
        
            
                
            
        

    
 



 

 






 



I Want You, I Want You



 



By Solomon Scheele




 












 



 

 









 


 



 



Copyright © 1960 Solomon Scheele


This edition published in 2011 by eStar Books, LLC.


www.estarbooks.com


ISBN 9781612103099









This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.



 


 










 



 

 










 

 

When is a fantasy not a fantasy? When it tells the story of the true secret desire of every man — whether he's made a deal with Satan or not. 
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Killing the black cock had been unpleasant enough, but draining the blood out of him was really a gruesome business. I caught the blood in an empty milk container. When I couldn't squeeze another drop out I pulled the three longest tail feathers, just as the Grimoire said. I didn't really believe the spell would work, but I was following the book to the letter. 

 

I threw the body of the bird aside and swiftly sharpened the tail feathers, fearful that the blood in the milk container would coagulate. It did harden rapidly, but there was enough liquid for me to draw the pentagram on my living room floor. 

 

That did it, I thought. I glanced into the open Grimoire again. The faded writing was hard to read ... oh, yes. I threw the container and the remainder of the blood onto the smouldering charcoal in my fireplace. The wax caught fire and a flame shot up. I swallowed hard and stared at the empty pentagram. Now . . . 

 

The telephone rang. 

 

Impatiently, I picked it up. "Long distance call for Mr. Andrew Benedict," said an unpleasantly nasal female voice. "Will you accept the charges?" 

 

Who could be calling me from out of town — or from right here in New York, for that matter? There was no one in the world who would have had even the mildest desire to telephone me. That was one reason I was sitting alone in my apartment with a moldy Grimoire, experimenting with an ancient spell for summoning — I glanced at the empty pentagram and my eyes widened. 

 

"This is Andrew Benedict," I said. "Could you tell me who's calling, and from where?" 

 

"Long distance call for Mr. Andrew Benedict. Will you accept the charges?" 

 

Same words, same detached tone, same unpleasant nasal female voice. 

 

I took a deep breath and shifted the phone from one sweating palm to the other. "I accept the charges," I said. 

 

"Go ahead, please," said the unpleasant female. "You have three minutes. I will notify you when your time is up—" 

 

A booming male . . . voice cut in on her. "Benedict! Andrew Benedict! Is that you?" 

 

The moment I heard my name booming over the phone I had no further doubt. Still, I hesitated. I had to be sure. "Yes, who's calling?" 

 

"You know damned well who this is!" the voice boomed angrily. "You summoned me yourself. Now — what do you want?" 

 

"But — you didn't ... I mean, I thought you were going to materialize in the pentagram — " 

 

"Pentagram? Pentagram!" The phone quivered in my hand. "I'm too busy for that nonsense these days. If I made a personal appearance every time — but enough of that. We had only three minutes, you know. So speak up — what do you want?" 

 

What did I want? Oh, what didn't I want! I thought of all the people who had laughed at me, taken advantage of me, ignored me, cheated me, pushed me casually out of the way. Mostly, I thought of the people who grimaced slightly when they saw me . . . which was almost everybody. There was a burning feeling in my throat, and I swallowed hard but it wouldn't go away. 

 

"How many wishes do I get?" I asked huskily. 
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