who in turn talked to your agency, a guy named Mason?” he said. “Well anyway, it took a hell of a lot but I got myself assigned to you…as your partner.”

  “What in the hell are you talking about?” Olivia looked at him frowning.

  “We’re working together on this case,” he said. “I nearly got fired pulling it off but they finally caved in. That Mason guy said it would be good for you.”

  “What case? What in the hell are you talking about?” she shook her head her irritation quickly growing.

  “The weapon” he looked at her frowning also. 

  “What weapon?” she asked.

  “Huh…I thought you’d been briefed already,” he said. 

  “I just woke up,” she sighed again.

  “He’s just eager…Ms. Jordan,” a voice spoke from the doorway.

Standing there was a huge black man his face seeming to be etched from granite. His shoulders were broad, the man looked like he should have been quarterback on a major football team. In his hand, held tightly against his herringbone suit jacket he carried a black leather folder. Closing the door behind him he walked further into the room his eyes going from Chris to her.

  “Sometimes he’s just far too eager,” he said looking at Chris who looked away. “My name is Peter Blake, I’m…” he began to say.

  “You’re the top cheese of the BATF,” she quickly said.

  “Yes” he replied. “I was suppose to be here before Mr. Eager here to brief you on our new situation.”

  “What’s going on director?” she asked.

  “Well for starters we obviously were not too happy on how you finished this mission…without bringing us in on it. You were out of your jurisdiction…way out,” he sighed. “After talking to your boss…and listening to him ranting about how undisciplined you really are…I can understand why.”

  “So why are you bringing me in on this new mission then?” she asked.

  “Call it interdepartmental cross culturing,” he coldly said. “You are, according to Mason, the best the NSA has…and I think we’re going to need the best on this one.”

  “OK, what are we talking about here?” she asked.

  “Ever seen this before?” he said pulling a photograph from the leather folder and handing it to her.

Olivia looked at the photo, it was of a round cylinder the base and top shaped like an octagon with controls on the bottom half. The top and base were black the cylinder a dull gunmetal color. 

  “Looks like a hand held pump you pump pools out with,” she said handing the photo back to Blake.

  “We have…had intelligence go over it,” Blake said. “Before we could figure out what it was…the military became involved and confiscated it by direct order from the President.”

  “Now it’s sounding more like a secret weapon developed by the military and it got out somehow,” she said. “Not totally uncommon as far as I’m concerned.”

  “I know, it took an act of God but I managed to get hold of your dossier, had to pull some pretty heavy strings too. That’s why I requested you for this mission,” he said. 

  “Whom do I answer to?” she asked.

  “Nobody but me on this one…and I mean nobody not even in your own organization,” Blake added.

  “We don’t know how far up the ladder this goes and what we’re even dealing with,” Chris said clearing his throat.

  “Do I have to?” she said her eyes looking at Chris.

  “Yes you do, Andrews is a fine agent, been with us for over 5 years. He’s a former Navy Seal also so he should be able to keep up with you,” Blake explained.

  “Seal huh? Last one I worked with tried to kill me,” she said looking at Chris.

  “I’ll be there when you need me Olivia…trust me,” Chris said with a warm smile. 

  “Let me see that picture again,” she asked.

Blake handed her the photograph. Olivia stared at it as if the object would come alive and tell her all she wanted to know. Instead she tried to see something in the photo that she had missed before. 

The more she stared at it the more her heart raced, her gut told her whatever it did it was more deadly than anything known to man. 

