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I AM THRILLED TO INTRODUCE “A Banquet of Panacea,” the latest masterpiece from the visionary author, Rick Powell. As his agent, I have had the privilege of witnessing the development of this haunting and thought-provoking story, and I can confidently say that it will leave readers spellbound, disturbed, and questioning where they draw the moral line.

“A Banquet of Panacea” plummets into the darkest recesses of human nature, exploring the unspeakable horrors of child abduction and murder. Rick’s unflinching gaze into the abyss of human depravity is counterbalanced by a profound empathy for the victims' families, whose grief and rage are palpable on every page.

But what sets this horror story apart is its bold and unsettling exploration of the concept of closure. When an eccentric billionaire offers the parents of the victims a bizarre and sinister form of retribution—the cannibalization of the serial killer—the narrative takes a dark and unpredictable turn.

With prose that is both lyrical and visceral, Rick Powell masterfully orchestrates a symphony of suspense, horror, and philosophical inquiry. This is a book that will challenge your assumptions about justice, morality, and the human condition.

As an agent, I have had the privilege of working with many talented authors, but Powell stands out for his fearless commitment to exploring the shadows of human experience. “A Banquet of Panacea” is a triumph of contemporary literature, and I have no doubt that it will leave a lasting impact on readers and the literary world at large.

Working with Rick Powell has been a true collaborative joy. From our initial conversations about the book's premise to the final edits, his dedication to his craft and his willingness to push boundaries has been inspiring. As his agent, it's been my pleasure to support and advocate for his vision, and I'm honored to have played a part in bringing this remarkable story to the world.

~ Joseph Anthony Mykut 

of Cosmic Creation Station
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“DEVOUR THE MORALS OF a devious man, and you shall find yourself starved.”
~ Marie Moldovan, 2024

“Breaking News: William Samuals Released

Illinois, May 12, 2015 – In a bizarre turn of events, William Samuals is free tonight, much to the outrage not only of the residents of the town of Cooper's Blend but also of the nation.

The trial of William Samuals, also known as 'Bus Driver Willie,' took the media by storm weeks ago when he was arrested for the abduction, torture, and murder of six children in that south-side town.

The Department of Justice has initiated an investigation into the handling of evidence in this case, and there are even calls for Judge Wilkins to step down.

The Attorney General will be issuing a televised statement within the next hour regarding how the CBPD could have gravely mishandled this arrest.

The parents of some of the victims were unavailable for comment.”

“John, are we really doing the right thing?” Meredith asked with nervous apprehension.

She avoided looking at the darkened stage before them; the crimson grand drape that hung down seemed all the heavier in the newly converted theater. Her delicate hand rubbed the freshly lacquered, smooth finish of the large mahogany table where they sat. She tried to conceal how her other hand was on her thigh, clutching the blue fabric of the evening dress she wore.

John placed his hand over hers, feeling the bones through her skin. He remembered how strong and full her hands had been, all those years ago. He tried not to notice how dry, like parchment, they felt now as he answered.

"Honey, it is. We both know it is. We've come too far to turn back now," he said, giving her a feeble smile and wondering if his eyes seemed as heavy as hers, clutching her hand a little tighter for reassurance.

She sighed and straightened up in her seat, but even the soft cushioning of the oak chair could not ease the tension in her shoulders. She looked at the curtained stage fifty feet before them and scanned the arch high above; the bone-white comedy and tragedy masks seemed to scrutinize her and John menacingly. Meredith had tried to delay coming here as much as possible by changing dresses, attempting to conceal some of the silver strands in her red hair, and redoing her makeup, but John saw through it and waited patiently. Despite the two-hour drive, they still managed to be the first ones there. There was barely any traffic this late in the evening.

She turned her head to look at him. He appeared almost boyish in his black suit, his tie slightly askew as he shifted in his seat. She noticed how he had missed a few spots when shaving; the stubble had a tinge of gray that matched the shade at his temples.

God, she thought, we have both aged so much these last few years.

Where had the time gone?

She swallowed hard, trying not to think about the months that had passed. It still felt just like yesterday.

She sensed he knew what she was thinking.

"Remember that opera we went to years ago? I think it was our first date, and I thought I would try to impress you by being 'cultured'?" he chuckled, shuffling in his seat. "I can't believe that happened."

She gave a weak grin, looking down in recollection.

"You tripped over that man's foot getting to our seats. When you hit the floor, your fart could be heard throughout the whole opera house." She closed her eyes and shook her head.

"And when I got up, I said—"

"I guess the fat lady sang," Meredith cut him off, giggling. She looked at him as he gazed into her eyes. She felt she couldn't have loved him more than at that moment. What he conveyed with that glance communicated more than any words could.

His distraction worked, if only for a little while.

Meredith took a deep breath and looked around. This theater was much smaller than the opera house they had attended years ago. With the absence of a mezzanine or balcony, she guessed this facility could have accommodated about two hundred people at best. It was hard to gauge since the area behind the table where they sat at was void of seating; the evidence of which was erased by the slight sheen of wax on the newly refurbished hardwood floor. When they first entered, her high heels echoed loudly throughout the interior, no matter how lightly she tried to tread.

She figured John must have been reading her thoughts when he said, "It must have cost a small fortune to remodel this. I'm guessing this must have been where the orchestra pit was." He tapped the toe of his dress shoe on the floor, and a slight hollow echo bounced off the Acanthus motif of the freshly papered walls; the brass sconces attached to them seemed to flicker in reply.

John looked at the remaining six seats on the side of the table where they sat; the reddish hue of the oval cushioning almost seemed to stand at attention as they faced the stage. The large table could have seated at least twenty-five people all the way around. "One of those chairs alone is half of our mortgage payment a month," he muttered. "I don't see how—"

The interruption of a door opening far behind them stopped him mid-sentence. Their heads both turned in trepidation toward the sound. Seconds later, a young couple appeared, pausing as they entered and giving John and Meredith a cautious look. The youthful-looking woman's hand clasped onto the forearm of her blond-haired companion in slight fear, while he placed his hand on hers protectively.

They resembled members of a church arriving late to a service, drawing the silent ire of the other attendees with their attire. He was dressed in a white long-sleeved shirt, black tie, and matching pants. She wore a formal white summer dress.

Clutching a small purse to her chest, she tilted her head up to the gentleman who towered over her. Her flaxen hair was tied back in a modest ponytail. John estimated they were about the same age. She waited expectantly for the young man to speak, but he stood there, his jaw clenching in either embarrassment or indecision. 

Moments later, John sensed the consternation in the young man and blurted out, "Come on in! The party will start soon!"

Meredith briskly put her hand on his arm. "Dear..." she murmured.

The couple looked at each other. The young man shrugged his shoulders and then motioned with his head for them both to proceed. The close-knit pair hesitantly entered; their footfalls resonating throughout the theater as John gave Meredith an apologetic grin.

The blond-haired man cleared his throat. "Is he here?" he asked faintly.

John was about to make a quip about the obvious but decided against it. "No," he answered, shuffling in his seat. "We just got here a little bit ago ourselves."

The couple looked around the expanse of the theater in silence; their attention diverted to the large, curtained stage.

John stood up and walked toward them, his arm outstretched. "I recognize you from the trial," he said solemnly. "I'm John Richards. You must be Jerry and Ellen Coswell." 

The young man looked at the extended hand and shook it reluctantly. 

"It's Jeremy," he replied. He swallowed hard and turned to the young girl next to him; she guiltily diverted her eyes as John nodded in her direction.

"...your sister. She was...I mean...I am sorry..." John stammered.

Jeremy pulled the woman close to him. 

"Thank you," he interrupted, as he held Ellen close to himself, protectively. 

"Sarah...her name was Sarah," his voice grave. "Before our parents died, we promised them we would watch over her." 

His dead-eyed stare looked into John's, waiting for a response but hoping not to get one.

"I'm Meredith," John heard his wife say as she came up from behind him, relieved that he did not have to reply. "I am deeply sorry for your loss." She shook both of their hands as Ellen's eyes scrutinized her.

"Your daughter was Janet..." Ellen said softly. "The same age as Sarah."

John looked to Meredith as she answered, "She would have been twelve."

The two women looked at each other with an emotion that John could not define: something resembling pity and defiance.

His wife's eye started to shine from the feeble light with the tear that she was fighting not to let fall.

"She would have been twelve," Meredith repeated.

Their heads all turned in unison to the familiar sound of the door opening behind them, only to be slammed shut loudly by the large figure that entered. The rotund man in a gray business suit strode briskly towards the two couples, the glint from the sweat on his balding forehead matching the spectacles he wore.

"I hope this is
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