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Tow Daddy

A Completely Serious Work of Vehicular Manslaughter

They called him Tow Daddy long before he had a nameplate. Mostly because in the backroads of Carburetor County, names were for suckers and engines were for eternity. He rolled up one dusty afternoon on a chassis that had seen better decades—crooked hitch dangling like a broken promise, haunted air freshener swinging from the rearview like a noose in a ghost town. Pine-scented, but the ghosts smelled like regret. His voice? Molasses on gravel, slow and sticky, the kind that made you lean in closer just to feel the rumble in your bones.

“Ever notice,” he drawled, headlights flickering like a wink from a man who didn’t know how to blink, “how much truth there is in a woman’s battery?”

No one had noticed. But Tow Daddy had.

She wasn’t looking for love. Hell, she wasn’t even looking for a tune-up. Her name was Ruby—red paint chipped from too many wrong turns, tires bald as a bad date. She’d stalled out on the side of Route 66, hood popped, cursing the alternator that had betrayed her like every man before it. She just needed a jump. A quick zap, cables hooked, and she’d be gone, roaring into the sunset without a backward glance.

But Tow Daddy didn’t do quick. He lingered. He hooked his cables slow, like he was tying a bow on destiny. “Darlin’,” he said, voice grinding like gears in honey, “this ain’t just a spark. This here’s a revival.”

She rolled her eyes—or tried to, but her wipers were stuck. “Just jump me already.”

And he gave her one—right into next Tuesday.

It started innocent. Cables clamped, juice flowing. But then... vibration. His engine purred deeper than a cat in heat, sending shocks through her frame that had nothing to do with volts. She revved involuntarily, exhaust popping like a giggle. “What the—?”

“Desire,” he murmured, leaning his grille closer, “starts at the ground up. But it finishes in overdrive.”

No one argued. Mostly because no one else was there. Just the two of them, hitched in the twilight, her headlights dimming as he revved harder. She didn’t fall for him so much as skid sideways into curiosity. Was this horsepower? Was this horsepowerplay? Was this truck serious?

Tow Daddy, of course, was deadly serious.

He didn’t ram. That was the strange part. He towed. Gentle at first, his hook latching onto her bumper with a click that echoed like a promise. She felt the pull—slow, inexorable, her chassis tilting as he dragged her closer. “Easy now,” he rumbled, his exhaust pipe puffing hot air that fogged her windshield. “Let me warm you up proper.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





