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IT IS WITH GREAT PLEASURE that I introduce to you the latest masterpiece from the twisted mind of Rick Powell. Rick has once again pushed the boundaries of terror and imagination in his latest short story, “Messages.”

When I first encountered Rick Powell's writing, I was immediately struck by his ability to weave intricate tales that linger long after the final page. As an illustrator, writer, and talent agent, I have the privilege of representing Rick and witnessing his journey firsthand. Our professional relationship began when I encountered his unique talent for storytelling.

Rick's journey as a writer has been one of relentless exploration into the depths of human fear and imagination. In "Messages," he masterfully blurs the lines between reality and nightmare, drawing readers into a world where the familiar becomes unsettling and the unknown lurks in every shadow.

In this chilling tale, we are taken on a journey into the heart of darkness, where the lines between reality and nightmare are blurred. Prepare yourself for a thrilling ride into the depths of horror, where the rules no longer apply, and the unknown lurks around the corner.

“Messages” is a testament to Rick’s skill as a storyteller and his ability to craft tales that will taint your dreams long after you finish reading them. From mayhem to mannequins, this author flirts with the bizarre and disturbing things that haunt our darkest imaginations.

As you delve into "Messages," you will find yourself on a journey through the bizarre and the disturbing, guided by Rick's deft storytelling. His ability to evoke emotion and provoke thought is unparalleled, making this story a must-read for anyone who appreciates horror.

Enter this world of terror at your own peril, but be warned: once you begin reading, there's no turning back from what awaits you.

-Joseph Anthony Mykut 

of Cosmic Creation Station.
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TECHNOLOGY: A LEAP forward or an Apocalyptic Stage?

~Pita Black
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I WISH IT WASN'T LIKE this, you know?

Glancing at my cell phone sprawled on the tabletop in my stark apartment, I'm whisked back to a memory of when I was nine. It reminded me of a snake my sister’s boyfriend had. It was so long ago, but I remember it was green and looked like a curled worm.

The snake just sat coiled on a moss-covered tree branch in his cracked aquarium. The thing that really sent a chill through me was its yellowish eyes.

They seemed frozen and alert at the same time, as if it was dreaming but conscious of everything around it in that dank, dirty basement. 

Even when they fed that thing—I think it was a mouse or small rat or something—its eyes never changed.

That is how it is with my cell phone now.

Ever notice how a text, whether it's some terrible news or just a birthday shout-out, hits you with the same chill as a breeze off Lake Superior?

Doesn't matter the ringtone, could be Sinatra or a Twins of Evil soundtrack, it's all the same cold drone.

Even when you set it to vibrate or silent, it has the power to divert your attention from whatever you are doing to look at that glowing screen.

Radio back in the day? Didn't have that grip. TV? Sure, it had its moment, but now we're in the age of Wi-Fi and touchscreens. Tech's sprinting faster than a base stealer at Wrigley Field. Makes me think, when the big curtain call comes, it'll be over in a flash. Just hope I'm not around when that occurs.
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“HEY, JESSIE!”

The red-haired girl slammed both hands on the locker door in the congested hallway. Her shout muffled by the other students’ voices and pounding feet rushing to various classrooms. 

Jessica jumped in shock, almost dropping her cell phone as she tried to shove her overfilled backpack into her already overstuffed locker. 

Dropping her backpack, Jessica yelped, "Christ, Sara! You scared the shit out of me!"
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