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               The gray and black 18-wheeler rumbled down the highway.     The truck cab and jet black trailer were literally one .     The face of the truck cab looked like the face of a helicopter aircraft.      In fact the very truck itself concealed a detachable helicopter unit and in the times needed the outer sides of the truck cab and forward portion of the trailer would open to reveal the helicopter.      The cab of the truck also served as the helicopter cockpit.    Today the truck was in one piece.     It's driver was dressed in a black leather jacket and wore faded dark blue jeans.     His boots were of a browned snakeskin.    He was mildly muscular and his skin was a mild tan.     His dark brown hair was cut in a sort of flat top style.      He was known only as the Highwayman, his real name known only to him.    Highway was actually an agent of the U.S. government and served in a special branch of federal marshalls who spent most of their lives in the lesser populated areas of the U.S. where outlaws roamed causing as much havoc as they could.        Highway had been assigned to bring in a fugitive that had been last seen in Phoenix, Arizona.             





      As Highway drove along an incoming call was coming in on the small viewscreen unit mounted on the dash board near the fuel gauges.           Highway pressed an  inset button on the control panel and the face of one of the most beautiful women came into view.      She was Tania Winthrop and she too worked for the U.S. government.    She could be called Highway's boss.         On the view screen Tania was sitting at her office desk back at headquarters.        "I am glad I could reach you before you found him." said Tania with a tone of relief in her voice,  "This time I want the suspect brought in alive."        Highway chuckled.      "What is so funny?" asked Ms. Winthrop with a slight scowl on her face.     Tania was within the same age group as Highway within her mid thirties.       "Your appearance.   It looks like you are flustered about something today.    Care to talk about it?"        Tania brushed her auburn hair from her eyes.     "I am worried that you will bring in another dead suspect.    My superiors look down on that kind of behavior and when you do that it makes me look bad.    It makes me look as though I can't handle my agents."            "Relax, I promise to bring him in alive this time.    Is that the only reason why you called?" asked Highway with a sly grin on his face.       "No, I also have some information about the suspect.       From my sources in Phoenix he is mostly seen in a diner truck stop somewhere around the suburbs."   Tania flashed her own sly grin at Highway.            "What?" asked Highway since Tania rarely showed such a side to her.         "This one may be a little too tough for you to handle."     Highway chuckled again.     "I've handled some of the toughest there is.   Don't forget it was Jetto and I that traveled through that time gap to 1945 and rescued you.    There was also that time..."   before Highway could finish Tania interupted with  "You don't have to remind me.   Anyway, back to the subject at hand your assignment is a cyborg."








      Highway raised his eyebrows slightly.    "A cyborg?" he asked,  "You mean one of those lowly rough necks that replace lost appendages and severed limbs with machine tech?     Mostly illegal machine tech at that."     Tania nodded.    "He is known as Tanker.    His wanted record stretches across seven states and he hasn't been caught yet."        "So, if I bring this Tanker in alive then it will make you look good with the tight asses in D.C. eh?" asked the Highwayman.        A look of disapproval came over Tania's face.     "Yes it would and you shouldn't really refer to our superiors like that.   There is the possibility that they could be monitoring this vid transmission.   It wouldn't be the first time they did it with agents in the field."       Highway glanced to the left side of the road and saw what looked like the truckstop diner Tania had mentioned.        "Listen, I think I have found the truckstop you were talking about.   I hate to cut our lovely conversation short but I'd better check it out."              "That is your job.   Remember what I said.   Bring him in alive this time." stressed Tania.           Highway nodded and cut the conversation short with the pressing of the off button.      





      Highway pulled off of the black topped road and pulled into the parking lot of the small truckstop diner.       Highway shut off the engine and exited the cab, slamming the door behind him.       He hopped down to the ground and sauntered over to the glass door.       As he opened the door a bell sounded somewhere inside.       The diner itself looked like it had been ripped right out of the fifties with it's inner decor and vintage mini juke boxes at every table.          Highway looked around at the thin turn out of customers.       Then Highway caught sight of who he thought to be Tanker.  The cyborg sat at the counter with his back to Highway.       Highway sat down on the stool beside him.     "Hey you." said Highway.        The muscle bound man looked over to Highway.        The left side of his face was horribly scarred and pitted while the entire right side of his face was machine including his mouth and jaw.      "Whadda you want?" asked the cyborg.      "You Tanker?" asked the Highwayman.       "Depends on who you are." said the cyborg.                Highway calmly turned to the cyborg and said  "Well, if you are Tanker then I guess I am here to arrest you.    It seems you have made yourself a nice little record.    You are wanted in seven states."        The cyborg laughed.    "You sure are a piss ant for a fed."   The cyborg laughed again.    "Piss off!    I don't have time to waste on you."





      Highway smiled and shrugged.   "Well, since you feel that way."    Highway landed a punch to the cyborg's gut but Highway was surprised at the pain that now seared through his hand and arm.     Tanker grabbed up Highway, with his fully machine right arm and hand, by the neck.       "I said piss off!" growled the cyborg.    He then hurled Highway across the room.    Highway landed hard against a table and the mini juke box on the tabletop clattered to the floor.           Highway got to his feet and so did Tanker.    The cyborg towered above the Highwayman by a couple feet.        Highwayman didn't wait another second and landed a swift kick to the cyborg's groin.          The blow did not phase the cyborg.    He laughed loudly.      "I lost my nuts a long time ago.    You don't stand a chance asshole."        The cyborg brought down his machine arm and Highway barely managed to dodge the blow.      The blow landed hard on a nearby table and split it into pieces.          Highway threw a quick punch to the cyborg's left cheek.       Pain seared through his hand.     "What the hell?   Are you made entirely of machine tech?" asked Highway slightly frustrated.    With little effort the cyborg grabbed up Highway and threw him through a window.        The glass shattered in every direction and Highway landed hard on the gravel outside.           Highway got up as the cyborg made his way outside through the shattered window.





       Highway was obviously no match for the cyborg.    'Sorry Tania.'  thought Highwayman,  ' but I'm obviously not going to be able to bring this guy in alive.'           The cyborg quickly advanced towards Highway.    Highway couldn't afford to prolong this fight much longer.     Just one well placed blow from this guy could kill him instantly.    That is one reason why machine tech was illegal.      Machine enhancements to a person's body could increase their physical strength to such levels that they  could kill several people with little effort.       Highway knew that he had to think up something and quickly.       The cyborg backed him closely to the gasoline pumps of the truckstop.         Highway then knew what to do.       He grabbed up a hose nozzle and pulled the trigger.     Gasoline sprayed all over Tanker.    Tanker quickly slugged Highway in the chest with his machine arm knocking the wind out of him.             Highway reached into a coat pocket.    He then rushed towards the cyborg and pulled out a lighter.      He flicked the lighter and a small flame came alight.          The flame touched Tanker and reacted with the gasoline.            The cyborg was lit up brigher than a christmas tree.   Tanker screamed in agony as he ran around the parking lot completely in flames.             





         Highway calmly climbed into the cab of his truck and activated the dashboard view screen.      Pressing a few buttons he dialed up the office of Tania Winthrop.      Tania's face came into view.    "What is it?" she asked, "You interrupted a very important conference call."        Highway smiled sheepishly.     "Well, I'm afraid things went a little out of hand."       "Get to the point.   Did you find him?" asked Tania obviously in a rush to get back to her conference.       "Yes but I'm afraid I had to break that little promise I made."       Tania sighed heavily.    "I already know from that look on your face.       I have to get back to my conference.      I will debrief you when you return to headquarters."         Highway glanced out at the parking lot.   Tanker was still burning but it looked like he was dead.        Highway turned back to the view screen and with a nervous smile said "Sorry."        Tania sighed heavily again and cut the transmission.    The view screen went blank.    Highway shrugged to himself and pressed a few more buttons.      Instantly a diurectory of Phoenix emergency services  came onto the screen.   Highway selected the number of the local mortuary.        Tania was going to really kick his ass when he returned to HQ.        It wasn't the first time.





      


