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I believe it had all started off when I was very young, about 6, or 7 years old, perhaps even a slightest bit earlier than that. Back then, in the late '70's, the mentality had probably been different than today – the way of thinking had been, simply, "how do we make our children take care while walking on the roads and crossing them? Let's just show them, very clearly and graphically, what had become of sweet little kids their age, who failed to act responsibly enough – for example, in order to prevent their running into the road between two parked cars, let's show them a Beautiful, a most ADORABLE 7 year old child, with a balerina body, big blue eyes and sweet red locks, who takes her cute little baby-brother for a walk in his carriage and chooses to cross the road – without even bothering herself to look anywhere! – right between two such parked cars – EXACTLY when a big white van, comes rolling there, at percisely the highest velocity legal… don't show them the actual hit, but put on a very loud scratch and crush and crunch sounds and make it absolutely clear, than neither baby nor child, could possibly have survived such hit... I'm telling ya, NO KID would EVER even do as much as DREAM about taking such a careless step, after watching THAT!!"

And, what will I tell you, buddies – guess they were quite right….but of course, that line of educatory short films – and the one described right above in particular – has had quite a different sort of effect, on myself however: I had just been lying in bed and replaying, over and over again, that most special scene in my mind…

The Lovely 7 year old redheady sweety girly girl is wheeling her cute tiny baby-brother on the safe side-walk. She loves him dearly, you could tell, by the way she stops and ooh-so-gently carresses his hair tenderly, her eyes a pure show of an endless Love and an immense joy.

Then, she asks, smiling at him extra-Lovingly, "you'd love it if we'd now go get us some ice-cream wouldn't you?" and when he laughs back at her, she simply turns – and, right between two big parked vans, wheels him straight into the road…

The white van is approaching!!

The Lovely is starting walking into the road, between the two parked vans, without even watching - - -

The white van is comin - - -

and Lovely child, baby and all, are mashed on the asphalt, torso here, hands there and there and face smashed, under the front right wheel, that has just turned it into a totally un-identifyable mash, of: skin, hair, saliva, teeth, blood, lips and eyes… cutie, green-blue eyes, that shall never again get to watch this oh-so-Beautiful a World.

This has been my first-ever, and number ONE most favourite Sexual Fantasy, throughout my entire Life ever since.

Not very long after, I had watched a road-safety(?) short film back in the movies, a little bit before the main film was about to begin – it might have actually been some kind of an Artistic cinema, I don't know, I was very little. Anyhow, there were a nice, sturdy farm-girl – a real tom-boy, big-boned and with two muscular arms,  broad-shoulders and blond hair cut very short – sitting with a similarily-built middle-aged Woman – her Mother, apparently – and chatting cheerfully along, in an apparently-intercity-bus.
Suddenly, the girl says – in a far deeper and richer voice, than a usual girly chit-chat – "Mommy, the driver seems to drive waaaaaay too fast – is it legal in this country?" and her Mother says "I don't know SweetHeart, but he seems to know well what he's doing and nobody else seems to worry about it, so"…
"What do You think happens to us when we die?" her Daughter suddenly asks.
"I don't know, SweetHeart", her Mother shrugs, "we might never –" and then they get hit, forcefully, by a gigantic truck, whose driver didn't have enough time to stop and avoid hitting the tourists-bus, driven by a suicidal maniac, right through a red traffic-light…
And next thing we know, the Mother seems to be dead and dismembered and her Daughter alive, but rather dismembered as well: No hands, no legs… neck broken… totally paralized, utterly shocked and in a wheel-chair, crying.

I have absolutely no idea, in fact, what the idea behind all this had actually been – to stop us from travelling in buses? To advise us against wondering about any "dangerous stuff", should Satan be listening? To make us laugh, sadistically, at the two women's gruesome, belly-turning fate?

Well – whatever. I know I laugh!!(
At another, somewhat later "road-safety" TV program, there was a Lovely boy, very very handsome and attractive (with a rather feminine look, of a curly brown hair, lots of frecles and very soft and gentle facial features – well you know, just the kind of a boy, that makes any healthy guy's Penis stand upright and craving a penetration deeply into his wide, whitish feminine boy's ASS), who's got one serious problem: he's as confused as hell and does always seem to be doing the wrong thing, at any given place and time; and of course, when getting to be doing that in the city-street, he is in a very accute danger, of getting himself ran over by some passing vehicle, simply by wondering into the busy road for no apparent reason, crossing only in red traffic-light, and so on.
So, simply in order to try and make her child a tiny winy little bittie more damn focused, his Mother divines a new, pretty radical plan: she will walk to a little strall with him and with her newly-born baby = his beloved baby-sister, whom he adores and pampers!! – tied to her ultra-massive breasts, and with her eyes closed tight and totally covered, in a THICK black scarve, and shall grant him a total, literally blind trust: when he'll tell her to stand and wait, safely, for the cars to go, she shall BLINDLY obey him, with no questions whatsoever, just like a robot; and when he'll tell her, it is safe to cross – she shall be complying and obeying him just the same. And – well, HOPEfully, THAT would cause him to "collect himself" and to concentrate enough, in order to keep both her, and his beLoved little baby-sister alive – and thus, shall aquire enough awareness, to keep him from jeopardizing himself in the future, too.
Such had been her plan.
How pitily SAD it was not meant to work out!!(
They're standing on the safe sidewalk, right by the pedestrian crossing, in a relatively calm and peaceful street at their quiet, peaceful trees-rich suburb. TOTALLY trusting her son, the grown-up Woman's eyes are well blind-folded and totally shut.
The street is currently empty of any cars, though the sound of some can, very faintly, be heard, in the very remote distance.
The boy concentrates; hard.
"There's a car", he warns his Mommy. "We can't see it but it's out there".
Mommy praises her wise son's appropriate caution and keeps standing, while gently carressing his head, in her right hand and her little baby's, in her left.
A car is now approaching. The boy concentrates; harder.
"There's no car", he proclaims. "We can see it but it's not there".
Biting her lips, his Mother smiles, Lovingly, at his direction – and without opening her eyes to look, just starts on walking…
RIGHT INFRONT OF THE ARRIVING VEHICLE.

And – the driver could NOT have possibly stopped his car on time…

Although he sure as hell tried…

And this confused boy, is now an orphan. And with no baby-sister, too. :-)
I find it funny and arousing….don't you?

So, as you can see – with such a watching material as a child, is it any wonder, I've grew up to become the guy I am today?

When I was about 11 years of age, I was already having all this extremely marvelous stuff rushing through the veins of my internal fantasy World at an escalating speeds, while driving over lots upon lots of childish softy fantasies – which may be okay for some 4-eyed nerdy little girly girl, but *not* for a boy-turning-Man. And then, I had just accidentally happened to watch two more pieces, of devilish ingenuity and bloody mayhem…
The horror film, "The Car" was the main one. I mean, just think – a boy and a girl, a romantic couple so sweeetly inLove with one another, riding the bicycles for fun and they are so happy and everything is so great and it is Spring and there are butterflies and the sweet scent of flowers everywhere and they are so much inLove with one another and –
suddenly, out of nowhere, a car arrives – and hits the girl to death. INTENTIONALLY.
Please, dear reader, do put yourself in the place of the boy for a minute: to lose your One and Only LOVE like that. Just – like that. One minute, you two were laughing together and you adored her fragrance and flowers and butterflies – and the next, she is nothing, but a lifeless sheet of dirty, blood-covered mess, of flesh, clothes, hair…
And it all happened right next to you, right in front of your eyes, in a fraction of a second.
YOU HAVE LOST HER. FOREVER.

So, now, do tell me THE SACRED, LIBERATING TRUTH:
Don't you feel aroused??

====================================================

Story will continue once I, its Writer, shall find the emotional strength within me to do so.

Comments are always very welcome!! danniel.qeletti@live.com
C H A P T E R   T W O

Shortly after watching that film, I'd also just happened to watch another road-safety educational clip, showing a strickingly beautiful and highly fashionable and elegant young lady – of about 20 years of age, or so – walking calmly, by the right side of a dark inter-city road with no sidewalks, when having very dark clothes on, at the best fashion of the 1980's: dark overall jeans, black leather-jacket and so on.

Hey, elegant or not? ;-)

There are no street-lights there and it's a very late hour on a moonless winter night.
From the distance, a car is approaching, fast, behind her, but the girl isn't very worried…."ho, sure thing he can see me!!" she carelessly laughs – and keeps on walking, calm and totally confident, with her back to the approaching car… and the narrator says, "No. He canNOT see you".
And, a few seconds later on, she says – her voice begins to be just a tiny-winy bit nervous, but still smiling rather confidently – “but, now he most certainly is able to see me… I mean, hey, he's got his head-lights on, right?"
And the narrator says, "No. He is still un-able to see you".

And, a few seconds after that, when the car is REALLY closing in behind her, she stutters, genuinely mortified, "b – but now – NOW he's just g – GOT to – see me"…
And the narrator says, "Yes; NOW he can see you alright; but, NOW, it is way TOO LATE for him, to successfully DO something about it".

And then – its wheels SCRATCHING, in a hopeless and totally futile attempt, to stop the 50-miles-per-hour rushing vehicle – the car HITS her, FORCEFULLY, leaving her NO CHANCE WHATSOEVER, to stay alive.

So – I truly do not know, which were each and every other viewer's feelings about that; but me – ho, I could only have WISHED, that I would have been that killing driver!!!
I mean – it most certainly hadn't been his fault, right? It's that ooh-so-painfully stupid little pedestrian, walking like that, risking her Life, without – even for a milisecond!! – bothering herself to practically ACTIVATING her tiny-winy little brain…
I just LOVE it, when the dead victim must assume the whole blame!!! ( And personally, I do ALWAYS blame the peddies.
From about two or three years later, I can recall two other televisional events of relevance – the first was in an un-educational TV-programme, made by youths for youths and included a highly dark, sick humour (which means, the humour of my absolutely most favourite kind!!) jokes, nicknamed "the horror time". The said black-humour joke, went on like that:
A Father takes all his bunch of many well-pampered children in the family-van one afternoon, driving through the city-streets. Suddenly, they notice a pretty cute chick (Hebrew ‘80’s-slang: “Shafa”), walking calmly on the safe sidewalk...
The Father asks, “what d’ya say kids, run her over?”

All kids scream “YEAH!!!! (”

So, obeying his Lovely little ones' Wish&Desire (as every parent should), he turns the steering-wheel a bit to the right, goes on to travel on the sidewalk, steps on the gas, hits her hard and kills her, to his children sweet, bells-like Lovely Laughter and pure charming childish Joy.

Then, he returns to the road, they keep on travelling and noticing another girl – a real cutie!! So, the Father asks, “what d’ya say kids, run her over?”

All kids yell “YEAH!!!! (”

So, obeying his Lovely little ones' Wish&Desire (as every parent should), he turns the steering-wheel a bit to the right, goes on to travel on the sidewalk, steps on the gas, hits her hard and kills her, to his children sweet, bells-like Lovely Laughter and pure charming childish Joy.

Then, he returns to the road and they shortly come near their Home Sweet Home.
There, on the sidewalk, right by the gate to their front-yard, the children’s Loving Mommy stand, gently carressing her very pregnant tummy, joyfully waving her husband and kids…

So, the Father asks, “what d’ya say kids, run her over?”

All kids yell “YEAH!!!! (”

So, obeying his Lovely little ones' Wish&Desire (as every parent should), he turns the steering-wheel a bit to the right, goes on to travel on the sidewalk, steps on the gas, hits her hard and kills her, to his children sweet, bells-like Lovely Laughter and pure charming childish Joy.

Suddenly, from the hind-most seat, there’s a weeping sound: the smallest girl is crying… so, all her Brothers and Sisters ask her, “hey, what’s da fuckin' matter with ya stupid?!??”

And tearfully, the little crying babe responds, “You were all crowded infront of me and I couldn’t see!!!”

This was the first “psychotic comic sick jock” of the two – the second was, in fact, a fraction from a TV-film or something, in which a guy enters his friend’s car and they’re travelling (pretty fast I think) inside their town.
Suddenly, this friend pushes a button or something and BANG!! All windows – and I mean ALL windows!! – are covered in black screens and they’re TOTALLY cut off from their surrounding, unable to see anything…

While still driving, pretty fast, through the busy city-streets.

The passanger is stunned, statters, “why – wh – what are you doing?! And – now, with all the road-accidents”…
And his friend, the driver, just smiles – while on the background, we hear desperate emergency screeches of wheels – and hysterical cries, in the manner of “no!!! Oh Lord, Please, please NO!!!”

Bet he ran over some girls, who were crossing, legally, the road in the green-lighted-pedestrian-crossing, right in front of their Loving Mothers, inLove boyfriends and the likes… ;-))

I’m feeling madly horny already!!! ;-))

Comments (from everyone remembering, this is only a sick humour Fantasy – and NOTHING more!!!) are always very welcome!! danniel.qeletti@live.com
Chapter Three

So, as you can all see by now, I was getting a pretty fine start, towards becoming the wild street-killer I am today. So, by the time I’d turned 14, I could no longer restrain myself to mere jokes and sweet wildish, yet pretty much childish fantasies…
I had to try it on for real.

Our next-door neighbours had a sexy, beautiful single daughter, who was 19 years old at the time. She was a looker!! Always dressed just percisely according to fashion, always wearing a tasteful make-up, always with cool black leather attire… she had been tall and skinny, height about 185 cm, weight around 55 kg or so I think.
Daniela… ho, little beauty Daniela.

She looked so much, like that girl from that “ho, sure thing he can see me!!" road-safety tv-commercial… so, most naturally, I had developed a severe obsession, towards her – picturing her, time and time again, getting killed by a car…

And, as I said – I was getting tired, getting practically sick, of merely fantasizing stuff… so…

One afternoon, while I was sitting at our front-yard, I had noticed a delivery-truck, parked right infront of our house, with the door open and the engine working – and nobody there; the stupid delivery-guy, had just left it like that, to bring his stuff – whatever this had been!!
This was exactly that very big chance I’ve been waiting for: very quietly, like a street-cat, I’d sneaked out to the street, crossed it, entered the truck, sat at the driver’s cabin, shut the door – and stepped, hard, on the gas…

And, it had just so happened, that Lovely, Adorably Gorgeous Daniela, was stepping, right then, towards me, on the left-side sidewalk, calmly and peacefully, in the direction of her Home Sweet Home…
Which, as you’ve probably have already realized, she was not meant to ever reach alive.

I turned the steering-wheel, just a little bit, at the exact degree, meant to bring the truck roaring straightly infront of her – and then, sat straight for the kill. I think she may have screamed, I don’t know – I was waaaaaaay too much engulfed in the act. And then, driving straight ahead, at over 70 KMPH, I hit her.
From the energy of the hit, her lithe body was thrushed around 20 meters right ahead, were it landed, hard, on the sidewalk. My truck’s wheels, reached her landing-spot less than a second later, my front left wheel running straight over her perfect, yummy body…

She was my first kill.

The first of countless more to come.

Comments (from everyone remembering, this is only a sick humour Fantasy – and NOTHING more!!!) are always very welcome!! danniel.qeletti@live.com
Chapter Four

Merely a fourteen-year-old boy. And already a vicious killer, a cold-blooded murderer of pretty and innocent girls. I had bathed in my Pure Joy of me accomplishment, as I set upon going on with my killing-bonanza right after killing fashionable & Adorable Daniela.
A few hundred meters ahead of me, I could vividly see young playing children, staring at naked horror at "my" truck and what I had justdone with its wheels. I licked my lips. I wanted them next!!

And I did go after them, crushing a few parking-cars in the process. And the fast deliveries-track, with myself by its wheel, had not leave them any possible chance to stay alive: they ran crying and screaming, and my wheels were cutting them out of the world of the living one by one. In less than a minute, it was all over for that entire group: I had successfully slaughtered at least thirteen children, all are about 9 or 10 years of age. I had, literally, butchered them all!! :-)
And this was only the earliest beginning, of the ensuing road-carnage I had committed that afternoon, the afternoon after which nothing had remained the same, for either my HomeTown or myself.

I saw a family of mommy, daddy and three young children, walking by the city-park on the narrow sidewalk.
In under ten seconds, they were all dead, helpless victims for my stolen truck's wheels.

I saw a woman wheeling down an invalid teenage girl upon a grasslawn there.

Right away, I had made them the next dead victims, of my upsurging killer-wills.
Near by, a large family was having a barbeque in their own private back-yard.
My truck just crushed their high bush fences, cutting its way into their personal lives and ending them all in a matter of seconds.

A boy and a girl, sweet teenagers-in-love, were french-kissing, longly and softly, on the pedestrians-only lane, right between the park and the big shopping-mall.
Right on I rushed right at them, killing them both... the girl had just enough time, to see me coming; I shall never forget, the look of sadness, mixed with sheer terror in her big, brown eyes... as I was putting an end, to her love, her short (and probably also single) moment of happiness in her entire life - and to her life.

And theseare but a very few examples, of what I had done to my home-town folk during these two-and-two-thirds admirable hours - aswell aswhat I have been doing, everywhere possible, ever since.
THE END

