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Celeste was in
the middle of a shitty drive home when the engine of her VW Beetle began to
clank. She turned the windscreen wipers to Fast, giving her a better
look through the sheets of rain. Smoke started to belch from the hood.

“No, no you
don't!” she cried, slapping the steering wheel weakly. The mechanic had told
her she needed a new cylinder or something months ago, but she couldn't afford
it, and it had been fine since then anyway. Why did it have to pack up now,
of all nights? 

Veering up onto
the verge, she gave the wheel a few more slaps before pulling the keys from the
ignition.

“Bastard!” she
shouted, kicking her legs like a baby. One of her semi-expensive pumps caught
on the pedal, tearing free. She snatched it up, opened the door, and threw it
out into the rain.

“Fuck you,
shoe!” she screamed after it. Another car blared past, the teenager at the
wheel honking the horn a few times. She gave them the finger, then flopped back
in her seat, arms crossed, bottom lip stuck out like a child.

So I'm
behaving immature, she thought, so what? The
night had been a complete disaster. 

First she'd
been left waiting at the restaurant for her date, something she'd been looking
forward to for at least a month. Having lost her job with her old theatre group
at the start of the year, she'd been forced to move back in with her parents,
which was hard enough on the sanity without the inconvenience it brought.

There was no
way to get a man back to her parent's place for some quick, feel-better,
meaningless sex. Her folks were both puritanical and strapped for space. Her
old room was now her father's den, so she was sleeping on the couch downstairs.
Not exactly the most erotic of venues, especially with all the cats. She needed
to find a guy with his own place, and James was just such a guy.

It turned out
being a homeowner and having a promising-sized bulge in his shorts was all he
had going for him. He stank at first impressions. Not only had he failed to
book a table, but he'd called her an hour after he was meant to show up, with
some bullshit excuse about his sister being ill. 

She knew his
brother, that's how they were introduced. James didn't have a sister.
Even his brother, Damian, was a half-brother. James was an only child. Figures,
she thought. Selfish little prick.

She'd resisted
the urge to throw her phone against the wall. Gathering her purse and what was
left of her pride, she tried to leave the restaurant in a dignified manner. 

Her server had
other ideas, blocking the door and giving her the third degree about why she
was leaving. He asked her to stump up some cash for the table, even though all
she'd done was nibble a few complimentary olives.

This turned
into a full-blown argument with her, the server and the restaurant manger. A
half-cut old guy, stinking of gin and garlic, was trying to take her side.
Celeste would have appreciated the gesture, but he kept sliding his
liver-spotted hand onto her arm, 'accidentally' brushing the side of her
breast through her dress.

Eventually, she
lost her composure. She slapped the stinky guy's hand away, knocked over the
bowl of Junior Mints on the greeter's desk and stormed out into the night. Her
car was parked three blocks away. It started raining after one block. No
umbrella. The teeming, cold water stuck her dress to her chest, and plastered
her ebony hair to her head.

The final
insult came when James called her again, just as she was squelching down into
her seat, completely sodden. He wanted to know if they could reschedule. 

Celeste's reply
was less than polite.

So that was
that. It was like a romantic comedy with all the laughter and interventions
from handsome strangers sucked out of it.

And now there
was this. Stuck in the middle of nowhere on the rainiest night ever. April
showers indeed, she thought as she reached into her purse for her phone.

Full reception,
full battery. At least she wasn't cursed with horror movie luck. Celeste smiled
for the first time that night as she dialled her insurance company.


 # 


As she waited
on hold, trying not to let the tinny version of Baby Elephant Walk grate
on her already-frazzled nerves, she thought she heard a truck approaching.
She'd seen cars stuck on this stretch of road before, and knew that truckers
would often stop to help out beleaguered motorists.

Craning her
neck to look into the rear view, she could see no headlights in the darkness.
There were some kind of lights, far in the distance, but they weren't coming
from the road, as far as she could tell.

“Maybe a
tractor,” she muttered, looking out over the fields. There was nothing there
either. Helicopter? 

There was no
sunroof on the Beetle, just a convertible leather top. She didn't feel like
taking it down just for a glimpse of whatever was making that sound.

Still...there
was something about it that made her want to look. She was miles from the city,
so a helicopter didn't make much sense, unless it was a police chopper, in
pursuit of someone.

That seemed like
the kind of excitement she could cope with. Her imagination fired up, flinging
images of a high-speed chase into her mind, complete with wailing sirens, maybe
a suave police officer or two. One of them might pull over, leaving the chase
to the others to check up on her.

The imaginary
officer tapped on her window, signalling for her to roll it down with a twist
of his finger. He leaned into the car, and she smelled the clean rain mixed
with his scent – leather and gasoline. Her heart did a happy dance as he
pointed to her still-wet top.

He made the
same motion again, encouraging her to pull down her strapless dress, which she
had to peel away, damp as it was. Her breasts were shiny in the light of his
cruiser's lights, speckled with tiny beads of water.

Officer
Imaginary leaned his head in, his mustache ticking her flesh as he licked and
drank the rain from her breasts. A few drops ran over her nipples; he chased
them with his tongue, flicking the sensitive stubs.

Celeste pulled
her dress off, then opened the door, letting him and the rain fall on her bare
legs, her exposed pussy. His mustache tickled lower, grazing her clit as he
fucked her with his tongue. Her moisture combined with his, flowing from her as
she came with his tongue buried in her.

“Now ma'am,” he
said, moving back to stand outside. “I'm going to have to look into this a
bit...deeper.”

He unbuckled
his pants, freeing an impossibly large cock. As his belt slid off, he kept hold
of one thing. His night stick. Holding it in both hands, he stroked the shaft,
his own shaft bobbing up into a full, ridiculously huge erection.

“Turn around,”
he commanded. Celeste did as he said, thrusting her ass out expectantly,
feeling the rain lash on her buttocks as she waited for him.
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A blaring horn
snapped her out of her turgid fantasy, as a truck zoomed past, completely
disobeying the speed limit. Celeste realised she had a hand on her pussy, her
phone call forgotten. 

“Stupid!” she
yelled at the speeding truck, before looking around in confusion. Where was her
phone? Grumbling a few curses, she straddled the seats, ass high, just as she'd
done for Officer Imaginary, and looked underneath them. The phone was there,
still spitting out the same piano medley.

I must be
really out of it, she thought as she snatched the
phone up. As she held it to her ear, she noticed the same distant rumble as
before.

With a confused
scowl, she put the phone down. No rumble. Listened again. It was on the line. Weird.
She remembered the tinny message at the start of the call – we record
calls for training and quality purposes. Maybe it was something to do
with that.

Only the rumble
– more of a hum, when she thought about it – was getting louder. Drowning out
the tinkly piano tune. There was a weird rhythm to it.

Unbidden,
Officer Imaginary came back into her mind. He was pumping his dick in his hand,
leering at her suggestively, bucking his hips like he wanted her to suck on it.

Like a drunk in
a Western, Celeste rubbed her eyes in disbelief. It was almost as though
Officer Imaginary was right there outside the window, rain bouncing off his
massive tool as he walked closer. She could see each vein in his engorged
member, but there was something peculiar about it.

It was bright
purple. Not the fleshy purple of a normal penis, but vivid, almost cartoonishly
purple. And it was pulsing, like blood was filling it constantly, making
it grow beyond normal proportions.

Officer
Imaginary opened his mouth and said something she couldn't hear. The window was
rolled up, after all. Celeste clutched the phone tighter, Suddenly, she felt
like trying the engine again. To just drive away, leave this vision far behind
her. 

He spoke again,
and she got a muffled burst of whatever he was saying. He did his little finger
gesture, trying to get her to roll the window down. There was a hunger in his
eyes that she didn't feel like feeding.

Celeste pushed
the keys back into the ignition and tried the car. It sputtered and died. Baby
Elephant Walk was all but gone, the barest of notes audible through the static buzz
that came from her phone.

As Officer
Imaginary started rubbing the head of his prick on her window, Celeste started
to laugh. What was happening? Had she fallen asleep at the wheel? The sight of
the luminescent flesh squeaking up and down the glass was too surreal to be
anything other than a dream.

“Look,” she
said, close to the window. “I can't hear you, and I don't want to roll the
window down. It's too wet. Can you hear me?”

There was
nobody there. She was talking to the night. No lights behind her from the
parked cruiser. No dick smearing its way across the glass.

She tried the
phone again. Nothing but that weird buzz, which was growing loud enough to make
her fillings ache. She snapped the phone closed. The sound continued.

She pulled the
battery out. It kept going. Celeste's heart started to thump as her panic grew.
There was no rational explanation for this, unless it was some kind of joke. 

Maybe that was
it. The whole evening had been farcical from beginning to end. Maybe her
shitheel of a friend, Damian, had set up a little more than just a date. Had
she done anything to piss him off, to make him pull a prank on her?

No. nothing
that would make him go to these lengths. Besides, how would he rig a car
failure? A bunch of weird hallucinations? Her fear mingled with the remnants of
horniness she felt from the sight of that monster dick, making her even more
confused.

Then there was
a rap at the window, and Celeste screamed.
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Whatever it was
out there was bigger than a policeman, imaginary or otherwise. The looming
figure bent, and Celeste stared back into a clutch of eyes, unblinking, on a
jelly-like blob of a head.

The car door
opened. What it her first was the smell, a bizarre mixture of sweet and meaty.
It was both intoxicating and calming, like the smell of barbecue in summer. It
also made no sense, seeing as the night outside was still cold and damp.

Something thick
and clammy fell on her ankle, and she felt a tiny prickle
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