
JACKPOINT
Connecting to JackPoint VPN...
...Identity Spoofed
...Encryption Keys Generated
...Connected to Onion Routers

>>>Login: XXXXXXXXXXXXXX
>>>Enter Passcode: XXXXXXXXXXXXXX
...Biometric Scan Confirmed
YOU’RE IN. USE IT WELL.

> “I get my kicks above the waistline, sunshine.”  -FREDDIE TRUMPER

JackPoint Stats
58 Users are active  
on the network

Latest News
>  The largest piles of drek hide 
the biggest cases of nuyen.—
Anon

Personal Alerts
> You have 37 new private 
messages.
> You have 19 new responses 
to your JackPoint posts.
> The party is scheduled to 
start in thirty minutes. Do 
you wish to activate the blast 
chiller now?

There is 1 Member online and 
in your area.
Your current rep score: 814 
(67% Positive)

THE INNER CIRCLE
> Current Time: 18 Oct 2078, 
0400 hrs

Welcome back to JackPoint, OMAE:
Welcome back to JackPoint, chummer; your last connection  
was severed 5 hours, 19 minutes, 49 seconds ago.

TODAY’S HEADS UP
> The darkest city under a dragon’s wings.—Glitch

Incoming
> The Matrix has become the home of a number of different “friends.” [Tag: 10 AIs]

> Sometimes the only payoff is keeping your life. [Tag: Vladivostok Gambit]

> Remember: You don’t ask the mark for money. You wait for  
them to offer.  [Tag: Cutting Aces]

Top News Items
> Three unidentified ork bodies are found at White Center’s Stuffer Shack 
#7 location. The bodies were found without an immediately visible mark on 
them. Knight Errant is investigating. Link

> Burien reports its first White Center Mauler slaying. This represents the 
killer’s first foray outside of the troubled White Center district. Link

> Renraku has proposed their slate of replacement Philippine legislators to the 
Corporate Court. The corporation has also requested the nation’s constitution 
be modified to allow the selected representatives to serve for life. The case 
has yet to be heard by the officiating body. Link
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MalanDRagEM
Batucada dodged the roundhouse kick coming for his head 
and dropped into a rasteira, sweeping for his opponent’s leg. 
This was nimbly dodged via an au cartwheel ending in the 
low negative stance. Batucada had read his opponent cor-
rectly and was ready for this, planting the sole of his foot 
inches from the other capoeirista’s face, a slight mischievous 
grin on his face. The score made and the flow broken, another 
capoeirista signaled the master and dropped into play against 
Batucada. Out of the corner of his eye, however, Batucada 
spied a lanky ork standing outside of the capoeira’s roda. Ba-
tucada’s grin disappeared, and he signaled to the next await-
ing player to take his place, exiting the roda.

Batucada was covered in sweat from the efforts of the ca-
poeira class and subsequent ending roda. He wiped his hands 
lightly on his pure white abadá pants. He noticed they were 
getting dirty. He promised himself he’d wash them soon. Lena 
was sweet on him, maybe he could pay her a visit tonight. He 
could get her to wash his stuff, and while he was there, who 
knows what could happen …

That sweet thought quickly left his mind as he looked back 
up and saw the lanky ork waiting for him. His thoughts easily 
wandered after exercising, but this was serious business. He 
had to keep focused. As he neared the ork, nodding at him 
in greeting, he saw suspicion and anxiety covering the other 
man’s face. The ork returned the nod, then turned and walked 
away, indicating with his chin that Batucada should follow him.

They turned the corner of a stucco building that had once 
been painted white and azure but was now pockmarked with 
beige holes where the outer layer of masonry had fallen out in 
chunks. The chipping clearly revealed a pattern of automatic 
fire here, shotgun spread there. All the buildings in the favela 
were like this.

“Oi, Tanque …” called out Batucada as his ork contact kept 
leading him on into the moist alley between buildings. He 
didn’t want to go into the shade shirtless and covered in sweat. 
“Let’s talk here, omae,” he told him.

“Fine,” answered the ork. “If you have the information I 
asked for, then I don’t want anyone hearing this, neh?”

“Yeah, yeah, there’s nobody here. I have the info, yes. You 
have what I asked for” replied Batucada. He didn’t like Tan-
que. The ork didn’t have a good reputation. And he was ugly. 
Tanque had been a childhood playmate, but the two had long 
since gone separate ways, and Batucada felt the unfair, uncho-
sen bond of early life together forcing intimacy he didn’t want. 
If one of his girlfriends saw him with the ork, it would be humil-
iating. He looked around, just to make sure. He froze.

“Wait,” he said to Tanque in a hushed whisper. Tanque read 
the body language pretty well and froze.

“What is it?” asked the ork.
Batucada nodded off into the distance. “Over there, that bird …”
“Where? You think it’s DISA?” asked the ork.
Batucada didn’t answer. He stared at the bird. It was a larg-

er species, prominently sitting on a wire, with a clear view on 

them. If he was a shapeshifter from the DISA, that’s where he 
would be. Right there, with a clean view of them both.

Just then, the bird flapped its wings and flew away.
“It’s nothing,” dismissed Tanque, his tone working hard to 

insinuate that Batucada was a paranoid idiot.
Anger didn’t even rise in Batucada and the ugly ork’s chal-

lenge. He’d been violently reminded that what he was doing 
was no game. The stakes were real.

“Let’s just get this over with,” said Batucada in a low voice.
He clicked a few buttons on the Sony ActiveLife! sports 

commlink secured to his wrist, transferring the files to Tanque. 
“I wrote down what you needed. You want to talk to Toneai. 
I spoke to him, he’s interested in your offer. When you meet 
him, if he likes you, you’ll be in.”

Tanque nodded, receiving the files. “Just to be absolutely 
sure—Toneai, he’s the one connected to A Voz?”

Batucada frowned. “Yes, what the fuck do you think we’re 
talking about?” Really, Tanque was too much.

“Nothing,” answered Tanque, his voice strange. Before Ba-
tucada’s look of disgust could change into a question, Tanque 
raised a silenced pistol as Batucada’s face and fired. The capoe-
irista’s head jerked back violently and he fell backwards. Tan-
que fired two more rounds into him.

Looking around the corner of his eyes for any sign of a wit-
ness rushing off or anything like that, Tanque unscrewed the 
silencer from his pistol, putting the weapon back into his 
quick-draw holster and dropping the silencer into his pocket.

He looked down one last time at the bloody corpse at his 
feet. His mouth squirmed into a tight grimace. Batucada wasn’t 
a bad guy. Bit of an asshole playboy, but relatively friendly at 
his core. He was just dumb as shit. Whereas Batucada had 
concentrated on playing and getting girls, Tanque has found 
real purpose with the Amazonian government. Batucada had 
feared DISA, like everyone does, but he had failed to under-
stand the bigger picture. Batucada might have thought flirting 
with A Voz was something cool to do, but it was deadly seri-
ous. Now, Batucada was dead, as ordered by Tanque’s superi-
ors at DISA, as was the proper fate of anyone who associated 
with traitors.

Tanque hurried away into the shadows. Batucada’s file gave 
him everything he needed. He’d make arrangements with 
some DISA field agents to raid the meeting place Tanque had 
given him, tonight. He didn’t doubt the fate that awaited any 
present. The senior field agents—shapeshifters, of course—
would tear everyone present apart, save for a few they would 
bag and interrogate before killing. Tanque’s heart beat a little 
faster at the thought. He’d done good work. Maybe he would 
be allowed to go in with the agents during the raid. Maybe 
tonight was the night he’d be truly able to prove his loyalty 
and his strength, and they’d promote him to a full field agent. 
Tanque smiled and dreamed as he walked on. Batucada has 
been worried about a bird. He squinted so hard at the threat of 
death that he missed it rushing into his face.
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HISToRy
gEnESIS
More than any other place, Metrópole is a city caged by its 
past and its future. To understand the place, you have to under-
stand where it came from, and where it is going. The beginning 
is August 28, 2034. The Awakened forces of Amazonia, led by 
the Great Dragon Hualpa, declared war on Brazil. Now, this has 
to be contextualized. At this point in time, the UCAS is a mere 
two years old and still coming to grips with itself. In Europe, a 
devastating war raged on. Of course, by now everyone knows 
the rules of the world have changed: the Great Ghost Dance is 
fresh in everyone’s mind. Further, just a few years ago, Awak-
ened forces wrested control of Siberia away from the Russian 
state. So, when Awakened forces that dwarf anything anyone 
has ever seen rise up out of every nook and cranny of Brazil to 
wage merciless war, the rest of the world looks sideways while 
whistling a tune. Brazilians are left to fend for themselves. Of 
course, they don’t stand a chance.

The Brazilian Armed Forces consisted of roughly 300,000 
active men and women, with easily six times that number in 
additional reservists and National Guard. It also included plen-
ty of main battle tanks, fighter jets, attack helicopters, and all 
the other required engines of war. The Brazilian Army was also 
quite skilled in jungle warfare and guerrilla tactics. However, 
that doesn’t mean much when a squadron of adult dragons, 
whose magical nature is still not well understood, swoops out 
of nowhere undetected and nukes your barracks. Or when the 
very ground you stand upon—the forest that surrounds you 
and the air you breathe—are the domains of spirits that your 
weapons largely cannot hurt, but who in turn can destroy en-
tire platoons in an instant. There is no front; no rear lines. Sup-
ply lines cannot be protected. There is nothing to fight, yet you 
are attacked from everywhere. 

Two months after the start of hostilities, the Brazilian 
government surrendered unconditionally. To what, they still 
weren’t sure. Amazonian propaganda, of course, now labels 
this as a great liberation. And, truth be told, the Brazilian gov-
ernment at the time wasn’t exactly loved. Most Brazilians lived 
in poverty, many in complete misery. The disparity between 
rich and poor was staggering. There is a world of difference, 
though, between a corrupt government of greedy bastards 
and a giant lizard monster thing that has spent the last two 
months eating your nation’s soldiers. People wept in the streets 
and clutched loved ones, awaiting their fates.

Hualpa did not, however, kill and destroy everything, much 
to his friend Sirrurg’s chagrin. Powered by an intellect far more 
powerful and effective than any human politician will ever 
wield, Hualpa set in motion great changes. Brazil, a nation just 
shy of 200 million souls at the time, was ordered to empty 
out the interior. The entire population of the country would 
need to move to the coast. Hualpa decreed that the zone be-
tween Rio de Janeiro (population: about 12 million) and Sao 
Paulo (population: 18 million) would become a mega sprawl 

and receive the bulk of citizens: the new Metrópole da Ama-
zonia. And that was it. No negotiation, no protests. Either you 
moved, or you would be killed.

Perhaps 150 million Brazilians were now refugees, evicted 
from their homes, their jobs, and their lives. Evicted and point-
ed toward cities with slumped economies, cities that already 
were failing to provide a decent quality of life for their exist-
ing citizens. Everything these people knew, all their posses-
sions, all their friends, their daily routines, the cities they knew 
and called home—gone, in the blink of an eye. Understand-
ably, this did not go over well. Hualpa understood the human 
mind perfectly well, of course. He understood there would be 
resistance. You could say he didn’t care, but that’s not quite 
true. If he truly didn’t care, Metrópole would not exist today. 
The mind-boggling logistical feat of actually moving 150 mil-
lion people was child’s play compared to the task of creating 
some place for these people to go. The basic infrastructure 
needed to be built, often from whole cloth. Homes for 150 
million people, new roads, hospitals, schools, sewers, mar-
kets, everything was erected quickly, in some cases practically 
over night. Yet again, another feat made seemingly trivial by 
the real challenge: avoiding a complete and total economic 
collapse. Hualpa wasn’t out to destroy Brazil. He was out to 
create Amazonia.

Brazil’s own finances were far from rosy. The new Awak-
ened government defaulted on the national debt, since Brazil 
was gone; this was now Amazonia. Call it what you will, inter-
national money lenders lost a lot of money. Under other cir-
cumstances, this would have been a first-class ticket to third-
world nationhood.

Instead, powered by his unknowingly vast draconic intel-
lect, Hualpa led the greatest nation-building feat of the world 
and built Metrópole and Amazonia. Without foreign currency 
reserves, an economy stopped dead as the entire inland nation 
stopped working to move, and the coast working to accommo-
date the influx, many doomed the budding nation to failure. But 
Hualpa secured funding—much of it out of the personal hoards 
of the draconic leadership, some through crafty dealmaking. 
Work efficiency was greatly boosted by copious magical feats. 
Within eighteen months, Metrópole, and by extent Amazonia, 
was rising out of the ashes of Brazil. Infrastructure came out of 
nowhere, jobs appeared, and homes sprang up.  

> Whoa there. If you were a Matrix software engineer, and now 
Hualpa says there are plenty of jobs for electricians, how does 
that help you? As has been mentioned, Brazil was a place of great 
social inequality, which means a huge chunk of those displaced 
people were unskilled or semi-skilled laborers. This limited what 
they could do; it was the same with specialists, really. Creating 
jobs is one thing. Creating the right jobs and making them 
accessible to the right people is another. The truth of the matter 
is that tens of thousands of families sank to poverty because they 
could not find work that suited them, and tens of thousands of 
budding business tanked because they could not gain access to 
the labor they needed.

> Axis Mundi
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> This is why the arcology model was so privileged during the 
construction of Metrópole, especially in the new Centro district. 
It’s a dirty little secret of Metrópole’s inception, but much like 
Hong Kong or Manhattan, Metrópole is almost entirely private. 
Hualpa did miracles with the little money available, but even that 
wasn’t enough to build a megacity of 100+ million people. You 
need trillions of nuyen to do that. Amazonia had no choice but to 
privatize and sell off land to whomever promised to build on it.

> Sounder

> If that sounds like every corporation’s wet dream, you’re damn 
right it is. There were millions of people desperate to secure 
good housing for their families at any cost. Lowest bidders got 
the jobs and housing, indebting themselves and their families for 
generations to come. Wage-slavery at its most successful, right 
in the heart of the supposed anti-corporate, pro-people nation of 
Amazonia. Don’t believe all the hype. 

> Snopes

These feats bought Hualpa a lot of goodwill from his new 
subjects. Things were notably different. Pollution was a big no-
no. Heavy industry and primary-sector enterprises had to take 
an adapt-or-die (often literally) mentality to do business, de-
veloping and adopting eco-friendly technologies in a hurry. A 
lot was imported from the fledgling NAN and newborn elf na-
tions, who had a head start on environmentally friendly tech-
niques and technology. However, none of these new lands 
had the pressure of great dragons breathing down their necks, 
and so Amazonia pioneered many new innovations. Powered 
by sheer necessity and aided by Hualpa, who needed this to 
succeed, fueled by hard labor and more than a touch of magic 
provided by their Awakened overlords, Metrópole was built.

azTlan
The very existence of Amazonia is an affront to Aztlan, and 
vice-versa. It is said the only reason Amazonia exists is to 
stop Aztlan expansion to the south. Indeed, if Hualpa hadn’t 
created it, in all likelihood all of South America would be part 
of the Aztlan empire. The two nations truly exist only as ene-
mies, an antithesis of one another.

For a long time, the two nations faced off in a cold war that 
occasionally heated, then cooled back down. They fought 
each other via black ops and proxies, supporting any enemy of 
their enemy. Late in 2072, however, everything changed and 
open war broke out, nominally over the city of Bogota. Both 
sides fought viciously, but ultimately, Amazonia lost. Bogota 
is now officially an Aztlan city, and the Amazonian border was 
pushed back a good bit. Ultimately, as far as day-to-day Ama-
zonian life is concerned, that stuff is no big deal. The loss of 
morale and the loss of belief from Amazonians hurt a bit more. 
The biggest blows, however, were the defeat of Sirrurg and the 
subsequent cloistering of Hualpa along with his top draconic 
adjuncts: Marcela Ruiz, the nation’s top diplomat, and Maria 

Locasin, Hualpa’s personal translator and important political 
figure. In essence, Amazonia lost its topmost leadership. 

While the state appears to be functioning as normal, the 
disappearance of  the country’s leader—a spiritual father-fig-
ure leader for many—has been a tough and confusing blow 
for Amazonians. Nobody in Amazonia believes Aztlan is go-
ing to stop there, and many wonder if Amazonian forces will 
be able to stop them at all. This has created a blanket of fear 
and confusion over the city. While the number-one subject 
of conversation remains football, Aztlan conspiracy theories 
and wild rumors are a close second. How people react to this 
varies. Many are patriotic, and enlistment in the armed forces 
has gone up slightly. Most are unsure but ultimately apathetic. 
On the other side of the spectrum though, many wonder if 
life under Aztlan rule would be any worse than under Manaus’ 
inhuman leaders. Many believe now is the time to overthrow 
the dragons and take back Brazil. Metrópole is ground zero for 
all this conflicting activity.

> Discussing politics in Metrópole is a dangerous thing. First of all, 
everybody touts a patriotic, pro-government stance in public, no 
matter what they really believe. That’s because DISA hunts down 
traitors. While the majority of Amazonians truly love their country 
and what it stands for, a significant portion are simmering in 
discontent and desire for change, their sympathies firmly aligned 
with extremist groups like A Voz. DISA can repress all they want, 
but people find a way to gather and communicate. Secret societies 
and double-meanings are plentiful in the streets of Amazonia, 
and determining where the people you do business with stand is 
important. Determining where you stand is important, too. It will 
come up, sooner or later. You will need to pick a side.

> Kay St. Irregular

METRÓPolE
With almost 200 million souls, Metrópole is best considered 
as not one but three large cities. When Hualpa’s forces de-
cided that the interior of the country wasn’t for people, 
Rio de Janeiro and Sao Paulo were already bristling dens of 
inequality of more or less 10 million inhabitants each. That 
still left about 180 million people without homes and jobs. 
While both the Rio and Sao Paulo hubs were boosted to cre-
ate more living space, the vast majority of Brazilians ended 
up in the area between the two metropolises, an area known 
simply as Centro. Each of these three broad cities is a world 
of cultural diversity and amalgamation of sub-districts; each 
has their own flavor and sense of living. However, it would 
be pointlessly long to enumerate every single neighborhood, 
as this is a treatise for shadowrunners. So I’ll be giving you 
a general sense of the dominant culture of each sub-city, as 
well as pointing your attention to the more interesting places 
of each area.
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gETTIng  
In & ouT
Travel to Amazonia does not require a visa for most coun-
tries. The major exception to this is, unsurprisingly, Aztlaners. 
While Aztlaners are not outright banned from entering the 
country, quite a bit of paperwork is involved and only a limit-
ed number are allowed each year. It goes without saying, any 
shadowrunner looking to come in should use anything other 
than an Aztechnology or Aztlaner SIN and do their best not 
to look Aztlaner nor speak with an Aztlan accent.

> Well, yes and no. Amazonia isn’t simply being paranoid here, 
Aztlan does have spy networks inside the city. If you have a 
marker to call in with Aztlan or Aztechnology, you might be able 
to get them to hook you up with their underground network to get 
you in the city. They’ll probably ask you to bring something in for 
their agents as well while you’re at it (gear, sensitive information, 
etc.), but it might be an option worth considering. Whatever you 
do, do not get caught coming in though.

> Marcos

Metrópole is served by three major international airports. 
Travelers can land in Rio de Janeiro, São Paulo, or Centro. Sao 
Paulo is by far the biggest and busiest of the three. There are 
other smaller airports that can receive regional flights, though 
these are no less scrutinized. In any case, so long as you’re 

not an Aztlaner, Amazonia doesn’t care much if you come into 
their country.

Coming in from the interior is quite difficult. Amazonia is 
one gigantic jungle of murderous fauna and flora. Anyone with 
the idea of crossing over the border from a nearby nation and 
trekking through land routes will almost certainly never be 
heard from again, unless they stick to the few well-established 
routes or get help from local guides. Some of these guides are 
metatype who have no respect for nuyen, so you may well 
have to get creative in what you offer to obtain their help.

Along with legally flying in, coming in by boat is another 
good option, especially is you need to bring in heavier equip-
ment and/or need to come in completely illegally, and using 
forged SINs isn’t an option. In such circumstances, it might be 
tempting to consider hopping in a smuggler’s Cessna or a can-
opy-grazing T-bird, but Amazonians are on the lookout for Az-
tlan intrusions, and this will pretty much look exactly like that. 
The good news is that Amazonia only has a few SAM sites to 
shoot you down with. The bad news is that they prefer to use 
dragons, wyverns, and spirits for that sort of thing.

This means coming in via the ocean may be the best option. 
The coast is patrolled, of course, but there are good smugglers 
who should be able to get you ashore without too much dif-
ficulty. One can land surreptitiously on the coast outside of 
the Metrópole sprawl and trek the rest of the way from there, 
or attempt landing directly in the city, thought this may draw 
more attention and require extra bribes to get you through.

Getting around the city may or may not be complex. Long 
distances, say, between the Sao Paulo and Rio de Janeiro poles, 
is actually quite speedy. The rich and important have access 
to helicopters, LAVs, or small-plane shuttle rides between the 
various sectors. For everyone else, there is a high-speed rail 
that links the various districts along a nice, straight axis cutting 
across all of Metrópole. There are also highways connecting all 
the districts together that are remarkably good, though during 
the night they become go-gang turf, so things get spotty.

> There are two ways to deal with those gangs, depending on what 
they want. One option is to pay them off, which works best if they 

FACTS AT A GLANCE
Population: 188,736,519

Human: 31%
Elf: 16%
Dwarf: 14%
Ork: 25%
Troll: 6%
Other: 8%

Per Capita Income: 13,786¥
Estimated SINless: 8%
Below Poverty Level: 26%
Corporate Affiliation: 12%

> For those of you keeping score at home, that’s over 15 million 
“other” beings. We’re talking nagas, centaurs, shapeshifters 
of all kinds (the biggest sub-group, by far), dracoforms, 
sasquatch, free spirits, and tons of other stuff. The “other” 
category only contains the type of “other” more or less 
globally recognized. If it were up to Amazonia, they’d also 
count a whole lot of other stuff in their population numbers. 

> 2XL

TEMPERATURE
Metrópole is a pretty comfortable place year-round in terms of 

temperature (mid-teens in the winter and high twenties Celsius in 
the summer), being treated as a Mild environment for Fatigue tests. 
However, Metrópole tends to be pretty humid and muggy most 
of the time, at least sixty percent and up to one hundred percent 
relative humidity most of the time, generally counting as a High 
humidity environment. Thus, per the Fatigue rules (p. 172, SR5, and 
p. 146, Run & Gun) character must take a Fatigue test every 3 hours 
from the heat and high humidity, and, should the characters not 
hydrate themselves properly, a first Fatigue test for Dehydration 
after 4 hours with subsequent tests every 3 hours under non-
strenuous conditions.
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