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Some shadowrunners say that the scariest words in the
English language are “Trust me.” I don’t buy it. Any ‘run-
ner worth the name doesn’t have enough trust left in him to
meet his grandmother for breakfast without legwork and
backup. No—by my reckoning, the scariest words around are
“It'll be easy.”

That’s what Frankie said just after his call interrupted me
at a little club in Redmond, right in the middle of the first
poker game in weeks where I actually had a chance to come
out ahead. “Can’t this wait, Frankie?” I asked, staring glumly
through his translucent AR image at my ace-high two pair and
cutting hurried glances over the cards at the three suspicious
slots across the table. We hadn’t been working with Frankie
long, but he'd set us up with some decent jobs so it wasn't
smart to blow him off.

“You tell me,” the ork said cheerfully in his vaguely Noo
Yawk accent. “You want the job or not? You guys ain’t exactly
been flush lately—”

“Yeah, yeah.” I sighed. He was right. Me, I wasn’t quite
wondering if I was going to have to start selling cyberware
pieces to make rent, but—

“Don’t worry,” Frankie soothed. “It’ll be easy. In and
out. But ya gotta make up yer mind now—the job’s tonight
and if you don’t wanna meet with Johnson I gotta find some-
body else.”

The two pair beckoned me, and the bozos were making
noises across the table. I held up a placating hand and sighed
again. I noticed I'd been sighing a lot these days. “Okay,
Frankie, okay. Send me the details and give me half an hour to
get everybody together.”

Frankie’s tusks rose in a grin as he signed off. I looked
at the cards again. Surely I had time to finish out the hand.
“Okay, see and raise fifty; I said, tossing chips in the middle.

“Call said one of the yahoos. With a smile that showed
three kinds of teeth—bad, tobacco-stained, and missing—he
dropped a full house on the table.

It was going to be one of those nights.

I got to the bar twenty minutes early, automatically sub-
scribing my PAN to the place’s net to get the layout, specials,
and any messages that the team might have left for me—and
to slip the bartender some cred and let him know we were
meeting “Mr. Johnson” in the back room at eight. Nobody
much used cash anymore—bribes were handled wirelessly, all
neat and tidy. The place wasn’t quite a dive, despite the huddle
of drooling chipheads I'd had to step over out front. Nowadays
even some of the nice bars had their undesirables, at least until
security got around to rounding them up. It smelled like beer,
sweat, and just a hint of vomit.

I looked around. Locke was already there, slumped
morosely into the corner of a booth near the back with what
looked like a half-empty glass of whiskey in front of him.

I sent an order for a beer to be delivered to the same place,
then fought my way to the back and dropped onto the bench
across from him. I decided not to mention the whiskey;
Locke was an odd guy, all points and angles—and that was
just his personality. We just wrote it off to the fact that he
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was a mage—with those guys, weird went with the territory.
“You're early,” I said.

Locke grunted, running a hand over the two-day stubble
on his chin. “Ilike it here. Where else can you get proposi-
tioned and puked on in the same evening?”

“By the same person?” I grinned. My beer arrived and we
both went silent, waiting.

The rest of the team showed up shortly, together. Zumi
with that oddly endearing combination of troll-tough and
nervous—I still hadn’t quite gotten my mind around a ner-
vous troll, but I guess when you used to be a Japanese corp
princess and your world got turned ass over teakettle by
growing a meter and sprouting horns during the Year of the
Comet, you were entitled to your quirks. Desmo was almost
as uncomfortable, a fish out of water without the van that
was like an extension of his body. Since our last member was
joining us virtually from his car out in the parking lot, that
made all of us present. “Okay,” I said, finishing my beer and
rising, “Looks like it’s showtime.”

Johnson was a dwarf, compact and broad-beamed with
a short, neatly-cut beard and mirrorshades. Everything about
him screamed “mid-level corp,” from his nice mid-level suit to
the nice mid-level prissy human assistant sitting next to him
fiddling with a commlink. The dwarf glanced at his commlink

and motioned us to sit
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Yeah, yeah—now begins the dance. “Well, Mr. Johnson—
I’m sure you know we can’t make any decisions about compen-
sation until we know what we’re up against, can we?”

Johnson’s head dipped a bit; his eyes, behind the shades,
were unreadable. “That’s true indeed,” he said. “I assure you it’s
a fair price, but since we’re at an impasse here, without going
into details, I can say that the security is nothing that a team of
your caliber would consider challenging. Please make up your
mind quickly, though, because if you choose not to take the
job I've still got to find another team.” He put his hands on
the table and looked like he was getting ready to get up.

Damn him anyway. “Wait, I said quickly, earning me a
smirk from Locke.

The dwarf settled back. “Yes?”

I cast a sideways glance at Locke and said, “Assuming
you're not jacking us around and the job’s what you say it is,
and assuming further that you're lowballing because every-
body lowballs, what do you say to six thousand?”

The barest flicker of a smile crossed Johnson’s face and
then the mask was down again. He was good, and he knew
the score. He paused, for a second taking on the unfocused
stare of somebody mentally accessing an AR visual display,
and finally nodded. “All right, then—six thousand. We have
a deal.” He fiddled for a moment with his commlink, stared
into space again, and then hit a akey. I felt my own ‘link buzz
incoming. “Your advance,
and my contact informa-

down. Locke and I did; %;!\ o
Zumi faded back and e

hung out near the door.
That was fine: she didn’t
like negotiations and it
couldn’t hurt to have
somebody watching the

By my reckoning, the scariest words

around are “T1tM be easy.”

tion.” Then he indicated
the prissy human, a dark-
haired, rat-faced little

| man who looked vaguely

!
o~ annoyed when his boss’s
s%_ attention wasn’t on him.
D

exit. Desmo took a seat
off to the side—he liked
to listen to the spiel but stay out of the way.

Johnson looked us over, then got right to it: “T've gota
job that shouldn’t take much effort, but it’s got to be done
tonight. Does that work for your schedules?”

Next to me I could almost feel Locke rolling his eyes, but
I doubt the dwarf saw it. He seemed to have pegged me as the
guy to talk to. “That could be arranged,” I said, “depending on
what you've got in mind.”

The dwarf looked like he expected that. “Of course. I'll
give you the basics and then, assuming we have an understand-
ing, we’ll go from there.” When nobody objected, he contin-
ued: “The job involves gaining entry to a facility, removing
some information, and planting something else. The security is
not extensive, and I'd estimate you could be in and out in less
than an hour”

“Oh, sure,” Locke muttered to my left. “With them it’s
always easy”

Lignored him; that was usually best. “Where’s the facility?”

“It’s local,” the dwarf assured me. “I can’t tell you any-
thing else until you agree to take the job, but I'm autho-
rized to offer you five thousand nuyen—half up front and
half on completion.”
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“My assistant will give you
the details of the job. I'’ll
be expecting to hear from you no later than two a.m. Please
don’t be late.”

“Okay,” I said as we left the bar in Desmo’s van. “Let’s go
over this again to make sure we've all got it down.” I didn’t like
that we didn’t have much time to check things out this time,
but that was the way it went sometimes. You lived with it and
did the best you could.

Locke shrugged. “Easy. We break into a warchouse, put
this—” he pulled a dark-colored bottle from the pocket of his
rumpled longcoat “—in the stuff in the tanker truck we find
inside, and then get into the offices and steal some files from
the computer. Then we collect the rest of our fee, go home and
celebrate with booze and hookers.”

“We gotta do it in that order,” Desmo reminded us.

“Well, sure,” Locke said. “If we had the cred for the booze
and hookers, why would we bother doing the job?”

Zumi swatted him gently (for her) across the top of the
head. “He’s right—the stuff in the truck first, then the office.
Johnson’s guy was pretty clear on that. We should find out some-
thing about this place,” she added, as always a lot less nervous
when it was just us. “I know we don’t have much time, but—"
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“Already done;” came a bubbly voice from the van’s speak-
ers, cutting off Desmo’s pounding synthrash beats. The dwarf
rigger reached in his pocket activated a holoprojector on the
dashboard. The image of cheerful purple cartoon tiger in mir-
rorshades appeared, bouncing up and down on a springy tail. It
smiled, displaying shiny fangs. “While you guys were screwing
around in the bar, I was hacking Johnson’s commlink. His name
is Gunther Markstrom—he’s a regional manager for Lightning
Brands, which is a subsidiary of Evo. The place we’re hitting is
the Tacoma warchouse, which happens to be run by their rival,
Buzz Beverages. Buzz is all geared up to do the first run on a test
market for a new energy drink called Buzz!Blitz.”

“Dve heard of that] Zumi spoke up. “There are ads up all
over the places I hang out—they’re aiming it at ork and troll
guys. You know: it’s big, it’s full of stimulants, it'll make you
edgy and pissed off and give you a dick the size of a fire hydrant.
It’s so extreme it'll make elves’ heads pop off or something”

“Yup,” the holographic tiger agreed. “Huge ad cam-
paign—trideo, spot ads beamed to people’s PANS, print,
Matrix, the whole works. Slick job. Just a few cities, though.
They’re gonna try it out there and see how it goes over. If it
does, they’ll roll it out to the rest of the UCAS.” A brightly-
colored trid image of several tough young trolls causing may-
hem appeared on our vidscreens, accompanied by the flashing
slogan “BUZZ!BLITZ—CHUG THE BOMB?” in angry red
letters. Subtle.

Iindicated the bottle Locke held. “So according to
Johnson’s guy, this stuff goes into the tanker truck with the
flavoring mixture and screws up the taste of the drink so the
test-market fails. Right, Spaz?”

“Exactly; said the tiger. “Johnson had Buzz’s project plan
on his ‘link. Their schedule’s so tight they don’t even have time
for last-minute taste tests. They’re already behind—they’ve
got all kinds of events planned, so they can’t be late. They’ll be
shipping the stuff out as fast as they make it. Even if they taste
it beforehand and catch the problem, the production run’s still
ruined so they can’t sell it. And our Mr. Johnson, who’s got a
similar product in the works—and a similar kind of carpet-
bomb ad campaign going on for its release next week—gets
the jump on his competitor.”

“What about the files?” Desmo asked. “You get anything
on those?”

“Nope,” Spaz said. “From the look of it, it’s just a little
industrial espionage. They probably want us to do that part
last in case we get spotted and have to get out in a hurry.”

“So Johnson’s frosty?” I asked Spaz. “Not likely to screw
us over?”

“Like that ever happens.” Locke drawled.

“Nah,” Spaz said. “He checks out. His ass is in a sling if
Buzz’s launch is successful and gets the drop on him, so he’s
got no reason to jerk us around, far as I can find.”

I glanced around at the rest of the team. “Okay, then.
Let’s gear up and get on with it. Spaz, you know you’re gonna
have to do this one in the meat, right?”

“Aww, Taaaggg—" The whining voice and sulky pout
didn’t quite fit with the goofy-looking tiger.

“Not like we like it either,” Locke said.
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“Desmo, you ready?” I subvocalized over the team’s
comm network. The night was moonless and a little drizzly,
but the few working sodium-vapors casting sickly little pools
of light at intervals down the street meant my cybereyes were
functioning just fine. The whole area smelled like ocean and
rot. I slumped in the shadows of the next-door warchouse’s
doorway and waited until the dwarf’s affirmative response
came back. He was halfway down the block in the van, keep-
ing an eye on the area with an overhead spotter drone. The
rest of the team was in the doorway with me, cranked up with
anticipation but hiding it well.

Locke had already done his astral-recon thing, declaring
the place deserted except for one security guard (“from his
aura he’s thinking more about getting laid than guarding”)
and what he called “a corps of elite attack rats.” That told me
the security was mostly automated, which jibed with the intel
Johnson’s flunky had given us. “Anything, Spaz?”

Spaz waved me off, concentrating on something none of
the rest of us could see. “Nothing. I’'m monitoring the police
bands and I'm not picking up any calls anywhere near here.”
We were all getting our minds around the change—Spaz al-
most never went on runs with us in the meat—he preferred
to stay close by and run Matrix overwatch—so the sight of a
skinny, crater-faced elf guy with a high-pitched whiny voice
took a little getting used to when we were accustomed to the
cartoon tiger. In the meat, Spaz was the only elf I'd ever met
whose natural social graces were pretty much nonexistent. He
didn’t bathe too often, cither. So much for the stereotype.

“All right,” I said. “Unless anybody’s got a good reason
not to, let’s get this done.”

Remember what I said before about the three words that
should strike terror into any halfway-sane shadowrunner’s
heart? You're smarter than me, then, because I didn’t. Funny
how being broke can make you stupid.

Things got started okay—I disabled the security system
and Spaz hacked in to make sure that the cameras were show-
ing what we wanted them to show in case somebody off-site
was monitoring them. After that it was just the simple matter
of waiting for Locke’s okay that the guard was off in the other
part of the building and we were in. Occasionally I regretted
the cred I'd dropped awhile back on a maglock passkey, but
this wasn’t one of those times.

The interior of the warehouse was dim and cavernous, lit
only by a few faint emergency lights far overhead. We paused
a moment, getting our bearings. “Everything okay out there,
Desmo?” I subvocalized.

“A-OK, boss,” the dwarf’s voice came back reassuringly
quickly. “No sign of anybody.”

“Got the layout,” Spaz said. “Everybody switch on your
overlays”

I did, and a ghostly 3-D floorplan of the warehouse
appeared superimposed over my vision. Everything was
labeled—-crate contents, vehicle locations, even where the
bathrooms were. The tanker we were looking for was all
the way over on the other side, near the far wall next to sev-
eral large stacks of crates. Next to us, off to our right, was a
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wooden stairway leading upward. The overlay indicated (just as

Johnson’s guy had said) that the office was up there.

“What I don’t get,” Spaz spoke up in a stage whisper, “is
how come we have to plant the stuff first and shex steal the data.
That’s ass-backwards, especially with a layout like this.”

I thought about that for a minute. This was why we kept
Spaz around, despite his desperate need for a personality trans-
plant. “You know, he’s right,” I said.

“That’s what Johnson wanted,” Zumi pointed out. “He was
very clear—”

“No, his flunky was very clear] Locke interrupted. “I don’t
see him paying our fee, do you?”

“Fuck his assistant,” I growled. “They aren’t paying us to be
stupid.” And stupid it would be—if anybody caught us, I'd rath-
er be in the middle of a warehouse with lots of cover than stuck
in an office babysitting a hacker while he sucked data out of an
offline computer system. I made a decision. “Files first, then
truck.” I thought about splitting up to do it faster, but splitting
up could get you dead in a hurry if anything went south.

We hustled it up the stairs. They creaked under our weight,
especially Zumi’s, and we were all sure the guard was going to

glanced quickly around the office: no windows, just the one way
out. This wasn’t good. “Come on! We don’t want to get trapped
in here”

We got out of the office before we saw them down on the
warehouse floor, spreading out and taking positions behind
crates. I knew we were sitting ducks up here—the walkway’s
flimsy wooden railing wouldn’t even provide minimal cover.

As if to punctuate this fact a round tore through the wall to my
right, the gun’s report echoing like thunder. “Down!” I yelled,
my own SMG chattering a staccato budda-budda-budda as 1
returned fire. “Get cover!” I vaulted over the railing and miracu-
lously didn’t get hit by a volley of rounds as I rolled behind a
crate on the ground floor. I heard the railing splinter above me
as Zumi tried to do the same thing—she lost her balance and
hit the ground hard, but her armor took some of the impact and
then she was gone, hidden behind another crate.

“Locke? Spaz?” I still had the warchouse’s layout on my
overlay, and my mind spun fast trying to come up with a way we
could get out of here without having to take out all six of these
guys. “You guys okay?”

“Just peachy.” Locke said. “I'm invisible, so don’t shoot me””

raise the alarm any
second. Locke kept
an eye out when
he got to the top
and caught the guy

coming around a

corner—a middle-

aged ork carrying @';@

As [ was about to 5/1'/9 around a corner, my
thermovision picked up a heat-trace reﬂectlhﬂ '
of one of the trucks at the end of the row.

. “U'm still upstairs.” Spaz’s
’%ﬁ?‘ voice shook. “Damn it, Tag, you
see why I don’t want to—"

“Shut up, Spaz.” Then I for-
got about him as one of the guys

poked his head out from behind

a crate and I unloaded on him,

pleased to hear a scream and then

a flashlight. One
spell later and the
ork got a ticket to dreamland.

The office door was locked but it might as well not have
been. Ten seconds later we were inside the office, a small and
cluttered little cube full of boxes, chairs and old datafaxes. Spaz
sat down at the desk and started doing his thing to hack into the
terminal holding the files. Zumi kept watch on the stairs outside
while I paced nervously, holding my H&K at the ready. This
was too easy. Yeah, jobs went easy sometimes. It did happen. Just
not very often. “Desmo? Everything still okay?”

No answer, just a slight crackle of static.

I froze. Just a glitch. That’s all.

“Desmo? You there? Speak up, omae”

Nothing.

The hairs on the back of my neck were starting to crawl.

Spaz was oblivious, his mind plugged into another world,
but Locke caught my nervousness and amplified it. He threw
himself into another chair and slumped.

I went to the door. “Zumi? See anything?”

“Nothing here;” she said.

But now Locke was back. “Fuck!” he growled. “We've got
six guys coming in fast from the back, and we’re not talking
more rest-home refugees like our guard”

171l be easy. Yeah, right. “Spaz!” I barked, smacking the
hacker a good one on the shoulder.

“What?” he whined. “I've almost—"

“Abort!” I yelled. And louder: “Zumi! Incoming!” I

g i

the clatter of a gun hitting the
ground. “One down!”

“Tag, I'm hooked in to the cameras.” Spaz had apparently
recovered at least some of his courage. Little ghostly red X’s—5
of them—appeared on my overlay.

I didn’t pause for reflection. Yanking a flash grenade from
my belt I chucked it over top of a pile of boxes and ducked as
its charge lit up the place like the sun for a fraction of a second.
A second after that I heard the unmistakable sound of another
grenade (the regular bang-bang variety) going off on the other
side of the warehouse and grinned: Zumi had the same overlay I
did, and she hadn’t wasted any time either. “Good one, Zumi!”

I cheered. “Spaz, get your ass down here—we’re aborting.
Objective is now to get everybody out alive”

One of the X’s disappeared from the map. “Damn it—
heads up, guys—camera lost him!”

I slowed, advancing with caution down a narrow crate-
canyon. As I was about to slip around a corner, my thermovision
picked up a heat-trace reflecting off one of the trucks at the
end of the row. Instinctively I dived sideways and rolled, giving
thanks for my wired reflexes as another volley hit right where I'd
been. “Everybody, try to head toward the big roll-up door over
there! Spaz, get it open!” The X’s were moving again.

It was about then that everything started going to hell in
earnest. A thump and a cry of pain behind me told me that Spaz
had finally gotten himself down off the catwalk—the hard way,
from the sound of things. “You hurt?”

“I’s my ankle!” The X’s wavered, then stopped moving.

i
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“Spaz—"

“Working on it!” The hacker’s voice was bright with fear
and pain.

I hurried back toward where he'd been, poking my head
out behind crates to check for somebody to shoot. All T saw
was Zumi, sneaking as quietly as a troll could sneak. She'd
unslung her assault rifle from her back now, so she—

Automatic weapon fire chattered, and Zumi’s head ex-
ploded in a rain of bone and horns and brains. Just like that.
No scream, no nothing. Her body dropped, her gun clattering
to the floor.

“You fucking bastards!” 1 screamed, bringing my own
gun around and unleashing a deadly hailstorm of rounds into
her shooter, who'd been in the process of trying to drop back
down from his vantage point high up on a crate. He cried out
and fell.

Fuck! “Locke, you got any tricks? Zumi’s dead—” Off to
my left, I could see the big door starting to slowly trundle its
way upward.

“Maybe.” The mage’s voice sounded tense. “Get the kid.
I'll see if I can cover us on the way out.”

Four of them, three of us. 1 had my cybereyes cycling
through the spectra—low-light, thermo, ultrasound—and my
SMG in constant motion as I backed toward Spaz’s last known
position. The X’s started moving on the overlay again, so I
chucked another grenade and ran the other way as the explo-
sion took out several crates and at least one of the bad guys. I
wondered why they weren’t doing the same thing and thanked
whatever deity had switchboard duty that night for small fa-
vors. The door was almost all the way up now. Three of them,
three of us.

“Get over here,” Locke called. “Near the door. Stay low.”

We did as he told us, pausing a few seconds for me to
reload behind a crate. A few seconds too long—a sudden crack
and my arm lit up with pain as a lucky shot tore through my
armored jacket into the meat of my bicep, spinning me around
in a spray of blood. Spaz looked near-panicked. “Tag?”

“I'm all right” I growled through gritted teeth. I'd have to
be all right. We didn’t have any other option right now.

By some miracle we made it to the door—but of course
our attackers knew that was exactly where we were heading, so
that was bad. The three remaining ones clustered behind cover,
and I knew if we ran out there it would be crossfire suicide.
“Locke—?”

He didn’t answer, but suddenly the air between us shim-
mered as a large figure carved of living fire appeared in the
empty space. “Sic ‘em!” the mage cried.

That turned the tide. All three of them unloaded their
SMG:s into the elemental, but they might as well have been
shooting slingshots for all the good it did them. The fiery form
surged forward, doing its best to envelop them in its burning
grasp. Crates around them were starting to catch fire. “Now
let’s get the hell out of here!” Locke yelled.

We didn’t wait around to see what happened to the
guards, the warehouse, or the truck. My only regret was that

we'd had to leave Zumi’s body behind.
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“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I slammed my fist down on the dash-
board of Desmo’s van hard enough to dent it. “What went
wrong, people?”

“Somebody was on to us,” Locke growled from the front
seat, where he was trying to get me to hold still long enough to
heal my arm.

“Damn skippy,” Spaz agreed. He was in the back, looking
uncomfortable having to sit next to Desmo’s dead body. We'd
found the dwarf in the driver’s seat of the van when we got
back, the neat red hole drilled through his forehead matching
the not-so-neat hole through the back of his skull, and done
the best we could to lay him out and clean up. Spaz was actu-
ally driving the van from back there, so my spot in the pilot’s
seat was just for show.

“Johnson?”

The elf shook his head. “He checked out. And what
would he get from this? I told you, he had to want this job to
succeed. What would he get for screwing up his own job?”
He sighed, indicating Desmo’s commlink on the seat next to
him. “Looks like the only reason those guys attacked us inside
instead of lying in wait out here was ‘cause they got spooked.
Des’s drone spotted them, but they jammed his signal and
cacked him before he could get a message out to us. They
probably weren’t sure, which was why they moved in”

I sighed, bowing my head in frustration. Two of my team
were dead. It/ be easy. Yeah, right. Famous fucking last words.
“Okay;” I said at last. “When we get back, our first job is figur-
ing out who the hell sold us out. Call in whatever favors you
can and I’ll do the same. I want answers, and I want ‘em now.
Somebody’s going down for this.”

For once, Locke didn’t have a smartass remark.

In the end it was a joygirl and our own resident hacker
that cracked the thing for us.

The joygirl was a longtime friend of mine named Tiffany
(we went back as far as my corp days before my identity went
bye-bye in the Crash, and not many people could say that). I'd
sent out the holopics of Johnson and his assistant that Spaz
had snapped at the meet to several contacts with a promise of
a payoft to anybody who could give me dirt on them, and her
reply came back less than an hour later. “Hey, sugar,” she said.
“I don’t know anything about the dwarf, but I've seen the hu-
man. He goes by Artie, and he’s a real piece of —work.”

“You—uh—provided services for him?” I don’t know
why the thought made me a little queasy, but it did.

“No—I'm not his type, and he’s not mine. Word is he
likes it rough—and he likes it rough with metas.”

“So he’s a meta lover?” That would make sense, given that
he worked for a dwarf.

“That’s not the way I hear it. More like he—takes out his
aggressions on them, you know ? Ever since word got around
the area, he’s havin’ a hard time findin’ anybody who'll let him
touch ‘em.”

Interesting ... very interesting. “Thanks, Tiff. You've been
areal help.” Islotted her the promised payment, along with a
little extra for old time’s sake.

Tiff grinned. “Thanks a lot, sugar—it’s been a slow month.”
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“Somebody definitely set us up,” Spaz reported back
shortly after I'd talked to Tiffany. He was back in his virtual
world now, and the cartoon tiger speaking to us through my
trid screen looked a lot more confident than the pimply kid.
“Looks like we messed up their plans, too.”

“Oh, really?” Locke was slumped on the couch, his feet
propped up on my coffee table. “Because we were so successful
and all—"

“Shut up, Locke,” I muttered, my attention fully on the
trid. “Go on.”

“I was poking around in the data I got from their sys-
tem,” the hacker continued. “The data we were supposed to
get was basically useless, but naturally I grabbed a few extra
goodies that looked interesting. One of them turned out
to be really interesting. Seems like there were triggers in
the system set to call the security guys as soon as somebody
hacked in.”

I stared. “You mean—not only did they know we were
coming, but they were supposed to wait until we—"

“Kinda explains why Johnson’s boy wanted us to hit the
truck first,” Locke said. “Do the job, then get our asses fried
doing a useless data steal. No fuss, no bother, no strings.”

“I wonder—do you think Johnson £#ows we didn’t plant
the stuff in the truck?”

“It’s a good thing we didn’t” Locke said. “I don’t know
about you guys, but mass murder’s not on my playlist.”

Now we all got to stare at the mage. “What—?”

e

He pulled the bottle out of his pocket; it was now sealed
up in a thick plastic bag. “While you were tracking down
Johnson’s flunky, I decided to have a friend test the contents
of this bottle to see if our employers were telling the truth.
Turns out they weren’t—this stuff wouldn’t have made the
drink taste bad. It would have probably killed about half of the
people who drank it, several hours after the fact. Nasty poison,
and it doesn’t take much to do the trick.”

We were all silent for a moment to let that sink in. We
had almost killed hundreds of people, and only our sheer or-
neriness about doing things the way we were told had saved us.
“But why would Johnson want to—” Spaz began.

“Waitasecond ... ” I said slowly. I turned it around in my
mind for a minute. “My friend said that Johnson’s assistant Artie
likes to rough up meta joygirls. And the people who were going
to be buying that drink were almost all orks and trolls—”

There was a thump as Locke’s feet hit the floor. “I'll be
back,” he said quickly. “I need to go talk to somebody.” He was
out the door before we could say anything.

He called half an hour later. “I thought so,” he said.
From the look of the background behind him, he was driving
through a pretty bad end of town, and his expression could
best be described as “reluctantly triumphant”. “No wonder

Johnson’s lackey’s got it in for metas—he’s Humanis. Name’s
Arthur Carroll, and there’s definitely a pointy hood with his

name on it.”
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I took a deep breath. Everybody knew the Humanis
Policlub—at the civilized end they sponsored pro-human rallies
and supported human candidates for public office. At the not-
so-civilized end, the one most people didn’t see, they got their
sheet-covered hands into a lot messier business, some of it pretty
damned ugly. “Should I even ask you how you found this out?”

“Nope,” the mage said, almost cheerful. “But I found out,
and let’s just say the guy who told me should know. He’ll wake
up sometime tomorrow, if the ghouls don’t get him first. 'll be
back in twenty, but you should probably run with that info.”

Run we did—or rather, Spaz did. Me, I sat in my crappy
chair by the window and looked out over the garbage-strewn
street at the junkies and chipheads huddled down below,
watching the rain and thinking about what we'd almost done.
Near as we could figure, Mr. Johnson—the dwarf—had no
idea that his assistant had taken what had essentially been a
plan for a little cut-rate industrial larceny and transformed it
into what had almost been the mass poisoning of hundreds
of orks and trolls. With that on the table, the ruin of Buzz
Beverages didn’t even rate notice.

Locke got back shortly after and threw himself back on
the couch with another beer from my fridge. He didn’t look
any happier than I felt.

“You think we should give Frankie a call?” T asked, just to
break the silence that had settled over us like a wet blanket.

“What for?”

“I dunno—Ilet him know he should check into his jobs a
little better before he calls us, maybe?”

Locke started to answer but was interrupted by the sight
of the tiger popping back on my trid screen. His fangy face
was twisted into an uncharacteristic snarl.

“You got something?” I asked quickly, leaning forward.

“Oh, hell yeah.” Spaz didn’t even try to make the voice
sound cartoony this time. “You guys are 7o gonna like this ... ”

The door to the seedy little bar’s back room burst open
and an angry-looking Arthur Carroll strode in, glaring.
“Damn it, this had better be good, or—”

He stopped short as the door slammed shut behind him.
“What—?” Spinning around, he nearly collided with me and
my friends Heckler and Koch.

“Get in there, Artie,” I said, prodding him with the barrel
toward the table, the lone other occupant of which was cur-
rently in shadow. I flipped on the light to reveal Frankie, our
fixer. A moment later Locke shimmered back to visibility, his
Predator pointed at the ork’s temple—explaining away the
worried look on Frankie’s face. “Have a seat,” I added.

Artie couldn’t decide who to glare at first. “Listen, this
is—

“Unexpected?” I asked. “Like, we were supposed to be
dead?” I ground the barrel of my gun into the space between
his shoulderblades. “Unfortunately for you, you only got two
of us. Even more unfortunately for you, we’re not too happy
about that.”

“What the hell is this about?” Frankie demanded, finding
his voice. “What's it got to do with me?”
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“You called me, you tusker asshole,” Artie spat.

The trid screen on the far side of the room flicked on
to reveal the tiger, looking uncharacteristically predatory.
“Actually, he didn’t. I did. And I called you too, Frankie. It
was sickeningly easy to hack your outgoing Matrix feeds and

spoof your addresses to make you each think the other one
wanted a meet.”

I shrugged when they both glared at me. “You shouldn’t
be surprised.” I motioned toward Artie. “When Spaz told me
he’d hacked Artie’s system and found emails with somebody
planning this whole thing and offering a payoff for a success-
ful job, it wasn’t hard to put two and two together. The only
part of this I don’t get, Artie, is why you worked with an ork.
I thought you didn’t like orks.”

“Or anybody else who doesn’t look like you,” Locke
added.

Artie had reached the end of his patience. “Youd know if
you weren't so stupid,” he said, contempt dripping from his voice.

“Oh, hey, let me try,” Locke spoke up, rubbing his
chin thoughtfully. “You're a devious little weasel ... so let’s
see—first, you get to kill or poison a bunch of dirty orks
and trolls. Second, you get to ruin a division run by a dwarf.
Third, you get to kill off a team of meta and race-traitor
street scum. How am I doing so far?”

Arnie just glared.

It was all coming clear now. “And fourth,” I put in, “You
get to ruin the rep of an ork fixer when word gets out that he
screwed his team for, what—a couple thousand nuyen?”

“One,” Spaz offered.

“One? Cheap bastard. We’re worth way more than that,
Locke said.

Back at the table, GlareFest 2070 was continuing, with
Frankie shooting stinkeye at Artie and Artie spreading it
around to the rest of us. “You son of a bitch—” Frankie
growled at the little human.

Artie ignored him. “What are you gonna do with me?”
he demanded, sneering. “Blow me away with that?” He indi-
cated my H&K. “Somebody’ll hear”

I grinned. “Nah, Artie. That’s way too low-class. I prefer
a little irony in my revenge. Locke?”

The mage had moved away from Frankie while I spoke,
and now he came back with a tray containing four glasses,
each filled with a fiery red carbonated liquid. “This stuff’s
pretty vile,” he said conversationally. “I tried it. Even with-
out the poison it’s awful—nearly takes the roof of your
mouth off, but I guess macho troll guys are into that kind of
self-mutilation thing.” He set the tray down in the middle of
the table.

“Two of them came straight out of the can,” I said, tak-
ing a seat but keeping the gun trained on them. “The other
two are ... your own special recipe, Artie. Sporting chance for
both of you, neh?”

Artie was turning several shades of red. He looked like
he was going to bolt but I cuffed him one upside the head
before he could move. “We got all night,” I told him. “Zumi
and Desmo ain’t comin’ back any time soon. Figure they’re

buying this round.”
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The club was /mz:/(ed, Punks pqgoed on the ﬂroum/ ﬂoar, wive-thin and bare[y—c/othed ravers

danced to techno on the upper balcony. They all moved to a different rhythm—some listening to
entl%e{g diﬁérent music through headphones or /mp/anfs, others too druﬂqep/ out af their minds
to know or care. Four af the club-goers moved in sync, methadim/{y and a/ert{y making their way
towards the bar in back from d/ﬁ%rent directions.

The bar apemzd onto a street-level patio. A pha/amx of mt/m;/atmﬂ orks in business suits,
ﬁas/lionab/e yet generic, cordoned oﬁ[ one wing of the patio, watching the faur c/ose[g as they ap-
proached. Behind the bodyguards, a fone human sat at a table on the edge of the patio, sipping
wine as lf he etg/'qyed his private patio domain. His expensive suit and shoes prﬂcﬁcﬂ/[y cr:'r{qu at
be/nj seen i such a dinﬂy setting. The ﬁmr u/ord/ess[y shid past the orks, glares extended on both
sides, and sat down at the table without introduction.

The suited man nodded to each, a thin smile unwavering on his /ips, and introduced /limsc/f

51Mp{g as Mr. Johnson. “l have a target. He's arriving at SeaTac tomorrow morsning, 0500 hours.
He's a/reaﬂ/ﬂ ﬂl’l’ﬂnjed for transportation to downtown with one of the air taxi services. | iave com-
plete schedule /hﬁ:rmﬂtion, af course. | need you to be that air taxi, and to drop him oﬁ‘ht a location
to be speaﬁed once you have him in the air. Unharmed, of conrse. He's not a willing participant.”

The /‘Emr e,\’chanjed a series of /enjthﬂ j/pmces and throat mumb/inﬂs, a telltale sign they
were quietly discussing the oﬁ%r over their private wireless mesh network. Not a word was said
aloud. Sure is a rush. Sec there will be tight. I might have an in. Air-Taxis? Rad! Let's vock!

Aﬂer a few seconds, several nodded, agreesnyg with the voices in their heads. One of ‘the /hfr
feaned fom/ard, the nanotats on his bald head clashing with the color ofspot/iﬂhts bleeding ﬁvm
the dance ﬂoor, and asked the ﬂ//—imporfant question. “Compensation?”

Johnson paused, downed the last of his wine, and put the glass saﬂ/y down on the table.
20,000 nuyen, twenég—ﬁve, sevemfg—ﬁve, Keep it totally clean, and there's an extra ﬁve K.”

Another of the four—this one a lanky elf—spoke up. “Passcodes. What do you have for the
air taxi’s Sﬂstem? ”

The suit fooked annoyed ﬁ)r a moment, his posture changing, ﬁnﬂer traveling along the rim
of his empty glass. “Nothing. | know the service, the times, the in/& about the target; the rest is
up to you.”

The e/f Jooked at his team again, SIVemf/ﬂ messaging. Shouldw’t be that hard of a hack. Delay his
taxi, insert ours, get the guy, and bug out fike it was Chi-town. It's gonna bea long night, though.

The others nodded silent approval. The bald one leaned ff:ru/arp/ again. “We're in. Beam the
mﬁ: to him,”"— he indicated the e/f with a jerk of his thumb— “and we'll see you in the morning.”
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Watch your back. Shoot straight. Conserve ammo. And never,
ever, cut a deal with a dragon.
—Street proverb

2070. Handbasket still in motion.

Since the turn of the century, the world has changed
in unimaginable ways. The mystical energies of the universe
have been steadily rising in power and concentration, bring-
ing magic back to the world—The Awakening. Elves, dwarfs,
orks and trolls have assumed their true forms, throwing off
their human guises. Creatures of the wild have changed as
well, transforming into beasts of myth and legend. The many
traditions of magic have returned—magicians from all walks
of life have carved out a place in the new world for them-
selves. Though many aspects of the Awakening remain myste-
rious, modern society has learned much about the workings
of magic and how to harness it as a force just as important as
technology.

The decades that followed the Awakening were years of
panic and turmoil, as the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse
seemed to race across the Earth. Cultures that had never
lost touch with their mystic heritage used magic in uprisings
against the nations that had suppressed them for centuries.
The vast global telecommunications network collapsed under
an assault by a mysterious computer virus. Dragons soared into
the skies. Epidemics and famine ravaged the world’s popula-
tion. Clashes between newly Awakened races and the rest of
humanity became common. All central authority crumbled,
and the world began to spiral downward into the abyss.

But man and his kin are hardy animals. Out of the dev-
astation and chaos, a fragile new social order slowly emerged.
Advanced simulated sensorium (simsense) technology helped
eradicate the last vestiges of the computer virus. Amerindians,
elves, orks and dwarfs formed new nations. Where environ-
mental degradation and pollution have made many areas un-
inhabitable, eco-groups wage war on polluters, and Awakened
powers use incredible magic to heal the earth. Central govern-
ments have balkanized into smaller nations and city-states, as
fear of the world’s changes drives wedges between people of
different backgrounds. Vast metropolitan sprawls known as
metroplexes cover the landscape; these urban jungles swallow
whole regions. Police departments, unable to contain crime
waves and civil unrest, have been privatized or had their work
contracted out to corporations.

Megacorporations have become the new world super-
powers, a law unto themselves. The entire planet speaks their
language; the nuyen has become the global monetary stan-
dard, and the highest court in the world is the Corporate
Court, made up of members of the top ten megacorporations.
The megacorps play a deadly game, paying pawns in the shad-
ows to help them get an edge on the competition. Meanwhile,
corporate executives and wage slaves hole up in their own
enclaves, safe behind layers of security and indoctrination.
Outside the walls of these arcologies and gated communities,
whole stretches of the sprawls have become ungovernable.
Gangs rule the streets; the forgotten masses grow, lacking even
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a System Identification Number (SIN) to give them any rights.
These outcasts, dissidents, and rebels live as the dregs of soci-
ety, squatting in long-abandoned buildings, surviving through
crime and predatory instincts. Many of them attempt to rise
above their miserable existences by slotting addictive Better-
Than-Life (BTL) chips, living vicariously through someone
else’s senses. Others band together, some for survival and some
to gain their own twisted forms of power.

Technology, too, has changed people. No longer content
with the limitations of flesh, many have turned to the artificial
enhancements of cyberware to make themselves more than
human—stronger, faster, smarter. Others prefer more natural
enhancements, augmented organs grown in clinic vats: bio-
ware. Still others deck themselves out in powerful and wear-
able computing equipment, and manipulate the Matrix or
vehicles as if the optical chips and run-flat tires were parts of
their own body.

In the harsh reality of 2070 where profit is the most im-
portant mistress, the bigger the metroplex, the deeper the
shadows. In the cracks between the giant corporate structures,
criminals of all shades find their homes. When the megacorps
want a job done but don’t want to dirty their hands, they turn
to the only people who can pull it off: shadowrunners, deni-
able assets. Though only the blackest of governmental or cor-
porate databases will even register a shadowrunner’s involve-
ment with a corporation, the demand for his or her services is
high. Hackers can slide like a whisper through the databases
of giant corporations, spiriting away the only thing of real
value—information. Street samurai are enforcers for hire
whose combat skills and reflexes make them the ultimate ur-
ban predators. Riggers can manipulate vehicles and drones for
a variety of purposes. Magicians, those rare folk who possess
the gift of wielding and shaping the magical energies that now
surround the Earth, are sought after to spy on the competi-
tion, sling spells against an enemy, commit magical sabotage,
and for any other purpose that their employers can dream up.
All these individuals sell their skills to survive, taking on the
tasks too dangerous for others; many of them illegal, all of
them unsavory.

Welcome to the dark side of the future, pal. It’s going to
be a hell of a ride.

THE BASICS

Shadowrun is a roleplaying game set in the dystopian
near-future of 2070, a world where cyberpunk meets magic,
where criminal subcultures rub shoulders with corporate
elites, and where advanced technology competes with the
power of spells and spirits. It is an age of high-tech lowlifes,
shrouded in danger and mystery and driven by intrigue and
adrenaline. Those who play in it stand on the edge, always on
the cusp of adventure.

Shadowrun is designed for two to eight players. Like
many other roleplaying games, it has an open-ended style of
play. That means the game has no definitive ending—no preset
time limit, number of turns to play or single goal to reach that
marks the game’s end. Unlike most other games, Shadowrun
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has no winners or losers. The object is to have fun with the
exercise of imagination. When this happens, everybody wins.

Those with roleplaying-game experience will find some of
the following familiar. Such readers may want to skip ahead
to Game Concepts (p. 51), or turn to A History Lesson for the
Reality Impaired (p. 22) or Life on the Edge (p. 35) and delve
into the history and background of the Shadowrun universe.
For those new to roleplaying, the following introduction may
not answer all of your questions, because a roleplaying game
is more easily learned from experienced players than from a
book. This brief overview will give you the general concept be-
hind roleplaying. To learn more, find others who already play
Shadowrun, and learn from them.

WHAT IS A ROLEPLAYING GAME?

A roleplaying game is part improvisational theater, part
storytelling, and part game. It is played by a gamemaster who
runs the game and a group of players who pretend to be charac-
ters. These characters are created by the players, given a history
and personality, and then further defined by a set of statistics
that represent the character’s skills and attributes—as developed
in the character creation process (see p. 70). The gamemaster
presents the setting and situation; through their characters, the
players interact with the storyline and other characters.

Think of it this way: everyone has read a book or seen
a movie in which the lead character does something that the
reader or viewer finds so utterly wrong that he or she wants to
shout out a warning. But no matter what we say, the character
will do what the plot demands; we’re just along for the ride.
Even throwing popcorn won’t help.

In a roleplaying game, the players control their charac-
ters’ actions and respond to the events of the plot. If the player
does not want his or her character to go through the door, the
character will not. If the player thinks the character can talk
him- or herself out of a tight situation rather than resorting to
that trusty pistol, he or she can talk away. The script, or plot,
of a roleplaying game is flexible, always changing based on the
decisions the players make as characters.

The gamemaster controls the story. He or she keeps track
of what is supposed to happen when, describes events as they
occur so that the players (as characters) can react to them, keeps
track of other characters in the game (referred to as non-player
characters), and resolves attempts to take action using the game
system. The game system comes into play when characters seek
to use their skills or otherwise do something that requires a test
to see whether or not they succeed. Specific rules are presented
for situations that involve rolling dice to determine the out-
come (see Game Concepts, p. S1).

The gamemaster describes the world as the characters see it,
functioningas their eyes, ears, and other senses. Gamemastering
is not casy, but the thrill of creating an adventure that engages
the other players’ imaginations, testing their gaming skills and
their characters’ skills in the game world, makes it worthwhile.
FanPro publishes game supplements and adventures to help
this process along, but experienced gamemasters always adapt
the game universe to suit their own styles.

In roleplaying, stories (the adventures) evolve much like
a movie or book, but within the flexible storyline created by
the gamemaster. The story is the overall plot, a general out-
line for what might happen at certain times or in reaction to
other events. It is no more concrete than that until the players
become involved. At that point, the adventure becomes as in-
volving and dramatic as that great movie you saw last week, or
that great book you stayed up all night to finish. In some ways
it’s even better, because you helped create it.

There is no “right” or “wrong” way to play a roleplaying
game—some may involve much more storytelling and im-
provised dialogue than others, while other games may revolve
more around combat situations and tactical battles. The im-
portant part is keeping a balance of these activities that keeps
all the players in the game happy!

ROLEPLAYING SHADOWRUN

In Shadowrun, players characters are typically shadow-
runners or other members of the criminal underground. Many
varieties of runners exist, of all races, genders, and sizes, each
with their own area(s) of expertise.

WHAT RUNNERS DO

Shadowrunners commit crimes, usually for money. When
a corporation or other sponsor needs someone to do dirty
work, they look to the shadows. As “deniable assets,” runners
make advantageous—and expendable—tools.

Runners usually operate in teams. A team can be any com-
bination of character types, depending on what the players
want to do. The team should have a plausible reason for work-
ing together, such as being old friends or cellmates, having
the same interests, or being forced together by circumstance.
Different teams will have different capabilities, and the game-
master should plan accordingly. For example, one team may
excel at breaking and entering, while another might be a squad
of bruisers who work best as hired muscle. While runner teams
will want to work within their strengths, a staple of drama is
the protagonists being pulled out of their element and over
their heads.

Runners have contacts, who represent other potentially
useful people they know. Some of these will be other under-
world types, such as gang members or hit men. Others may
be ordinary people, useful for information or for “special ar-
rangements’—for example, the corporate secretary who lets
you know when the wiz research scientist youre supposed
to kidnap will be leaving the building. The more you rely on
any particular contact’s skills, information, and resources, the
more you'll owe them in the end—even between long-stand-
ing contacts, money and favors are usually necessary to grease
the wheels. A player character’s relationship with a contact
need not be friendly. Sometimes, the people that can help you
out the most are those you like the least.

The most important contact for shadowrunners is the
fixer. A fixer acts as a middleman and can usually help the run-
ners find gear, other contacts or work—all for a fee, of course.
A corporation or other employer that needs shadowrunners
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sends someone to a fixer to ask for reccommendations. If a team
of runners has a good reputation and meets the job require-
ments, a meeting is arranged to discuss details and haggle over
payment. Because such matters are highly sensitive, anonym-
ity is par for the course, and employers of this type are known
simply as Mr. Johnson.

Mr. Johnson may not always be a corporate representa-
tive. The world of Shadowrun is rich and complex, with many
people and groups who may need to hire runners to accom-
plish certain goals. A criminal syndicate may hire runners to
strike at rivals, a mage may hire them to acquire certain rare
materials for magic use, or Joe Neighbor may need to find the
terrorists who kidnapped his wife. Regardless of the sponsor,
if a job involves doing something dangerous and potentially
illegal, it’s a shadowrun. Just like Mr. Johnson is anonymous,
so may be the sponsor—if the price is right, most running
teams don’t care who'’s paying. Misdirection is common, and
Johnsons will often try to drop false clues, leading runners to
think that they’re actually employed by someone else entirely.

Shadowrunner teams may even take the initiative, doing
jobs of their own accord. For example, a player character may
hold a grudge against a certain megacorp, or dislike how a cer-
tain gang treats people in his neighborhood. Maybe he decides
it’s time to get his criminal record erased. Other jobs may be
politically or socially motivated; the character or runner team
may be members of or regularly work with far left or far right

political groups. In the Sixth World, everyone has dirty work
that needs doing.

Runners accomplish their tasks by working the streets
for information, calling in favors and markers from friends
and contacts in the shadows. They take whatever action
their job requires: surveillance, theft, breaking and entering,
even murder.

Runners do these things because they are survivors. Many
of them grew up committing crimes to get by, or perhaps they
obtained special training somewhere and want to put it to use.
Some may have extended families to feed and no other source
of income. Many of them prefer the freedom of the shadowlife,
controlling their own destinies as opposed to being a wage
slave in some drab business park kissing corporate ass all day.
Others enjoy the thrill of running, thriving on its risks. Finally,
some are inspired to run by a sense of social justice; they want
to damage the powers-that-be however they can while provid-
ing for the underclass. These runners are known as “hooders for
their Robin Hood outlook.

BASIC RUNNER TYPES

The following terms refer to runners who specialize in
various fields.

Faces are charismatic individuals—they may be good
looking, smooth talking, quick-witted, or just have a great

force of personality. The face is usually the front-man at any
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meet and handles negotiations with Mr. Johnsons, dealers,
info-brokers, and situations where legwork and networking is
necessary. A face may be all natural, but more often than not
they’re augmented by bioware such as tailored pheromones.

Magicians use their force of will and the power of their
beliefs to manipulate magic and control spirits. Magicians
who have similar beliefs often gravitate to one another, adopt-
ing schools of thought known as traditions. Magicians of all
traditions are able to cast spells and summon and bind spirits.
Most can also perceive and project into the parallel mystic
realm of astral space. Two magical traditions are common:
hermetic mages and shamans. Mages (hermetic magicians)
are known for using thaumaturgical abilities in a scientific
manner. To mages, magic is about knowledge and structure.
Shamans are magicians to whom magic is attunement with
the forces of nature.

Adepts are the modern-day ninjas and berserkers, using
magic to enhance their body’s abilities. Adepts tend to be ath-
letically oriented, with good stealth and combat skills.

Hackers are characters that specialize in computers, and
accessing and manipulating data via the Matrix—either using
augmented reality or going full-bore and using virtual reality
to help them do their dirty work. Most hackers use customized
computers called commlinks, often with personally written
programs that manipulate the Matrix in ways beyond any sys-
op’s intention. While illegally logged into the Matrix, hackers
can search and sift through information of all kinds, tap phone
calls, and disable and enable other systems at will. Most hack-
ers are experts in cybercombat—a battle of skills and programs
against other hackers or intrusion countermeasures (IC).

Riggers are a subset of hackers who focus on using and
manipulating modern vehicles and drones. Many riggers are
adept at controlling multiple drones at once and using them as
“eyes and ears.” Others excel at “jumping into” vehicles through
full virtual reality, effectively operating as if they were exten-
sions of their own bodies. Similarly, security riggers—typically
known as spiders—interface with the sim-enhanced security
systems built into buildings and facilities. From this “web,
the spider’s reach spans the entire building, allowing him to
see through sensors and mentally control security features like
locks and hidden weaponry. For riggers looking for work on
the sly, good smugglers are always in short supply, and piloting
a T-bird across hostile borders or running BTL chips up and
down the coast can be profitable shadow-ops. If getting down
and dirty with the physical and electronic guts of your ride is
more your thing, you can take fech-wiz jobs to modify vehicles
according to a client’s (probably illegal) desires—a lucrative
biz that also requires less travel.

Street samurai are physically enhanced combat mon-
sters. With implanted cyberware, bioware, and combat skills,
they attempt to be the quickest, meanest, and strongest killing
machines on the streets. Many of them cybernetically boost
their reflexes to increase their action and reaction speeds, or
boost their strength so that they can inflict more damage.
Many are also lethal with firearms, and almost all have a smart-
link system installed for increased precision in shooting. Some

fight for honor, some because they get paid for it, and oth-
ers because they are insane enough to go up against anything.
Street samurai is a catch-all term—some characters may iden-
tify themselves as bodyguards, mercenaries, assassins, or with
similar labels, but in general a character based around physi-
cal skills and non-magical augmentation can be called a street
samurai—even if some of them don’t like the implication.

These basic runner types are just the tip of the iceberg and
are not meant to define a set of character classes. Players can
create a dizzying variety of characters using the character cre-
ation rules (p. 70)—for example, a detective character who re-
lies on charisma and skill as opposed to cyberware, or a covert
operations specialist who has all the gear and cyberware nec-
essary to penetrate electronic defenses. The only limit is your
imagination. For more examples of the types of characters you
can play, see the Sample Characters beginning on p. 89.

SETTINGS

Shadowrun is set only sixty-five years in the future, but the
world has gone through tremendous changes. Two of the most
significant are the Matrix and the astral plane—two “settings”
that will come into play no matter where your shadowrunner
is on the globe.

The Matrix

The Matrix is the sweeping term generally used to refer
to the worldwide computer network and telecommunications
grid—or, more accurately, the millions of wireless computer
networks and devices that, together, comprise the Matrix—a
mesh network with no central body. The Matrix is used for
all types of communications—voice and vidphone calls are
routed through the Matrix, as are text messages and emails.

Almost everyone in developed nations uses the Matrix on
a daily basis for work, education, and recreational purposes. In
fact, most people are online all of the time, constantly interact-
ing with the Matrix via their commlinks and augmented real-
ity (AR) overlays. Most people have their own personal area
network (PAN), a micro-network linking together all of their
personal devices using their commlink as the central router
and Matrix hub. This wireless connectivity gives users a great
amount of freedom, as they can access their files and resources
from virtually everywhere, and interact with nearby devices
and networks using AR visual sight cues and other sensory
data to bring them information on the fly. This technology is
described in detail in The Wireless World, p. 205.

Of central interest to most casual users are geo-tags which
broadcast AR Matrix data that is linked to a specific location.
For example, a geo-tag at a shopping mall may broadcast a mall
map, information about new stores, and current sale specials.
A geo-tag at the Seattle Department of Motor Vehicles would
direct you to the proper line, desk, or terminal, inform you of
the necessary ID requirements, and offer driving safety tips to
everyone entering and leaving.

Matrix users can access multiple systems at once—they
may be downloading their email in one augmented reality
“window,” referencing research documents in another, and be
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watching the security cameras mounted in their child’s day-
care in a third .

Many matrix services are public and accessible, such
as some databases, social clubs, game rooms, or PR offices.
Others are semi-private—dating services and stock market
trading sites, for example—available to the public in exchange
for a one-time or subscription fee. Others are private, layered
with IC and security measures and patrolled by corporate
hackers. These hosts contain the deepest, darkest secrets of
corporations and other entities.

The Astral Plane

The astral plane is another reality entirely. Some magi-
cians can perceive its depths or project their consciousness
therein. Those who take astral form can move through the
astral plane at the speed of thought, but few magicians can
stay within this realm for longer than a few hours. The astral
plane is the home of spirits, beings of quicksilver and shadow,
a realm of mystery and danger. It parallels our own physical
plane, and auras of living creatures and magic are reflected
upon it, where those skilled in the Art can analyze them. The
theory goes that the astral is actually sustained by the life
force of the Earth and its creatures. From the astral plane, a
magician can read the emotional imprints that linger on vari-

ous items. Sufficiently strong feelings may even pollute the as-

tral atmosphere. Sterile corporate offices, murder scenes, and
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toxic dumping grounds, to give just a few examples, all have
their own distinct (and unpleasant) astral “flavor.”

Beyond the astral plane are the metaplanes, realms of
magic accessible only by initiated magicians. Little is known
about the metaplanes—of which there may be an unlimited
number, or only one, depending on whose theories you be-
lieve. Initiated magicians can travel to any metaplane they
choose, though some have strict entrance requirements.

Beyond the Basics

Shadowrun contains many more interesting settings, too
numerous to mention more than a few here. Players may find
themselves in corporate arcologies, self-contained and self-
sustainable mini-cities that house thousands of corporate citi-
zens; Awakened lands, where metahumans and dragons work
together to purify the often polluted Earth; or the cold edge of
space, where humanity is slowly populating numerous orbital
habitats while it plans for more. Most metahumans consider
the vast urban sprawls to be their home, whether it be the glit-
tering skyscraper penthouses of the corporate elite, the wind-
ing homogenous mazes of a corporate housing enclave, or the
warzone atmosphere of a blighted ghetto that the police long
ago surrendered to gangs. Even corporate thugs and cops fear
to tread in many of the sprawl’s shadow regions.
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SHADOW ACTIVITY

In Shadowrun, the megacorporations make the laws, and
they tend toward laws that favor themselves. Any shadowrun-
ner knows that the corps will bend or break the law whenever
they need to. When the corps choose to break the law, shad-
owrunners get involved as deniable assets. Therefore, when
runners hit the streets, they also tend to break the law—a lot.
Depending on their current objectives, random chance or the
actions of opponents, lawbreaking can occur in a variety of
ways. Most runs involve several specific criminal operations,
many of which are described below.

B & E stands for breaking and entering. Most runs in-
volve B & E in some way, whether to steal research, commit
sabotage, plant false evidence or otherwise further the ne-
farious plot of this week’s Mr. Johnson. Security in 2070 has
become an art form, ranging from mundane retinal-scan ma-
glocks to concertina wire electrified fences to patrolling spirits
to full-blown security hackers and riggers mixing metahuman
sensibilities with the unblinking eye of technology. Any run-
ner team worth its name is going to need the know-how, the
creativity, or the brute force to bypass these defenses.

Courier runs are glorified delivery jobs. Most often, the
object to be delivered is of strategic or monetary importance
or is otherwise valuable and so needs protection from others
who want it. Runners hired for these jobs must make sure the
object reaches its destination safely and intact.

Datasteals are jobs where a hacker works his way into
a computer system host and steals information. While this
can often be done from a remote location, they often prefer
to work on site, doing their technical magic in concert with
the other members of the team—disabling and obstructing
security systems, allowing the team to penetrate to the core of
even the blackest facilities. This infiltration is often necessary,
as many government and corporate computer hosts remain
disconnected from the Matrix for security reasons.

Extractions are frequently arranged by corporations who
wish to steal valuable personnel from other corporations. Top
research scientists, skilled financial agents, and other suits
with valuable knowledge are hot commodities and are suit-
ably protected. The “victims” in many extractions are willing
targets—employees who have decided to defect to another
corp. Some corporations consider certain personnel so valu-
able that they would rather see them dead than working for a
rival; attempts to extract these people may fall afoul of deadly
contingency plans.

Hooding is robbing from the rich to give to the poor,
a definition that has gradually expanded to include any run
spurred more by a commitment to social justice than anything
else. Examples include destroying a pollution-producing fac-
tory, mugging the Yakuza protection-racket enforcers and
returning the money they stole to the neighborhood, or de-
fending a metahuman community from attacks by human su-
premacists. Corporations and authorities typically view such
acts as “terrorism,” while more cynical people may view such
social concern as a weakness to be exploited.

Smuggling is similar to courier work, though smugglers
usually have their own specially equipped vehicles for sneak-
ing goods across borders and outrunning (or outgunning)
the law. Smuggling can be quite lucrative if the runner knows
the markets. Such work usually goes hand in hand with pi-
racy, as pirates are often the cheapest source of illicit goods.
Smuggling is done through various means and with many
different vehicles, but the smuggler’s choice is undoubtedly
the Scout-class, vectored-thrust, low-altitude vehicle (LAV)
known as the thunderbird, or t-bird.

Structure hits are sabotage runs intended to do structur-
al damage to the target that will cost time, nuyen, work, and
perhaps more to repair or recover from. Runs of this nature
often involve large explosions, making demolitions a useful
skill. Structure hits can be accomplished via other methods,
however, from smart corrosives to rampaging elementals to
pushing the right button at the wrong time.

An additional twist are tailchasers, or simply “distraction
runs” where a team of runners may be hired to pull off a flashy
run like wetwork or a structure hit ... but really, they’re just
around to distract corp security and confuse everyone while
another runner team takes on a more understated job such as
an extraction or B&E. While security is busy dealing with the
fallout from the first runner team’s actions, the second team
sneaks in and takes what they want—whether it be a metahu-
man, a piece of hot tech, or some paydata. This second job may
not be fully discovered for hours or even days.

Wetwork is assassination, pure and simple. Many run-
ners refuse to take these jobs and view dirtying their hands for
money in this way as vile. The world 0of 2070 contains many fac-
tions, each with multitudes of enemies who they may find most
convenient and cost effective to simply remove. Corporations
or underworld figures sometimes place bounties on certain in-
dividuals; collecting on these can be profitable, if risky.

These types of criminal operations are just the beginning
of a long list of shadowrunning possibilities. Some runs may
be simple investigations or may involve low-level criminal ac-
tivity such as BTL-dealing, Matrix bank fraud, or holdups.
Breaking the law can easily become an everyday occurrence
for runners. In fact, some runners break it simply by their
existence, because they possess illegal cyberware or practice
magic without a license. While some runners have legitimate
jobs, many do not have SINs, and so they work and travel with
false identities. Much of the weaponry and gear associated
with shadowrunning is also restricted, and so runners must
take care to cache their gear and maintain safehouses. This
gets even more complex if the runners have to cross borders,
a common occurrence for established shadowrunner teams.
Some jobs will take runners across borders or overseas because
the sponsor backing the job wants to use operatives that are
unlikely to be recognized, or maybe because the sponsor has
simply burned too many bridges in that country. Other jobs
may lead runners across the globe in unexpected ways—they
could be chasing a sim star gone missing, or a piece of art that
“walked away” from its museum home.
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[ remember when [ was a kid, my mom would sometimes drag me to the museum. | spent so

much time playing with computers, you see, that she was worvied that | wasn'’t keeping a ﬁrm grip
on reality or seeing enough of the world outside my room. The museum had some pretty good dis-
plays, but my favor/tg was a/u/ays the giant dinosaur skeletons. It was a morbid ﬁsahation—thqy
were dead, and yet eternal at the same time. | made a game out of ﬁﬂdlhﬂ new ways to sneak up
and touch the bones without alerting security.

These dﬂys you can st///jo to the museum, but most fc}/ks don’t bother. They can have it brought
to them and experience it w?tua/[y. The peop/e who do bother usua/[g get to see the auﬂmented rea/iéy
display because the bones are so ﬁaﬂi/e now they might crumble to dust. I'm still trying to decide
whether that's good or bad. You can’t touch the bones, but they won’t disappear, either.

So what is a legend supposed to do when the world changes around him? Most of my col-
/mjues are dead—hell, Captain Chaos should've been writing this, but he went down with his ship
ﬂ/urinﬂ the second Crash. Someone’s got to Jook out ﬁJr the next generation, and it m{q/tt as well be
me because I'm the last dinosaur af my kind, and I'm better than some AR d/lsp/aﬂ.

The ﬁa//ou/inﬂ is a history fesson for the rm/i:fg /mpaira/, because as ['ve learned over the years,
my mom was right: there's more to life and the world than what you filter through your computer
or commilink. Call this a last shout-out to Cap, the neo-@'s, and everyone else who is u//'///hﬂ to learn
something ﬁ)r the sake of know/e{/ge, not just survival.

— Fastfack

THE RISE OF THE MEGACORPS

So how did we get in this mess, anyway? While many people experience life as an augmented-
reality-enhanced shopping spree or as a neverending stream of hypnotizing entertainment expe-
riences, the rest of us see things quite a bit differently—and they’re not a cheery shade of rose.
When your daily concern is scoring enough nuyen to eat and watching your back against your fellow
shadow denizens, you know there’s significant room for improvement with the world.

SERETECH & SHIAWASE

Imagine this: it’s the late 1990%, and corporate entities are growing more powerful with each
passing year. Increasingly unwilling to entrust the safety and security of their assets and personnel
to public law-enforcement organizations, these entities gradually began supplementing them with
their own private security forces—forces that, far from stereotypical doughnut-eating “rent-a-cops,”
grew more and more to resemble paramilitary groups armed with the best equipment available.

1999 was the worst year ever. (It was also the year I was born. Mom joked for a few years
that I was the herald of the End of Days. After that, better candidates came along.) Thanks to a
three-month-long truckers’ strike, no fresh food was coming into New York City. Food riots broke
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out, and the whole city was engulfed in violence. Unfortunately
for us, it also engulfed a Seretech Med-Research truck hauling
infectious waste. A running battle erupted between Seretech se-
curity personnel and the mobs—who were convinced the truck
was carrying food—and ended up at one of the firm’s medical
research facilities. To make a long story short, it resulted in a
bloodbath and kicked off city, state, and federal charges of crimi-
nal negligence aimed at Seretech.

Thank the Supreme Court for their decision. Seretech
claimed that defending the truck from the mob ensured that its
cargo didn’t get out and create worse scenarios, and the Supreme
Court agreed. They upheld the corp’s right to maintain an armed
force for protection of its personnel and property. Corps 1,
World 0.

In late ’00, things heated up when the radical eco-group
TerraFirst! allegedly attacked a Shiawase, Inc. nuclear power
plant. Shiawase’s security forces repelled the attack, but used
the incident as an excuse to advance their position that public
law enforcement was insufficient to provide the kinds of protec-
tions it and other large corporations required. In the end, the
Supreme Court in its supreme wisdom granted multinational
corporations the same rights and privileges as foreign govern-
ments, establishing corporate extraterritoriality in what came
to be known as “The Shiawase Decision.” Later on, TerraFirst!
got its hands on evidence proving that Shiawase and a few oth-
er corps had conspired to stage the attack, but this evidence
was destroyed when a bomb wrecked the group’s California of-
fice and killed several key members. Suspicions are strong that
the bomb was planted by a shadowrunner—welcome to the
Sixth World.

What does this mean for you? It means that you now know
why getting caught stealing Ares R&D while on Ares property
is one of the worst career moves you could ever make, but being
able to skip off onto another corp’s property while hanging onto
Ares goods may mean living to steal another day.

RESOURCE RUSH

Meanwhile, the corps suddenly realized what sort of power
lay in their hands and acted quickly to exploit the hell out of it.
Not even a year after the Shiawase Decision, the United States
government invoked “eminent domain” to bring property un-
der its control, and then licensed its exploitation to corporate
sponsors. Corporations were snapping up these opportunities
left and right, and they didn’t care whose toes they stepped on
in the bargain. This usually meant looting Native American res-
ervation lands of resources—a practice that the Amerindians,
understandably, were less than pleased about.

Lone Eagle Incident

The more radical among the Native Americans formed the
Sovereign American Indian Movement (SAIM) to fight the
corporate takeovers. They didn’t do much but talk until 2009,
when United Oil Industries acquired the petrochemical re-
sources in one-tenth of the remaining reservations. Having had
enough, SAIM responded by capturing a missile silo at the US.
Air Force’s Shiloh Launch Facility in northwest Montana, then
threatened to launch the missiles unless the U.S. government and

ﬂf-ﬂ?},‘t the corps returned all the land taken from them.
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Predictably, the government pretended to initiate talks, and
then sent in the Delta Team anti-terrorist squad. The Deltas re-
captured the silo, but not before someone “accidentally” launched
a Lone Eagle ICBM toward the Russian Republic. Everyone
thought for sure this was the beginning of the end, but amaz-
ingly, the warheads never hit. To this day no one knows how that
happened, though a million and one theories have been advanced
and everyone (including me) has tried in vain to find out.

When the public got wind of what happened, the “Lone
Eagle incident” (as it was being called) became a propaganda
tool against SAIM and all Native Americans. Adding insult
to injury, the US. government passed the Re-Education and
Relocation Act just months after it was introduced in late 2009.
The Act called for the confinement of anyone connected in any
way to SAIM. At the same time, Canada’s Parliament passed the
Nepean Act, which legitimized internment camps for Native
Americans. Both acts were thoroughly abused, with thousands
of innocent Native Americans sent to “re-education centers”
throughout 2010. Many of them never returned. It would be
over a year before the survivors were freed.

United Oil

Meanwhile, the original culprits were facing troubles in
Texas. It seems that a gang of homeless, unemployed workers
stormed the United Oil Industries headquarters, demanding
that the “fascist corporations” be held accountable for the city of
Dallas’s financial and crime-related problems. To meet this obvi-
ously formidable threat, the governor of Texas called in the Texas
Ranger Assault Teams. After the smoke cleared, the state legisla-
ture passed laws giving corporate security forces carte blanche in
dealing with armed intruders.

But Texas was not alone; other places around the world
were passing similar laws. They created urban militia units armed
with military weaponry and gave residents the right to contract
private security firms to protect their communities with lethal
force. Sound familiar? That’s because this was the basis upon
which Lone Star, the rent-a-cops we all love to hate, were formed.
You can thank the Texans for that.

JAPANESE IMPERIAL STATE

But let’s go back to 2005 and 2006 for a moment. Japan
had just emerged from a recession as a major power. In 2005,
South Korea (backed by Japanese corporate interests) declared
war on North Korea. So what did North Korea do? In 2006,
they launched missiles at Japan in a fruitless effort to get the
Japanese to abandon their support. The missiles didn’t detonate
(funny how that happens), and North Korea was overrun by the
end of the year. Feeling rather buff at this point, Japan renamed
itself as the Japanese Imperial State—clearly evoking pre-WWII
glory days.

That’s not all. The JIS followed this by deploying the first of
a fleet of solar-powered collection satellites to beam microwave
energy to receptors on the Earth’s surface. This relatively cheap
method of distributing power to isolated regions allowed Japan
to instigate a virtual economic takeover of the Third World. After
that, Japan re-emerged as a military power, and exercised that
power later on the people of the Philippines and San Francisco.
Hold that thought.
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DEATH AND CHAQS

Things really got cooking in 2010-2018. We had a virtual
alphabet soup going on: VITAS, UGE, NAN, and so forth.
Between the epidemics and the resurgence of magic in the world,
there were many who thought that the Apocalypse was on its way
and that we ought to be kissing our collective backsides goodbye.
It wasn’t the end, but it sure was a whole lot of change—and it
wasn’t quiet.

VITAS

Virally Induced Toxic Allergy Syndrome (VITAS) first ap-
peared in New Delhi, India in 2010. It spread terrifyingly fast,
striking down approximately 25 percent of the world’s popula-
tion. Those areas worst hit were China, India, many African na-
tions, some Third World cities, and outlying areas due to inad-
equate or nonexistent medical care and vaccines.

Still, no one was safe, and a lot of fear and paranoia fol-
lowed in the epidemic’s wake. In Mexico City, for example, the
locals called it “Terror Time,” and as the dead piled up in the
streets, Citizens  Action Committees (otherwise known as orga-
nized mobs) burned whole sections of the city. It should come as
no surprise, then, that in January, 2011 the Mexican government
dissolved, sending thousands of refugees across the border into
Texas. This would have significant repercussions later on.

THE AWAKENING

As if a prelude of what was to come, suddenly a percentage
of children all around the world were born “deformed.” Many
people called these babies mutants; others called them elves
and dwarfs, for that was exactly what they resembled. The sci-
entists, however, called the phenomenon Unexplained Genetic
Expression (UGE). Though we have better ideas these days
about what may have triggered it (magic, of course), we’re not
much closer to an in-depth explanation than we were before.
Now all you elves and dwarfs out there know where you came
from. We're just as mystified as you are.

The real kicker happened December 24, 2011. What was
previously known as the Year of Chaos became the Awakeningas
simultaneous events spectacularly ushered in the Mayans Sixth
World: the appearance of the great dragon Ryumyo over Mount
Fuji, witnessed by hundreds of Japanese passengers on a bullet
train, and the Native American prophet Daniel Howling Coyote
leading his followers out of the Abilene Re-Education Center.
Camp guards swore that no shot fired at Howling Coyote
touched him; some sort of “glow” stopped them. Ignoring their
captors, the Native American walked through the gates and out
into the storm surrounding the camp, with no trace found the
next morning to mark their passage.

Elsewhere, weather patterns were changing, as were geo-
graphic features—some to catastrophic effect. Australia expe-
rienced the first of many violent “mana storms,” which swept
through the Outback, killing hundreds. Western forests in
Ireland began growing rapidly, and the long-forgotten slighe
roads returned along with peat bogs and cairn lines. Stone circles
and standing stones erupted along known ley lines in Britain.
The Netherlands, Belgium, Germany and Denmark experienced
a flood that left toxic sludge in its wake when the poisoned
North Sea pushed into the mouth of the Elbe River, destroying
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many dikes and dams. Floods, hurricanes, earthquakes, and more
(un)natural disasters followed all over the world.

Dunkelzahn Explains It All

While many were preparing for a religious Apocalypse and
others were simply learning how to deal with the enormous
chaos and uncertainty, a certain dragon decided to take mat-
ters into his own talons. On January 27, 2012, the great dragon
Dunkelzahn made his first appearance at Cherry Creek Lake in
Denver. It was a media frenzy. Reporters were fighting for exclu-
sives while the military was trying to seal the area off. In the end,
however, Dunkelzahn granted one Holly Brighton the exclusive
interview that made history: twelve hours and sixteen minutes
of questions about Dunkelzahn and the turmoil happening to
us that was dubbed the Awakening. For whatever reason (some
say to help us out), the great dragon explained it all in that mara-
thon interview.

In simple terms, magic had returned to the world with a
vengeance. You can imagine how simultaneously scary, exhila-
rating, and disappointing that was for many people; it certainly
blew my twelve-year-old mind. Scientists had a really difficult
time coming to grips with it, not knowing how to classify it (if
they were even to accept its existence at all). Out of the blue,
some people were now able to incinerate others with a thought
(even if it knocked them on their keisters afterward). That could
be scary for someone who didn’t want the ability, scary for those
who couldn’t and didn’t want to understand how it could hap-
pen, exhilarating for those who did want the ability, and disap-
pointing for every loon who'd pretended to be a great magician
and who was now revealed as a complete fraud.

NATION BUILDING

The death of the United States of America, and the birth
of the North American crazy quilt we all know and love, began
in 2014.

The Native American Nations formed in 2018 with the
Treaty of Denver—a conciliatory gesture by the United States
and Canadian governments following a protracted guerrilla war
with Native American forces led by Daniel Howling Coyote
(remember him?). The U.S.-Canadian forces tried to pass the
Resolution Act that would have exterminated all the Amerindian
tribes for good, but needless to say the Natives were having none
of that. The war culminated in the Great Ghost Dance, a mas-
sive magical ritual that Howling Coyote and his followers used
to shake up the North American landscape by blowing the tops
off several volcanoes (Redondo Peak in New Mexico, along with
Mount Adams, Mount Hood, Mount Rainier, and Mount St.
Helens in the Pacific Northwest), not to mention causing freaky
weather and other disturbances at military bases and supply
dumps connected with the Resolution Act.

The Treaty of Denver, among other things, recognized the
sovereignty of the Native American Nations and ceded most of
the western portion of North America to them, while allow-
ing the US. to retain most of California and maintain Seattle
as an extraterritorial extension. (Now you know why the Seattle
metroplex is more or less a screwed-up frontier town). The
NAN, governed by a Sovereign Tribal Council, included: the
Salish-Shidhe Council, the Sioux Nation, the Pueblo Corporate
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Council, the Ute Nation, the Algonkian-Manitou Council, the
Athabaskan Council, the Trans-Polar Aleut Nation, and the
Tsimshian Nation.

The Treaty of Denver also divided up that city between its
original signatory members: Aztlan (more on them later), neigh-
bor members of the new NAN (Sioux, Pueblo, and Ute) and the
United States. Since no militaries were allowed for fear of annul-
ling the treaty and bringing about a repeat of the Great Ghost
Dance, Denver became a smuggler’s dream.

Remember that part about the dissolution of the Mexican
government? 2015 saw the birth of Aztlan, after Mexico’s new
president (and the lackey of ORO, the company that grew out
of the South American drug cartels and that later reinvented
itself as Aztechnology) renamed his country. He also exhorted
all Hispanic peoples to “join in reclaiming our glorious cultural
heritage.” I think if anyone had told them that this reclamation
would include a forceful return to the bloodiest days of Aztec
history, many people would’ve laughed ... but they wouldn’t be
laughing now.

METAMORPHOSES

Yet more changes came down the pike between 2018 and
2029: ASIST, Goblinization, cyberlimbs, Lone Star, and the
first cyberterminals, to name a few. We had an explosion of
tech, more metahumanity to contend with, and a policlub that
couldn’t (contend, that is). It sure was a bumpy ride, but for me
it literally opened up new worlds.

TECHSPLOSION

While others were hashing out the Treaty of Denver, Dr.
Hosato Hikita was working for ESP Systems, Inc. in Chicago.
And what was the good doctor doing? Why, creating the first
generation of Artificial Sensory Induction System Technology
(ASIST)—otherwise known as simsense—of course. This is the
stuff that later got everyone’s minds hooked in to the consensu-
al reality of the Matrix and addicted to Neil the Ork Barbarian
simflicks. (Worse stuff like BTLs are out there, I know. But
those simflicks are some of the most cheeseball things to ever
hit the Sixth World, especially now that they’ve incorporated
Or’zet curses. Don’t get me started.) Simsense units, which
could play rudimentary sense impressions, would first hit the
market in the 20s.

Then in 2019, British braintrust corporation Transys
Neuronet successfully attached the first completely cybernetic
replacement limb to a human being. This human being hap-
pened to be the virtuosa violinist Leonora Bartoli, who'd lost
her left hand in a freak accident while disembarking from a
bullet train. Coincidentally, Transys was experimenting with
a prosthetic that could link directly into the user’s nervous sys-
tem, allowing for far greater sensitivity and control. This was a
win-win situation for both parties, and a cybernetic revolution
for us.

GOBLINIZATION

For a while, we thought we'd have a breather from all the
turmoil we'd witnessed. Turns out it was the calm before yet an-




other storm. April 30,2021 saw one in ten adults metamorphose
into huge and terrifying shapes that we now call orks and trolls.
You can imagine what that was like: if UGE was scary, only pro-
ducing those cute dwarf and elf babies, then Goblinization was
like something out of everyone’s nightmares. Many governments
overreacted, either thinking that it was a contagion or simply
acting from fear and hate: metahumans and their families were
sometimes rounded up into the camps that had once held Native
Americans, or (in the case of the Japanese) sent off to a hellish
island in the Philippines called Yomi. As you might expect based
on similar imprisonments in the past, humane treatment of in-
mates was not a priority there.

This brouhaha didn’t really calm down until the next wave
of VITAS struck in 2022. When it hit human and metahuman
alike, most authorities finally realized that this Goblinization
was likely not a real contagion but something more akin to
UGE. Still, VITAS had killed another 10 percent of the world’s
population before it was all over—no one was safe. In 2023,
the US. Supreme Court granted metahumans equal protection
under the law. Not that it made a difference to the scum who
founded the Humanis Policlub—an organization that’s still go-
ing strong—the same year...

LONE STAR

Remember that mess in Texas with United Oil, and its
ties to the founding of Lone Star? In the late teens, Lone Star
Security Services appeared in Corpus Christi as a private law en-
forcement agency. Corpus Chiristi, Texas, became the first city to
contract full-service, citywide law enforcement to a private agen-
cy. That same year, the Seattle Metroplex was officially founded;
the governor was then-Mayor Chatles C. Lindstrom.

Where this comes together for you Seattleites is: the Seattle
Police Department went on strike in 2025. Bad move for them,
because the governor declared the strike illegal, fired them all,
and then hired Lone Star to do the policing. They’ve spread like
cockroaches across North America ever since.

TECH, REDUX

The remote-vote system went into effect for the 2024
Presidential election. Though then-President Jarman won a
landslide re-election, his opponents called “fraud.” No one paid
attention; everybody just wanted a bit of peace and quiet, thank
you—ryours truly counted among them.

The biggest technological leap, however, came be-
tween 2026 and 2029. Sony Cybersystems, Fuchi Industrial
Electronics, and RCA-Unisys all came up with prototype cyber-
terminals, meant to interface with the world wide data network
via the central nervous system. That’s right, kiddies—first gen-
eration neuron hook-up to the information grids. These things
were huge, needing isolation tanks, multi-contact-point jacks,
multiple hook-ups for the operator, and so on. Only the mili-
tary and corporate intelligence super-hackers got to play with
these, and the first ones to use them went crazy; their brains
couldn’t handle it. But millions of dollars, lots of training, and
a few years of refinement later made it so much safer that the
CIA, NSA, and IRS decided to pool their resources and cre-
ate a “cybercommando” hacker team codenamed Echo Mirage.
Anyone with brains could see what sort of uses this team would
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be put to. Thankfully, they never got a chance ... but the trade-
off wasn’t a bargain by any means.

THE CRASH OF 29

On February 8, 2029, the nastiest computer virus ever hit
computer systems around the world. They toppled and crashed,
the virus wiping out data and sometimes even burning out the
hardware. Since many governments, services, and corporations
depended heavily on the worldwide network grids for data ac-
cess, storage, connectivity, and more, the vast majority of them
were on the verge of collapse—a veritable infocalypse.

Echo Mirage

Given a presidential order to combat the Crash Virus,
Echo Mirage swung into action. Unfortunately, most of the
team members were unsuited to combat the virus, being too
linear-thinking and inflexible to fight back effectively, and it
showed in psychological casualties. The powers that be had to
recruit new blood.

The new team, spearheaded by Major David Gavilan
(USAF), was composed of thirty-two men and women from
various backgrounds who shared at least one trait in common:
an ability to think outside of the box. Mavericks, data-miners,
hackers, they were each brilliant in one way or another, and some
of the best we had to offer. In August of 2029, they waded in,
ready to carve up some code. Still, eighteen minutes after they
engaged the virus in cybercombat, four of them were dead from
lethal biofeedback. Though Echo Mirage casily handled every-
thing else they encountered, the virus proved difficult to eradi-
cate, continuing to kill many team members.

On the other side of the virtual wall, the logs were continu-
ally analyzed to see how to improve the programs and hardware
used in the fight. In the course of this study, we all got to see
how the virus generated the deadly biofeedback as well as how
the members of Echo Mirage were able to slip in and out of any
targeted system (which alarmed many who'd previously thought
their systems safe from intrusion). I can’t tell you how much
of that knowledge was used after the Crash Virus was wiped
out—you've seen some of it yourselves in the form of Black IC.
But I can tell you that, thanks to that knowledge, much of the
hardware was reduced to desk size and no longer required sen-
sory deprivation tanks. By late 2031, Echo Mirage managed to
wipe out the last of the known vestiges of the virus.

Most of the surviving members of Echo Mirage disap-
peared afterward into the private sector, taking much of their
knowledge with them. Only a few known team members ever
resurfaced; nobody knows where the rest are today.  know that
some think I might have been a part of all that—I only wish I
had been, because they were among the finest people I have
ever known.

DIVIDED WE STAND,
UNITED WE FALL

Many governments had destabilized thanks to the Crash,
and they put themselves to rights in its wake with varying degrees
of complexity and violence in the decade that followed. Among
those most affected were the Americas, Russia, and Europe.
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NORTH AMERICA
Already divided by the Treaty of Denver, North America
wasn’t through balkanizing yet.

UCAS

On October 15, 2030, the remnants of the United States
and Canada decided to merge into one country: the United
Canadian and American States. Both countries had been kicked
around hard enough economically that the notion simply made
sense; we could each bolster the other while cutting down on the
usual red tape and diplomacy snafus.

California

California, one of a few opponents of this measure, was the
only place that held hearing after hearing on the matter, going so
far as to hold a referendum on seceding from the UCAS. Check
that: many referenda. As it turned out, the new UCAS govern-
ment was getting a bit tired of the whole mess and didn’t want to
have to deal with those crazy Californians anyway, so it simply
gave the state the boot in 2036.

CAS

California’s secession fever caught on in the south, particu-
larly with those who, even after all these years, were still smarting
from the Civil War. In 2033, while the UCAS merger was still
young and ongoing, legislators from the southern states staged a
walkout. They met later to discuss secession among themselves,
a discussion that ended up as a no-go. It evidently remained
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an option to them, because that’s exactly what happened when
they broke away as a protest against what they saw as preferen-
tial treatment for northern sprawls. Texas, Oklahoma, Missouri,
Arkansas, Louisiana, Tennessee, Mississippi, Alabama, Georgia,
North Carolina, South Carolina, and Virginia seceded from
the UCAS, forming the Confederated American States (CAS).
Though Florida had been part of the original secession talks, the
state instead decided to join the new Caribbean League.

EURO WARS

Russia experienced more than a few disruptions, beginning
in 2030. In the Siberian wilderness, Awakened forces rose up
and seized control, dominating the Western Siberian Lowland
and several other areas west. Seemingly inspired by this turn of
events, Belarus and the Ukraine attempted to secede the next
year, taking advantage of Russia’s lack of communications and
surveillance capabilities due to the Crash.

By this time, Russia was desperate for resources. They need-
ed to retain control somewhere, and so they rolled the troops
in to take care of the rebellious Belarusians and Ukrainians.
Unfortunately for them, this mired them deep into a war that
lasted for twelve years.

Nightwraith Incident

Something happened January 23,2033 that nipped the worst
of the EuroWars in the bud. That night, Swedish airspace monitors
picked up several flights of what appeared to be British Acrospace
Nightwraith fighter-bombers moving rapidly across northern
Europe. Before anyone could move, they took out key communi-
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cations and command centers on all sides of the conflict. In addi-
tion, unknown assassins killed over a dozen key commanders.

The next day, all combatants announced a cease-fire. Despite
the circumstances, the Brits did not claim any responsibility for
the attack. Additionally, every government that plausibly could
have done it has publicly denied it. We have theories a-plenty,
but no proof; so the real perps remain a mystery still.

AWAKENED NATIONS

While many nations were falling apart, a few new ones were
coming together. The nation of Yakut that formed in Siberia
(helping to kick off the Euro Wars) was just the beginning.

Amazonia

The Awakened had their day yet again in 2034, when three
great dragons led other Awakened beings and metahumans into
the Amazon basin. There they clashed with Brazilian forces
in a short and brutal conflict. Brazil ceded most of the basin
to the Awakened forces, which then proclaimed the new land
Amazonia. Two days later, Amazonia turned around and claimed
most of Brazil. They’ve been relatively quiet for self-proclaimed
eco-saviors, but apparently there’ve been some policy changes in
recent years.

Elven Nations

Back in 2029, a bunch of elves from the Salish-Shidhe terri-
tory decided to move to the Mount Rainier area, where they then
declared themselves a separate tribe called the Sinsearach. Most
people just shrugged at this; no one had really cared except for a
few who perhaps gratefully washed their hands of the elf tribe.

On the other side of the world, on Christmas Day in
2034, Seamus O’Kennedy proudly announced the transforma-
tion of Ireland into Tir na n’Og with all the gosh and blarney
he could muster.

With such a wondrous example to follow, in 2035 the
Sinsearach elves simultaneously seceded from the NAN and an-
nounced the formation of the Land of Promise: Tir Tairngire.
The Salish-Shidhe did not like this, and expressed their displea-
sure with troops sent to invade.

After Tir Tairngire forces sent the Salish-Shidhe packing,
the leaders sat down to create their quasi-feudalistic society. They
started with a Council of Princes, naming Lugh Surchand as
High Prince and reluctantly including the great dragon Lofwyr
(whom we'll talk about further a little later in this file). Once all
was to their liking, they all but closed their borders (being highly
biased toward elves and against the rest of us dirty metahumans)

and called it good.

THE LAST WAVE

With so many defections and secessions happening, it’s a
wonder that the North American region didn’t become a collec-
tion of house-sized kingdoms. Among the last to secede were the
Tsimshian nation and California.

Tsimshian’s defection from the NAN was the last straw for
Howling Coyote, however. After spending years attempting to
guide the NAN through the Sovereign Tribal Council, he re-
signed in disgust at what it had become and hasn’t been heard
from since.
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California levied the last of its secession threats in 2036,
because then-President McAlister forced them to make good
on them by kicking California out of the UCAS. As soon as all
UCAS forces left, Tir Tairngire rolled in. They mounted a sur-
prise attack in Northern California with infantry and air sup-
port supplemented with paranimals, combat mages, and alleged-
ly two dragons, advancing as far as south of Redding. There they
stopped, set up camp, and demanded that all non-elves leave the
area in thirty days.

The response was, predictably, “To hell with you.” Guerilla
resisters banded together and managed to push the Tir forces
back to Yreka. The area between Yreka and Redding became
a DMZ. But at the same time as the Tir’s assault, Aztlan rose
up and took another bite out of the newly-independent state,
striking north and capturing San Diego. Foreseeing a future that
included more of this, California’s governor made the worst pos-
sible move and appealed to Japan for help.

The help sent was Imperial Japanese Marines, who took
the kind invitation and grabbed up San Francisco in the name
of protecting “Japanese lives and corporate assets.” This would
have worse repercussions later. Meanwhile, California was now
CalFree, baby, and a little bewildered at its state.

HATE AND BROTHERHOOD

Humanity being the readily accepting race it is, it should
come as no surprise that it would eventually clash with metahu-
manity in its backward way of welcoming elves, orks, dwarfs, and
trolls to this corner of the universe. Meanwhile, anyone caught
in the middle, having an existential crisis, or just looking for
somewhere to belong found a creepy helping hand from an orga-
nization calling itself the Universal Brotherhood. I say “creepy”
because really, do you expect a warm embrace from bug spirits?
Possession, sure, but no one knew exactly what was going on with
the UB until it was neatly too late, and Chicago paid the price.

META-HATE

While not every member of the Humanis Policlub is a rav-
ing lunatic, in the larger scheme of hatred against other mem-
bers of metahumanity they are still near the top of the charts.
However, the biggest boys on the hate block are still Alamos
20,000. They made their debut in 2036, napalm firebombing a
town in Ohio and killing twenty people in the process.

The same year saw the passage of the 14th Amendment
to the UCAS Constitution, which established the System
Identification Number (SIN) and required the registration of
every UCAS citizen. Anyone without a SIN was designated a
“probationary citizen” and given very limited rights—yep, that
means every SINless runner falls under this category. It also
sometimes meant that metahumans fell through the cracks of
society, as species other than homo sapiens were eligible for pro-
bationary citizenship, but could only get full citizenship through
an act of Congress. Thank goodness for Dunkelzahn, who got
the nod when he ran for UCAS President. Who says no to a
dragon? That opened the floodgates for others.

Acts of Rage

Not surprisingly, hate crimes against metahumans escalated
for several years. It all came to a head on February 7, 2039, oth-
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erwise known as the Night of Rage. As if there had been some
worldwide conspiracy (and there may have been), riots sprang
up around the world and targeted metahumans, along with their
friends, families and wannabes. Hundreds to thousands died;
many were rounded up for their own “safety” and detained un-
der armed guard.

In Seattle, Hand of Five terrorists attacked the warehouses
and docks to which the metahumans had been led . Many places
were set on fire, people panicked, and the Metroplex Guard did
nothing. From the tragedy of that night the Ork Underground
was born. Those who clearly remember that night at best harbor
a bitter resentment against anyone displaying an ounce of big-
otry, and at worst simply hate all humans.

Three days later, Alamos 20,000 reared its ugly head again,
this time blowing the supports of the Sears Tower in Chicago.
The resulting destruction took out or significantly damaged
many buildings around several city blocks. No one wanted to
rebuild there, so it became known as Shattergraves, an under-
ground haven plagued with ghosts and hungry ghouls.

Boston had Bloody Tuesday during the St. Patrick’s Day
March. Knights of the Red Branch, bigots disgruntled at being
ousted from their former homes in Tir na nOg, set off a bomb
in a well-populated elven restaurant along the parade route. It
killed ewenty-four people, injured dozens more, and set off race
riots all over Boston that killed and injured hundreds more.
There’s still a lot of anger and resentment there about it.

UNIVERSAL BROTHERHOOD

What appeared to be a humanitarian organization that
preached acceptance and love first opened up shop in California
in 2042, followed by a branch in Seattle in 2045. Other branches
opened elsewhere, such as Denver and Chicago, though mysteri-
ously (at the time) they were prevented in places like Tir na nOg.
Most of these branches offered counseling, and some included
soup kitchens and free medical clinics, which were seemingly
godsends for those who couldn’t afford proper care.

Nearly a decade later, however, we all found out just what
the UB was harboring: insect spirits. In 2055, the UCAS FBI
found out that the bugs were using the Seattle UB as a front to
recruit hosts and summon more bug spirits. Quicker than you
could say “Queen Euphoria,” they started shutting down every
UB branch across North America. Other organizations may
have been alerted, because it was closed down worldwide by
2056. All cited financial corruption, unmotivated terrorist vio-
lence, and other related offenses to keep the public from finding
out the truth. Sad to say that we found out regardless, thanks to
the debacle in Chicago.

Cermak Blast

Ares investigative teams discovered that Chicago had
held one of the largest hives in North America. A small army
of Knight Errant Security personnel was sent in to deal with
it, but they botched it up badly, sending bug spirits flooding
throughout the city. To add insult to injury, the city was walled
off, trapping citizens inside. An Ares force also trapped inside
put the final nail in Chicago’s coffin: whether deliberately or ac-
cidentally, they set off a subtactical nuke, which, by luck or provi-

‘.f-ﬂ?}ﬁ dence, was mysteriously contained. While the Cermak Blast may
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have killed some of the insect spirits, others still swarmed the city
and terrorized everyone—self-proclaimed watlords and civilians
alike—remaining within the doomed metroplex. Even though
Ares and the UCAS government later cleaned the city out (well,

mostly ... ), the astral space there is still contaminated.

THE CORPORATE SHUFFLE

While the corporate landscape always has been and likely
will always be in some state of flux, the megacorporations as we
know them in 2070 have all been fairly recognizable since at least
the ’40s. It was during this time that they began solidifying their
respective corporate identities into some of the monolithic gi-
ants under whose shadows we’ve lived since 2033. Each of these
following “AAA-rated” corps is part of the corporate cabal that
runs the whole show, otherwise known as the Corporate Court.

ARES

It starts with Damien Knight. No one had heard of him be-
fore, but they sure did after the Nanosecond Buyout in 2033. With
this programming feat masterminded from Stockholm, Sweden,
he managed to buy 22 percent of Ares Industries and make himself
CEO Leonard Aurelius’s rival for control of the corp. Some say
that he did it with the great dragon Dunkelzahn’s help, and some
say that Knight used to be Echo Mirage’s ex-team leader David
Gavilan, gone underground and reborn. Whatever the truth of
the matter, no one can say that Damien Knight is not a savvy cor-
porate shark, because he’s been swimming ever since.

FUCHI

The next year, Matrix Systems of Boston came out with
the first gray-market cyberterminal (Portal). The founders, Ken
Roper and Michael Eld, were among the Echo Mirage survivors
who had put their knowledge to use developing a portable ver-
sion of the equipment they'd used to fight the Crash Virus. They
didn’t live long to enjoy the rewards of their labors, however:
both died under mysterious circumstances in accidents. This left
a corporate raider named Richard Villiers, who had bought 49
percent of their company, with total ownership. He brought all
relevant information on the Portals as well as several models to
a company named Fuchi Industrial Electronics and demanded
one-third ownership in exchange for handing all of this over to
the company. Korin Yamana and Shikei Nakatomi, the other
owners, reluctantly acquiesced and thus began Fuchi’s meteoric
rise in the cyberdeck market. Thing is, it also kicked off years of
infighting within the corp, so the seeds of its own destruction
were also sown.

SAEDER-KRUPP

Once upon a time, there was a company named BMW that
was the backbone of the Saeder-Krupp empire. A very smart lady
named Wilhelmina Graff-Beloit owned it, having wrested it from
the man who created it: her own husband. In 2037, in a move
that may have coined the phrase “Never deal with a dragon,” the
great dragon Lofwyr announced that through various avenues, he
owned a 63-percent share of the company’s stock and was thus
taking over as president. He gave Mina the boot (after which she
went up the well to the Zurich-Orbital Habitat in 2050 and spent
her time stewing over it until she died), got rid of the current
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board, and completely overhauled the management. Through
some very astute maneuvering, Lofwyr made Saeder-Krupp an
even larger corporate empire, shooting it straight up into the

AAA league. The dragon has lived quite happily ever after.
YAMATETSU

Ever the upstart and revolutionary (probably another
reason they eventually renamed themselves “Evo”), Yamatetsu
Corporation sprang on the scene in 2041 to everyone’s dismay.
These punks were determined to get themselves a seat on the
Corporate Court and weren’t taking any negative answers—
how dare they? At least that’s what other corps kept saying until
Yamatetsu managed it in 2042, hauling themselves up to AAA
status and thumbing their noses at the naysayers. They’ve con-
tinually had to oust the deadwood, those who would hold the
company back, but otherwise have consistently attempted to re-
main at the forefront of technology, recently delving into many
transhumanist endeavors as Evo.

RENRAKU

Originally Keruba International, Renraku got its name
changed after the Crash of 29 when a corporate hotshot named
Inazo Ancki bought it and completely restructured it. It be-
came a key player in rebuilding the information network after
the Crash, and thus made wagonloads of money. But it got a bit
too big for its own britches when it began dabbling in the cre-
ation of semi-autonomous knowbots (SKs) in 2049; though this
launched it further ahead of the tech curve and thus the market
share, its applications toward the Seattle Renraku Arcology laid

the groundwork for the insane Al Deus and its part in the sec-
ond Crash.

AZTECHNOLOGY

Aztechnology made an extremely poor judgement call
when it ordered Aztlan to nationalize all foreign-owned busi-
nesses. This act of economic war prompted the Corporate Court
to mandate the very first “Omega Order”—essentially a green
light for every other corp to go after the offender with extreme
prejudice. It took a few years for the megacorps to respond to
this, but they did so in style: in 2048, the joint, Corporate Court-
backed Operation Reciprocity struck Aztechnology’s Ensenada
facilities. AZT couldn’t run to the bargaining table fast enough,
and the resulting Veracruz Settlement forced the megacorp to
pay direct compensation to all affected companies. Somehow
in the negotiation process, the megacorp managed to arrange
things so that other megas could only establish local subsidiaries
in Aztlan, and the major shareholders of those subsidiaries had
to be Aztlan citizens or majority-owned Aztlan corps. Devious,
no? It simply highlights just how blood-thirsty they really are ...
pun intended.

WILL TO POWER

The period between 2050 and 2060 shook up the status
quo for everyone, and that can all be laid at the very large talons
of the great dragon Dunkelzahn. In life and in death, the dragon
constantly questioned, instigated, and proved to be a very talk-
ative lizard; maybe too much so, because he certainly made very
powerful people pretty nervous. He was the primary motivating
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force behind many political, economic, and social movements
for at least a decade, and maybe beyond.

PRESIDENT DUNKELZAHN

If youd asked your typical SINless sprawl resident what he
thought of dragons, much less Dunkelzahn, youd be greeted with
blank stares or shrugs. Before 2057, no one really cared because
the wizworms didn’t touch their lives in any way, shape, or form.
But then it came to light that the 2056 UCAS election had been
rigged, and President Steele and Vice President Booth were im-
peached. President pro tem Betty Jo Pritchard (incidentally our
first female President) called for a new election, and Dunkelzahn
announced his intention to run. All of a sudden, the question of
eligibility came to light, meaning that he'd need a SIN in order
to run—and the act of granting the dragon his SIN injected a bit
more light and hope into some people’s lives.

Eight months later, the great dragon Dunkelzahn be-
came the first non-human President of the UCAS. Before he
could do anything more than celebrate, however, the wyrm
was assassinated outside his inaugural ball at the Watergate
Hotel, leaving a large and visible astral rift. Though there were
many with plenty of motives to eliminate him, even the Scott
Commission could not find a satisfying scapegoat on whom to
pin the blame. The dragon’s running mate, Kyle Haeffner, be-
came President; his interpreter, Nadja Daviar, was nominated
and became Vice President.

DUNKELZAHN’S WILL

The biggest shocker, however, came when the new Vice
President not only also became the Chairman of the new Draco
Foundation, but also had a will from President Dunkelzahn
to read. This will seemingly contained the vast majority of the
dragon’s hoard, which ranged from money paid out to lowly
accountants, orichalcum in sock drawers, and stocks in various
(mega)corps, to advice, warnings, and calls for help to various
and sundry persons known and unknown. It created organiza-
tions, asked for rescues, and put monetary support behind a
myriad of projects and ventures for which we have yet to under-
stand the reasons. Artifacts and other objects were also given,
both to metahuman acquaintances and fellow dragons. In other
words, this will created a largesse of business opportunities for
shadowrunner and law-abiding citizen alike.

Mega Shuffle

What no one except perhaps Dunkelzahn and a few others
realized, however, were the repercussions this would have in the
corporate world over the next four years or so. In between all
of the bequests of music or money were entries entitling people
such as Miles Lanier (the right-hand man of Fuchi co-owner
Richard Villiers) or Nadja Daviar (the dragon’s spokesperson) to
all or a portion of the dragon’s stock in this or that company.

This sparked quite a bit of corporate maneuvering, which
in the end led to the end of Fuchi and the creation of Novatech.
Renraku took a severe hit thanks to its pet creative (an elf claim-
ing to be Leonardo) disappearing and seemingly erasing his
data when he did so; this left the megacorp with little in the
way of proof to defend itself against Fuchi’s claims that Lanier
gave Renraku proprietary data, allowing Renraku to dominate
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the market for a time. Damien Knight got taken down a peg or
two when Nadja Daviar was given Gavilan Ventures, which con-
trolled a large enough percentage of Ares stocks to ensure that he
needed her help to maintain his level of power. Damien Knight’s
long-time rival Leonard Aurelius sold his shares of Ares stock to
prominent eco-lawyer Arthur Vogel—an attempt to implant a
corporate conscience into Ares that has largely failed. Aurelius
moved on to join forces with Lucien Cross—another of Knight’s
bitter enemies, reportedly also involved in the Nanosecond
Buyout—joining Cross Applied Technologies” board of direc-
tors and thereby continuing to polarize the conflict between
Ares and CATco (which had become a AAA megacorp in 2053).
Newcomer AAA Wuxing received several bequests of artifacts—
including a statue and a coin—that pointed to quite an invest-
ment of magical power which has steadily manifested and grown
from then on.

YEAR OF THE COMET

Though Halley’s Comet was only around for approximate-
ly a year, it too brought forth a raft of changes to our world.
Some called it a second Awakening due to the mainly magical
upheavals that followed in its wake. Between SURGE, comet
cults, natural orichalcum, and other strangeness, it certainly
seems to follow ... but none of it really stuck around. What did,
however, were the political and economic changes, as well as
a new great dragon to contend with. Even the probe race, de-
signed to see who could land an effective probe on the comet
and bring back samples and other data, eventually got swal-
lowed up in the fever.

STORMS

Beginning in August of 2061, places all over the world ex-
perienced natural and magical storms of varying strength. First,
typhoons battered the Philippines, the first storms in a long
string of disasters that helped prepare the way for the island
nation’s later liberation from Imperial Japan. Mana storms swept
a few nations around the world. Then in October of the same
year, the Ring of Fire erupted; this afflicted Japan with volcanic
eruptions and tidal waves. The Bay Area suffered earthquakes,
the Philippines were hit with additional volcanic eruptions and
an carthquake, and many other locations around the Pacific Rim
were beset by smaller disasters that nevertheless disturbed or de-
stroyed lives. In December, another earthquake hit—this time
it was in Los Angeles, demolishing its carefully-built walls that
kept the rabble out and setting people free to riot and loot in the
previously shielded city.

Shakeup in Japan

Once the Ring of Fire’s fury was spent in Imperial Japan, its
people began the task of cleaning up. One problem: the Emperor
and all of his family, except for one young man, had been killed.
This meant a new Emperor and a new era for Japan.

Meanwhile, the Japanese Diet ordered the withdrawal of
troops from foreign soil in order to help rebuild Japan. Everyone
complied except for General Saito, well installed in San Francisco
and having taken it and the Central Valley under his control.
Saito quickly became not only a worrisome irritant to the Diet
and the Emperor, but a royal pain to the people of CalFree who
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really hadn’t counted on this, especially the metahumans, whom
he wasted no time in oppressing. Ares Macrotechnology, feel-
ing Silicon Valley was threatened, moved in troops to defend
it and ended up being instrumental (along with Mothers of
Metahumans and various pirates and shadowrunners) in eventu-
ally liberating the area in the late 2060s.

Once the new Emperor rescinded the Yomi Island de-
cree in February of 2062, rebel forces (called the Huk) in the
Philippines made their move to liberate their nation from
Japanese control. After decades of foreign occupation and con-
trol, many Filipinos felt that it was beyond time to take back
control of their own destiny, and did so with the backing of the
great dragon Masaru.

GHOSTWALKER

We should have known something was going to happen as
early as September of 2061, because that’s when Dunkelzahn’s
Rift began fluctuating and acting more strangely than anyone was
used to seeing. We think that’s also when powerful shedim (“the
dead,” various ancestor spirits called them) had begun breaking
through the Rift to plague us. One of these may in fact have re-
animated Ibn FEisa, leader of the Islamic Unity Movement and
one of the most influential men in the Middle East and Muslim
world, shortly after his assassination (the imposter wasn’t un-
masked until 2064, but by then the damage to the Islamic world
had been done).

It wasn’t until Christmas Eve (December 24) of 2061
that the astral form of a previously unknown dragon—dubbed
Ghostwalker by the media—broke through the Rift. It’s been
said that he flew directly to Denver, picked up his physical body
somewhere along the way, and then began a rampage that ended
up with Aztlan kicked out and the CAS inheriting that sector.

It was a tense couple of days, with people thinking that per-
haps the Treaty of Denver would be nullified, and we'd have war
between the Native American Nations, the UCAS, and the CAS.
A meeting cleared up everything, reshuffling Denver’s organiza-
tion, making Ghostwalker the prime authority of the region, and
giving essential daily management powers to the Council that
had previously handled everything with varying degrees of com-
petency. The new Treaty of Denver also called for the creation of
the Zone Defense Force (or Zonies, as the t-bird jammers and
smugglers call them) from military personnel from all sectors.
This allowed Denver the ability to defend itself in case of attack
without necessitating any sector to raise its own armies (a viola-
tion of the treaty).

Draconian Maneuvers

Though the public at large wasn’t terribly aware that this
was going on, anyone clued in to the power behind the scenes
of the world knew that something was not quite right between
the great dragons. Many of them had appeared in the skies over
Dunkelzahn’s Rift in the FDC as some sort of tribute, but that
didn’t mean that they were entirely happy with the late President’s
decision to distribute his wealth via a metahuman invention rath-
er than according to dragon convention. (That much some of us
picked up. Chatty bunch, dragons, when they choose to be). This
meant a reckoning on their terms, of course, and Ghostwalker’s
appearance on the scene meant it was about to arrive.
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A New Dragon In Town

Something many had noted about Ghostwalker was his
almost uncanny resemblance, at least in draconic form, to the
late Dunkelzahn. The resemblance was strong enough that
some theorized that he was Dunkelzahn returned, or perhaps
a sibling. Either way, Ghostwalker hadn’t seemed to like what
had been done with Dunkelzahn’s will, the items within, and
what it boded for dragons. He clearly wanted a reckoning.
What that really means for the rest of us is anyone’s guess, but
I can tell you a few things: when the dust settled, the world is
still here; Hestaby is now a Prince in Tir Tairngire instead of
Lofwyr; the other wyrms now seem as satisfied as they’re ever
going to be; Lofwyr retained as much power if not more than
he previously had; and many shadowrunners were employed in
very lucrative endeavors.

SLASH AND BURN

Smarting from being kicked out of Denver, Aztlan wasted
no time in attempting to prove itself elsewhere. Ever since the
2050s or so, when the Campeche district of Aztlan rose up in
rebellion, the bloody-minded country had been aching to re-
take control of the Yucatan and assert its authority. With plenty
of recalled troops at hand, the government sent them into the
Yucatan to slash and burn everything they encountered, which
they did until the environment began fighting back. March 15,
2062 saw an earthquake, tidal waves, and storms hitting the
Yucatan, pushing the Aztlan offensive back and touching off
warfare between nature and toxic spirits. The Azzies have been
squatting and waiting for things to die down until they can go
back in, but I have a feeling it’s never going to stop until one side
or the other is defeated... and I hope for everyone’s sake that it’ll
be the toxics.

MATRIX CRASH 2.0

Let’s go back for a moment to 2055. Back then, and for quite
afew years, it was never clear how or why the otaku appeared, but
they did and adamantly believed in the existence of something
they called the Deep Resonance (a Matrix-dwelling quasi-deity
or demiurge, in their eyes). These prodigy children were our fu-
ture (we call them technomancers now), and had a key role to
play. In addition to this, unknown to all but a few of us, we had
several Als on our hands: Mirage, birthed from the ashes of Echo
Mirage; Morgan, a rogue Al created within Renraku and escaped
as soon as she could with a decker named Dodger; and Deus,
another Al created within Renraku as an attempt to have a pet
intelligence to heel, and built using code ripped from Morgan
(who thenceforth became Megaera, poor broken thing).

Now, to most people none of this meant a thing. Like drag-
ons, none of them (otaku, Als) had really ever touched our lives.
They would, however, in a very real and brutal way—not once,
but several times—between 2059 and 2064.

DEUS’S AGENDA

In December of 2059, the Renraku Arcology in Seattle
went offline for no apparent reason, shut down and otherwise
cut off from the rest of the sprawl and the Matrix. Renraku
sealed off the area, offering inadequate explanations of malfunc-

{1

BFth
11
L |

“u"’l

_Ig.l_;

IO

—Q
il

I
]
!

tions. As time went by, more and more people (Matrix denizens
and regular folks alike) realized that something quite serious
was going on in there. It wasn’t revealed until later, after General
Colloton and UCAS troops were called in to take over and be-
gin liberating the arcology, that the AI Deus had taken control
and was busily experimenting upon its captive audience for its
own purposes.

It was a long series of ugly, gory, and heartbreaking skir-
mishes, as well as many a Matrix battle, that eventually saw the
end of Deus’s stranglehold. Those who wanted to capture him
afterward were disappointed, however, to find that he'd slipped
their carefully prepared trap. As it turns out, he'd downloaded
himself as nodes into the heads of many of his victims, released
into the world after they had all been freed. These became part
of the Network, which also contained Megaera thanks to the last
fight between her and Deus. This would be very important later.

PERFECT STORM

A confluence of actors and events that contributed to the
second Crash came together right at the point of Novatech’s
Initial Public Offering. The corporation, deep in debt and hop-
ing to score big enough to dig out of it, had made all the necessary
arrangements for its stock to go public. The Boston Exchange,
which had hosted the East Coast Stock Exchange since New
York’s earthquake in 2005, upgraded itself in order to handle the
projected high amounts of traffic on its grids from the IPO.

Deus wanted to take advantage of what would be the high-
est-Matrix-traffic-event ever (how often does a megacorp take its
stock public?) in order to upgrade himself and become a god in
the Matrix, purging himself of the remainder of Megaera’s code
at the same time.

Meanwhile, Pax—one of Deus’s former devoted otaku
servants—had become twisted through listening to something
she'd called the Dissonance, an anti-Deep Resonance phenom-
enon. She was also undergoing Fading, meaning she was losing
her otaku abilities, but she wasn’t going to let them go without a
fight, willing to sacrifice anyone and anything in order to main-
tain them.

Asithappened, Pax partnered up with the radical Norse cult
Winternight, which was happy to help destabilize the Matrix,
viewed as the primary tool of their enemy Loki. Not only did they
plant a home-grown mega-worm, but also they stole nanotech
weaponry from an AA-rated Eurocorp named Zeta-ImpChem
for use in their plan to bring down Deus and the Matrix. The
stolen nanovirus was accidentally released during infiltration of
a Swiss extraterritorial corp zone, killing everyone present but
allowing Z-IC to identify the weapon. They also discovered a
worm code egg in the nearby mainframe, thus getting the word
out regarding Winternight and its potential plans—too late.

Pax and Winternight succeeded. The Dissonance worm
triggered on schedule, wreaking havoc as it plowed through the
Matrix. The worm’s viral tidal wave struck the Boston ECSE
shortly after the launch of the IPO—and right after Deus had
erupted into the middle of the virtual trading floor and began
his aggressive upgrading. Add in a few key EMP strikes on major
Matrix nodes to this massive upheaval, and you can see why the
whole thing melted down spectacularly and brought everyone
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and everything along with it. Even the Shadow Matrix was not
completely immune, though it was able to sever itself from the
rest of the Matrix before too much damage had been done. But
it was too late for the rest of us, especially in North America.

As you kids say today, it was completely glitched.

IT’'S A WIRELESS WORLD

So, that brings us up to 2065 through present-day 2070.
Most of you know what happened, having already lived it, but
for completeness’s sake, I'll lay it out for you so you've got the
whole picture. You can’t appreciate the puzzle’s image until all
the pieces are in place, after all.

NEONET AND THE WMI

The first priority was having a system in place to replace the
old Matrix; we'd become so dependent on it to run everything
that society, for a while, simply fell apart in some places. Here’s
where two companies, Transys Neuronet and Erika, come on
the scene: they'd been developing wireless technology for the
Wireless Matrix Initiative since 2058, and had been planning on
getting it online in fall of 2064 anyway. With the second Matrix
Crash happening in that same timeframe, it was a foregone con-
clusion to many that this was the answer to our prayers. After
Transys Neuronet and Erika merged, Novatech immediately en-
tered negotiations for a merger as well, wanting to take advantage
of the additional influx of money it would bring and having the
advantage of being a corporation used to dealing with Matrix-
related technology. The only problem was that in the minds of
many who were aware of what happened the day of the second
Crash, Novatech’s name was mud. The new combined corp
christened itself NeoNET and proceeded to set up the Matrix in
its virtual and augmented form as we know it today.

WINNERS AND LOSERS

The years following the Crash saw some significant changes
on the Corporate Court landscape, as the megas jockeyed for
position and took advantage of each other’s weaknesses. The two
biggest changes occurred as one mega lost its seat on the Court
and another one rose to claim it.

Cross Applied Technologies’ troubles began when its CEO,
Lucien Cross, died in a plane crash on the day of Crash 2.0.
Damien Knight of Ares had always had his eye on CATco, but
Cross’s death brought him out to declare open warfare, snapping
up Cross assets left and right as Cross’s son tried desperately to
hold the corp together. This, coupled with various other finan-
cial difficulties and irregularities, placed CATcos Corporate
Court seat in extreme jeopardy.

In the same period, another corporation was making its
move, this time in the other direction. Horizon Group, a corp
specializing in public relations, entertainment, and marketing,
levied its close relationships with several key nations (including
Tir Tairngire and Pueblo, among others) along with its exclu-
sive contracts for rebuilding California, into a successful bid to
claim CATco’s vacated Corp Court seat. They're a new face on
the AAA scene and we have yet to see what they’ll do with their
newfound power, but it should be interesting to say the least.
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GENERAL COLLOTON FOR PRESIDENT

The second Matrix Crash also completely screwed up the
November 2064 elections, as far as electronic or remote-vot-
ing was concerned. In addition, a group calling itself the New
Revolution, with the aim of forcefully reuniting the old United
States of America, had attempted to stage a coup and failed. Still,
they'd succeeded in killing quite a few leaders (President Kyle
Haeffner among them) before loyal UCAS troops were able to
wrest control back. Under orders from the President pro tem,
General Angela Colloton (famed for her work with the Renraku
Arcology situation in 2059) declared martial law until the coun-
try was brought back under control.

When elections were held again, we had little choice but to
elect a President who ended up being nothing but a tool of the
corps during his entire term. We'd been through enough at this
point that controversy wasn’t at all welcome in a candidate. We
learned from our mistakes, though, and in 2068 elected General
Colloton as President.

NATION (RE)BUILDING

Everyone slowly began picking up the pieces of their lives as
soon as they could after the second Crash. In Boston, for exam-
ple, a memorial was erected to mourn the loss of so many lives,
and the ECSE was moved back to New York. The latter city had
long since rebuilt from its 2005 earthquake, and had previously
hosted the Stock Exchange, so it only made sense.

Meanwhile, the Ute Nation in the NAN, having already
been in a slow downward spiral since the early 60s, finally cracked
in the aftermath of the Crash. More in need of resources than
pride, they grudgingly but gratefully accepted assistance from the
newly-wireless Pueblo Corporate Council and were absorbed in
2067. Their sector in Denver followed suit with Ghostwalker’s
erstwhile blessing. The withdrawal of the megacorporation
Mitsuhama Computer Technologies from Tsimshian territory
after it was finished plundering left the territory rather empty;
the Salish-Shidhe lost no time in effectively making it a Salish
protectorate. This has started some interesting rumbling in the
Sovereign Tribal Council, so I'd keep an ear out for more if I
were you.

CalFree finally saw the last of Saito, but not the last of its
woes. In early 2069, a pair of major earthquakes coming from
the San Andreas Fault line and the San Pedro Shelf caused wide-
spread flooding and destruction, killing tens of thousands. Much
of Southern California and the Central Valley found themselves
dropped below sea level and were inundated with tidal waves.
While San Francisco and the Bay Area were mostly spared, wa-
ters have flooded most of the Central Valley and Los Angeles
(which, if nothing else, had at least fortified their sea walls in
the more affluent corporate areas decades ago). They say that
the floodwaters may recede after a year or two, but we’ll see.
Meanwhile if you want to visit, you'll either have to fly or learn
to swim.

So what now ? Well, you've had your history lesson. Time to
go out there and make your own.
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Hey Johnny,

Long time no see! Just thought [d let you know what I'm up to now that I'm back out on the
streets. I'm glad as hell to be out—my head’s finally starting to get clear and the nightmares are
fom’nj down some now. Mostly, anyway.

Man, the world sure has chanﬂa// [ know we didn’t exﬂct{g have the latest tech in the stiv, and
/ kept up with the news some (as much as they let me, anyway—/[ mean, youﬁ/ have to live under a
rock to miss the Matrix crash), but [ was not ram"y ﬁ?l’ what was out there!

! think Eddie was havin’ fon with me. He set me up with a commlink and a pair of AR shades
and took me down to Aurora Village to check out the sights. You should have seen him laugh when
/ ﬁmked out—/ tell you, Johnny, things were coming at me ﬁom everywhere! Maps of the whole
place, ads for stores, ads ﬁ?r stuﬁ[ ﬁom most of the megacorps, come-ons ﬁom chicks who read my
proﬁ/e (yeah, Eddie made one up ﬁ)r me, and aﬂer { looked at it, / guess | know why those ﬂ/’r/s
were interested), recommendations ff}r stu/f[ 1 might like to buy, p/us all the usual spam-type junk.
1 thought | was gonna go crazy trying to ﬁ/ter it all out. That's when Eddie started laughing, took
my commlink and changed a few settings—and after that | was blown away by what | was seeing.
The spam and stuﬂ‘. was gone, but the maps, the ads, the signs—it was amazing, Johnny! [ guess
{ looked pretty stupip/ st&mdinﬂ there takinﬂ it all in, but that's okay. | picked up a new simsense
player and a few new sims—I quess Neil the Ork Barbarian is still around (even if it feels like some
new guy is playing him now), so it's nice that not everything has changed.

We ran into a little trouble then—these Humanis assholes were set up at one end of the mall
broadcasting their crap and [ guess [ got a [ittle angry. Uﬂﬁrtunﬂte[y, sodida couple troll gangers
from the Spikes who were hanging around the area. Eddie wasn't laughing anymore when me and
the Spike guys started showing the Humana-goons that maybe they should take their garbage
somewhere else. Good thing ﬁ?l’ me, Eddie managed to ﬂmb my ass and ﬂank me outta there beﬁ)re
security showed up—1 mean, | hate bigots as much as the next ork, but I'm not reaq/y to go back
inside just yet. There’s too much wiz stuff out here that | still gotta figure out.

Hey, gotta go—got a date in an hour with one of the chicas ﬁam the mall (get this—she's a
shaman! 've never hooked up with a spellslinger before, so [ hope she doesn’t turn me into a toad or
something /f 1 piss her o/‘f), and the ﬁ/’t{ge /s te///hj me we've outta beer. Come by sometime and we'll

gohavea feu/ and catch up on old times—and maybe you can point me at somebody who can get

me some work, if you know what [ mean,
--Mike
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DAY TO DAY

Face it—you’re not going to spend every moment living
on the edge, running from the corps, and raising your rep as
the hottest runner in the ’plex. In fact, you'll probably spend
more time living in a doss, running to the Stuffer Shack, and
getting stuck in traffic when the grid’s running as slow as a
troll on BTL. Here’s a taste of what everyday life might be like
for your friendly neighborhood shadowrunners.

A PLACE TO STASH YOUR GEAR

Everybody’s gotta live somewhere, and that “somewhere”
can vary from a squat in a condemned building up to a palatial
apartment in a chic corporate enclave. Shadowrunners usually
gravitate more toward the “squat” end than the “palace” end,
but hey, anything’s possible, right?

Most people these days, especially in the sprawls, live in
apartments. A standard mid-priced apartment includes a wide
array of amenities, all of which are wired or wireless so they
can talk to each other and keep your life running smoothly.
When you get up in the morning, your coffee maker has your
fresh soykaf ready for you. Your fridge monitors your food’s
freshness dates and quantities and orders up replacements
when needed. Your vacuum-cleaner drone rolls around do-
ing its job quietly and unobtrusively. Rooms are set to auto-
matically turn lights on and off when you enter or leave, and
your windows can be programmed to show you any view you
want—who wouldn’t prefer, say, a South American beach to
the rainy squalor of the sprawl? You can even have a robot pet
to come home to—all the fun with none of the walks or litter-
box cleaning. All this is usually controlled by a central termi-
nal—and good news for shadowrunners is that most people
don’t upgrade its security settings past the defaults.

For those who don’t want—or can’t afford—such accom-
modations, squatting (occupying a residence without the per-
mission of the legal owner) is widespread, especially in areas
where the police don’t feel as welcome. Don’t expect much in
the way of perks, but if you have the right know-how or the
right friends, these squats can be surprisingly comfortable.

For the shadowrunner on the go, motels and hotels come
in all price ranges and luxury levels—but naturally the higher-
end establishments are going to want all sorts of pesky data be-
fore they’ll let you in. Motels, usually with lower levels of se-
curity and fewer questions, are more popular with the shadow
set. And for the ultimate in quickie lodging, there are always
“coffin hotels”—they’ll rent you a cubicle barely larger than
you are, complete with trid unit, Matrix hookup, and a door
with a lock on it. Need a place to stash your stuff (or yourself)
for a few days? If you can get around the dehumanizing as-
pects of the whole thing, coffin hotels can be just the ticket.

GETTING AROUND

There are all kinds of ways of getting from point A to
point B in 2070—it’s just a matter of how fast you want to
get there and how much money you want to spend doing it.
Most cities have at least decent public transportation, with
trains, monorails, buses, and intra-city air transports that will
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get you almost anywhere you want to go as long as you don’t
mind walking part of the way. Taxis (ground and air) are com-
mon too, and, like the trains and monorails, are often autopi-
loted drones or controlled by riggers. It’s safer that way—at
least for the operators.

If youre lucky enough to have your own vehicle, it
probably runs on electrical power and finds its way around
via GridGuide, a system that theoretically manages traffic,
shows you the quickest routes and latest maps and alerts,
and instructs your car’s autopilot how to get there—when
it works, that is. Just keep in mind that the grid doesn’t go
everywhere—in bad neighborhoods, for example, you're on
your own. For that matter, in barrens areas, you can’t even
count on the roads to be in good shape, let alone the naviga-
tion aids—and that’s not mentioning the go-gangs and road
predators that come out at night.

For long distance travel, you can compete with the road
trains, drone convoys, and asphalt pirates on the highways,
grab a bullet-train, or pay a smuggler to get you there faster
and without hitting border checkpoints. Or you can book
everything from short-hop commuter airlines to high-fly-
ing suborbitals or even semiballistics that actually leave the
Earth’s atmosphere (magicians beware!), but keep in mind
that you'll need a SIN (or a reasonable facsimile) to fly any
significant distance on public airways.

YOU ARE WHAT YOU EAT

It's amazing what they can do with soy these days.
Seriously—the staple diet of all but the rich and elite is heavily
based on the huge array of foodstuffs formulated using “new
foods” like soy and mycoprotein and krill. Sure, the texture
can get a little monotonous after awhile, but the stuff is clean,
nutritious, cheap, and for the most part tastes pretty darn
good with the right flavorings, even when compared to the
real thing. Most homes contain appliances that let you start
with a soy base and add assorted flavors until you've approxi-
mated whatever food you've got the munchies for. Same goes
for beverages—synthahol isn’t quite as tasty as a real brew, but
it'll get you just as drunk for a lot cheaper.

That’s not to say “real” food and drink don’t exist—ag-
riculture and technology have made great strides, allowing
crops to grow in unlikely places (like underground, in vertical
farms, or on polar icecaps, for example). This means that even
the poor can afford to supplement their diets with real meat
and vegetables now and then—as long as they don’t mind the
health risks of eating genetically engineered “frankenfoods”
or genetic-hybrid chimera foods.

SHOW ME