

[image: Cover]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight


Prizm

The Zinn Agenda

By

Andrew Michael Schwarz


Prizm: The Zinn Agenda

Copyright © 2014 Andrew Michael Schwarz & Vorpal Blade Publishing

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information storage or retrieval system, without the permission in writing from Andrew Michael Schwarz.

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.

Book Layout by Andrew Michael Schwarz

Cover Art by Andrew Michael Schwarz 

Edited by Heather McLeod Anzalone 

 

Read Prizm: The Dominatrix of Sulan


1

Navigating portals in the spacetime fabric of the universe was less complicated than a casual glance might have indicated, but not nearly as simple as Bea had led himself to believe. 

One had to exercise the right amount of calculation, with a certain fearless enthusiasm, in order to step through a portal (what some would call a “wormhole” and others an “intergalactic Swiss cheese hole”) and simply know that when he emerged on the other side, all would be well. Or at least, warm and breathing. 

He checked his legs. They were not broken, nor was he in any pain, yet he could not move them. Simply put, they were trapped. He was trapped. 

He was enclosed in a rectangular cage, taller than it was wide. The cogwheel to which he was attached hung suspended somewhere in the middle. The scent of crude oil was redolent in the air. Orange lights, source unknown, lit the space from above. To either side of him, through the bars, he could see more cages and beyond them more still. A blast detonated on some obscure level below, which sent a waft of warm, dry air blowing up all around him. 

He began to sweat profusely. 

Just a day ago, he’d been minding his own business, stepping through a Prizm port into a quaint seaside village. He’d been evading—rather artfully, he’d thought—a pair of genetically altered ursine humanoids, or werebears, who’d been after him for some time. When the vents of his cabana hotel room had begun to emit a gaseous neurotoxin, he’d known he’d stepped into a trap. 

The events that followed were a haze, but consisted of a collage of deep space images all viewed from quadruple-paned glass portals. 

Now the drug had worn off and here he was, strapped to the flat center of a gearwheel.

He was fully clothed, but for his shoes and a pair of brushed metal underpants that were fitted over his trousers and affixed by unknown means to the wheel. 

He tried to assess the situation. Chrome-plated metal sleeves, in the vein of the classical Medieval Modern style, a fashion favored by galactic detention centers everywhere, gripped both shins. The sleeves, like the metal underpants, were affixed to the surface of the wheel. 

He wiggled his toes, fearing how tightly the shin clamps could constrict. His arms were free—though, he speculated, probably not for long. 

He cringed as a scream echoed from somewhere inside the guts of the monstrous contraption. This was, in turn, followed by another blast of heat, which seemed to have erupted at least one deck nearer. He imagined a mechanical dragon climbing from chamber to chamber, roasting men like chestnuts. 

He sighed and for a moment indulged in the self-pity of the doomed. Then an elaborate kiosk, fixtured with scores of shiny brass tiles and attached to accordion style guide-arms, clunked down before him. He was immediately reminded of a train station scheduling board as the tiles began to flip and clack in a wave from right to left and back again, like playing cards during the shuffle. When they stopped, he saw that they were engraved with tiny, detailed images. 

“How very interesting,” he mused sarcastically. 

A stop clock dropped down on his left side. It was ticking loudly. He could see very clearly that it was set for thirty seconds, and he had lost five of them just staring at it. 

He turned back to the brass display, half waiting for it to shuffle and clink into a new pattern, but it did not. 

Twenty seconds and counting. 

He examined the board more carefully, and as best he could, scrutinized the molded images. There were scores of them, too many to comprehend in mere seconds, yet he did recognize basic shapes. Something of a horse here, a tiger there. 

Fifteen seconds. 

More shapes and, after some rather hectic perusal, he made at least one minor discovery: “They’re all animals!” he announced to the air. 

Ten seconds.

If he understood the layout of the board, then the polished silver buttons beside each tile were meant to be pressed. 

Five seconds. 

But which one he should press exactly was anybody’s guess. Did he dare wait out the time and—

Bone-crushing shin splints decided him on the matter, and rather screamingly. As the clock announced zero seconds, he pressed a button, the one next to the shape of an elephant. 

The leg clamps lifted almost instantly and the board reset, tiles once again clickety-clacking into place.  The clock automatically returned to thirty seconds. Once the board had completed its shuffle, the timer began ticking all over again. 

“Oh, heavens!”

He leaned forward, this time quite mindful of the panel and its miniature engravings, but unable to inch close enough to see them clearly. The heat fired again and he swore its source had crept up another two levels. 

Twenty seconds. 

He wiped sweat off his forehead and tried to blot out the pain in his legs. These new tiles were etched with—not shapes, exactly—but lines, and when he blinked them into focus, the lines began to resemble fingers, or toes, or claws. 

“Feet!” he declared. 

Five seconds.

He stabbed his finger forward. It met with the button next to the image of a crow’s foot, or something like it. He gulped, waiting for pain, but it did not come. Sweat dripped into his eyes.

Again the board began to reset, and this time he watched it like a cat at a mouse hole.

The tiles flipped over to the blank side and the brass keys rapidly fluttered back to the left. He realized they were spinning in reverse order, opposite to the way one reads a sentence, so that one might be apt to wait for the last tile to reset before beginning a study, thus losing five seconds in the bargain. Bea did not make this mistake a third time. 

But try as he might, he simply could not make out these images. Dots and lines, dash marks inside of ovals, and other puzzles. Already he had lost ten seconds and was no closer to deciding which tile to choose. In frenetic bewilderment his eye flicked from one engraving to the next, until the halfway mark. 

Fifteen seconds. 

“Cells!” he gasped at the board. “And those dots are the nuclei and—” His mind arranged the images. First were the plant cells and then came the animal ones, and then some other kind he did not recognize. 

Ten seconds. 

There was something chilling about what he was choosing. Suddenly he doubted the correctness of his last two choices. But to what end? Why was he choosing anything at all? 

Zero seconds. 

Simply because he could not decide what it was, he pushed the last button, shrieking in pain as he did so. 

Then the board pulled away and the clock flew up and the clamps on his shins let up. His right arm was pinned back by a mechanical pincer and bracketed into a wrist clamp he had not realized was there. 

In the moments before a second mechanical pincer arrested his left arm, he reached into his now terribly mangled fedora and plucked from it an object the size and shape of a golf ball.

And a good thing too, because as the pincer secured his left arm, a steam-powered head clamp crushed the hat flat as a pressed leaf against his skull.

And then, all strapped in and ready for God knows what, the giant gearwork unhinged in a blast of steam and hydraulic pressure. The cage flew open and Bea found himself rolling cruciform, head over feet, through a sweltering landscape of levers, cogs and grates.


2

The wheel entered another chamber, where the surrounding metal work was glistening wet and steaming. It came to rest with Bea upside down, which made him gulp nervously. 

“Hello? Can anyone hear me?”

Work arms sprung from grimy hatches.

“Oh, it’s quite all right!”

They attacked with the precision of buzzards on a cow carcass and he squealed as buttons and seams popped and tore away. He expected at every moment to be ripped to shreds. What murderous intelligence had built this Machiavellian device? When the arms and their robot like pincers retracted he was simply naked, but for his metal underwear. 

“Hah!” he cried in disbelief. “Hah hah!” 

The wheel began to turn and none too soon. It rolled into the next chamber and stopped. This time Bea was right side up. He waited anxiously through some very long moments, until he heard the sound of spraying water. A new army of brush and sponge-toting arms were already on the march. 

“No!” he yelled. “Good boy, stay!” One arm spurted a viscous blue liquid into his face. Another blasted him with copious amounts of lukewarm water. The brushes took over from there. The implements clanked clumsily against his metal diaper. 

He would never shower in peace again.

Once cleaned, sudsy water drained efficiently through floor grates and his cogwheel rolled up a ramp to some kind of docking station, or so he assumed, because something very nearly like an axle plugged into the back of the wheel and
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