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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!"

Sara giggled as Jessica picked up the backpack and once again struggled to fit it into the locker. After finally managing to do so, Jessica slammed the metal door shut with a sigh and leaned back against the locker.

Jessica swept a tangled strand of blond hair behind her ear and tapped her phone's screen, which displayed a muscular boy in a football uniform, but no new messages.

"Still no word, huh?" Sara said, her smile fading.

"No. It's been three days. I was up most of the night waiting for his text. I messaged his brother on Facebook for about an hour trying to find out what Derek had been up to, but he said, 'My bro just needs his space. The team has been working him out like crazy, finals are kicking his ass, blah, blah, blah.' I really don't need this shit now. He promised me after our fight a few days ago that he would talk to me more. I just hope that... that..." She didn't look up from her phone as she rubbed a tear from her bloodshot eye.

"Jessie, please hang in there," Sara said as she put her hand on her shoulder. "You guys have been together for two years. You know how his ego is."           

Jessica remained silent, her hand, once tightly clutching her phone, now fell to her side, limp. Tearful she whispered, “I know, I know, but if he started up again talking to Lori, I don't know what I would do. You know how she got last time Derek and I fought, and I know how he looks at her sometimes, and... and..."

“Don't even think about that skank. If she pulls anything, I will kick her fucking ass and pull every goddamn blond weave off her head!” Sara said comforting Jessica with a hug.

Sara’s arm remained around her friend’s shoulder offering reassurance. Jessica wiped the tears from her eyes and let out a weak laugh as they both merged with the moving crowd of oblivious students.  

“You have no idea how much you mean to me. I love you!” Jessica sighed as she laid her head on Sara’s shoulder.

Jessica’s phone vibrated, its buzz barely audible over the crowd’s footsteps and chatter. Pausing, she glanced at her phone, tapping the screen to read the new message. Beside her, Sara stopped and turned to face Jessica as the stream of students flowed around them in the hallway.

"Was that Derek? What did he say?" Sara asked, her head cocked in curiosity.

Jessica looked up, her face void of emotion.

"What is wrong with your eyes?" Sara's voice quivered.
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JESSICA STERLING AND Sara Rimbaud—those two lovely, bright girls. Flipping through my notes, the reports, the interviews from these past months, I'm reminded that my nightmare began with them. In this small town in the middle of Illinois, usually as peaceful as a Sunday morning on Michigan Avenue, a sudden tragedy struck.

One girl dead, the other slapped with a murder rap. It happened in an instant. Eyewitness accounts were consistent: two girls, chums, gabbing away one minute, then all hell broke loose. Next thing, one’s sprawled out, and the other’s gone berserk, hollering and clawing. Took a trio of linebackers to pin her down. Jessica shredded the skin off one jock’s arm like she was filleting a perch from Lake Michigan. 

The police and EMT's arrived quickly, but it was too late. The damage was done. The tox screens came up clean—no dope, no horse, no nothing. Jessica’s noggin was a clean slate, no screws loose, no demons. Now she’s holed up in a loony bin in Maine, silent as the grave.

I still recall the faces of the jocks I interviewed that day for the newspaper. Their expressions revealed a horror I had never seen before.

I landed the job at the Joshington County Post just three days prior. Leaving behind the bustling streets of Chicago, where crime rates soared and political red tape stifled my journalistic pursuits, I sought solace in this new town.

The daily grind—taxes, rent, the ceaseless treadmill of city life—had taken its toll. I was gunning for a little peace, maybe dodge an ulcer or an early dirt nap. I took a hit in the wallet, sure, but you can’t put a price on sanity.

I had no idea moving here would be more than I bargained for.
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"HONEY, DID YOU GET that email from Sharon?" Joan called from the kitchen, the scent of the pot roast hanging in the air.

"I'll check in a bit," Alan said, clicking away on the keyboard. "I heard the renovations on their house cost them a bundle. Sharon is lucky your brother makes six figures at his law firm."

Joan appeared in the doorway of the study, untying the apron around her waist. "Do I detect a tinge of jealousy, dear? You and he were always the competitive types. Your job as a CPA is something to be proud of. We aren't exactly counting food stamps, are we?" she said with a smirk.

Alan chuckled. "Nope. I grew up with nine brothers and sisters. I know what it's like on public aid. I made damn sure I, or you, would never get to that point. Worked my ass off to get where I am today," he said, still
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