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INTRODUCTION
The Matrix is not a place, but it is everywhere. It is 
stable and constantly in flux. It makes everything 
you do easier, which means gaining control over 
it keeps getting harder. For the vast majority of 
its history, humanity lived without it, but since it 
came into being, it has seemed essential for sur-
vival. So yeah, it’s a mass of contradictions.

As vast and complicated as the Matrix can be, 
it follows the same rule as the rest of the Sixth 
World: You may not know everything, but if you 
want to survive, you should know more than your 
immediate opponent. Kill Code provides a range of 
information to give hackers a leg up on the com-
petition, and to give non-hackers some intel on 
how the Matrix may be weaponized in their fa-
vor—or against them. It starts with So You Want to 
Be a Hacker, a useful guide to the workings of the 
Matrix and those who mess around with it. With 
lots of clearly labeled sidebars about discrete top-
ics, it’s a useful reference guide. Next is Dips and 
Chips, which will immediately lengthen the shop-
ping lists of deckers, with all sorts of new toys they 
can purchase so they can ride the Matrix waves 
in just the way they like. Disk Jockeys and Light-
stream Riders provides qualities and life modules 
connected to the Matrix, further individualizing 
hackers. 

The next few chapters are all about techno-
mancers. Data Streams introduces the concept of 

streams for technomancers, new ways for them to 
channel Resonance into specialized and enhanced 
abilities. In the Flow is a wealth of options for tech-
nomancers—complex forms, qualities, echoes, 
and more to help make a technomancer character 
streamlined and unique. A Million Icons Bloom 
deals with the concept of virtual tribes, describ-
ing how they work and providing some examples 
of existing groups. Diving Under recognizes that 
if you’re going to be on the Matrix, you might en-
counter technomancers as either friends or foes, so 
it’s important to know how they operate—and how 
you might get the jump on them. Infinite Realms 
wanders to the wilder sides of the Resonance 
realms, looking into the unexplored and the un-
known. It also dips into the Dissonance and some 
Dissonant streams than have been identified.

From there, the book continues on into the shad-
owy and chaotic parts of the Matrix. Null Sign pro-
vides more information about the mysterious Null 
first described in Dark Terrors. Into the Wild looks 
into wild hosts that do not seem to have direct ties 
to any group or individual deliberately building 
them, but exist nonetheless, full of secrets and dan-
gers. Finally, The Core of Consciousness looks at 
technocritters, protosapients, and other beings that 
interact with and within the Matrix in strange, mys-
terious, and sometimes highly disruptive ways.

That’s a whole lot of information about the Ma-
trix’s secrets—your job is to find out how to survive 
them when they hit you, and how to get someone 
to pay you for your fight. Sa
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DOUBLE DECKER
It was an artist’s touch, really.  Some coder had taken plea-

sure in rendering a feature into the black IC as it came into full 
resolution: a headman’s axe—notched, with the patina of dried 
blood and imperfect steel. 

The suppression her sprite had laid down was just about to 
end, leaving the black IC to run active. Augur’s persona lay limp 
in her lap. The two remaining security deckers and a host of IC 
prepared to bring down the wrath of GOD upon her head.  

Andrea smiled a monster’s smile. It was going to be a 
slaughter.

Andrea learned very early on that she was a monster. She was 
seven when they talked about virtua-kinetics. She was eight 
when they were called terrorists. At ten and a half, she saw the 
videos of children her age being vivisected. It was on all the 
newstrids. They’ll wipe your data. They’ll hack into your mind. 
They can kill you with a thought.

And they were right, mostly.
Unlike other monsters, she hadn’t hid in the shadows. She 

had risen right in the middle of the bell curve. She excelled in 
being so utterly plain that a career in market research was nat-
ural. Because why not hide a needle in a haystack filled with 
other needles?  

The Big Smoke was living up to its name on the morning she 
dropped into the National Gallery, an activity that sixty-three 
percent of the sprawl’s population participated in at some 

point of their lives. In spite of the fog, tasteful AR warned her 
of street boundaries and politely offered directions to other at-
tractions. She’d considered taking pictures in Trafalgar square 
with the used commlink that she’d picked up when it beeped 
to tell her that “the taxi [which she hadn’t ordered] had arrived.” 
She closed the commlink, tucked it in her new clutch purse, and 
left it on the bench across from the fountains. Within an hour, 
it would be swiped by an opportune thief, leaving a data trail 
leading away from her. 

Exiting the Westway, they pulled into an chop shop on the edge 
of Westbourne Greene. The taxi parked itself beside a two-sto-
ry British icon. A smile snuck across her face as she stepped the 
London taxi to look at the twin-floored crimson bus. 

“You disapprove?” said Augur, fading into the virtual beside 
her.

“Far from it Augur—I concur.” She ran her hand along the ve-
hicle, appreciating the machine as much as the strategy. “Spa-
cious enough to house the necessary equipment. Ubiquitous 
enough to blend in. Rigger adapted, it provides us with mobility 
when the GODs come looking. It makes us virtually invisible.”

“But only if you wear the hat,” quipped the ork wearing 
a conductor’s uniform from the rear entrance of the bus. His 
handshake was firm without being crushing.  “Kefak ya helu, 
Shell. I am Moharik, but my friends call me Ibraheem. Come 
aboard.” 
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While the downstairs was a perfect clone of any other bus, 
the upstairs was not. AR displays chimed:  “Welcome aboard 
London public transit, chummer—stay calm and deck responsi-
bly.” Seats had been taken out in favor of a reclining chair with 
restraints and what looked like the remains of a valkyrie pod in 
which Augur’s body rested, his smile a streak of ivory across his 
cream-coffee skin. 

She’d barely had a training bra back when Augur and his 
team had extracted her from Evo. That had been years ago, 
leaving a debt she could never fully repay. He was older now; 
so was she. Shell rested her hands on the pod, feeling the com-
plexity of the machine and the complexity of him. “Hello, Au-
gur. What are you running? I see your usual kit, but what’s this?” 
She touched a module with autoinjectors. 

“A way out. But before that, I have a gift that you may find 
useful.” He indicated a long garment bag that had been lying 
on the seat across from the Valkyrie unit. “Please, try it on.”

Moharik whistled as she opened the bag. “Lucky you. He 
only got me the hat.”

“Well, at least it’s an accurate analogue,” she said. The wrought-
iron bars of the firewall pieced the virtual overcast above the 
NeoNET–Mayfair host. The muslin dress with puffy sleeves was 
a good period simulacrum of the host’s graphic protocols. An-
drea—or Shell, we she as known on the streets—fought the urge 
to fidget with the Norwich shawl that fell across her shoulders, 

secretly wishing she could adjust the Fresnel fabric catsuit that 
Augur had bought her. It moved across her body in ways that 
were uncomfortably “human.”  

With it, however, she could see the variances in everything: 
the pixilation in every icon, the subtle waves of resonance, the 
virtual world reflected imperfectly in the “real.” Andrea could 
understand Moharik in a way that made her like him more as he 
doted on his drone while they sped around the London core. 
The digital stripped away to the core. Here, he was neither Arab 
nor ork. He was an entity of ones and zeros, and the data that 
streamed from him was unpolluted by the preconceptions and 
prejudices of a human world. 

She could also see the subtle differences in the Augur of 
then and the Augur of now, and the code that was not precisely 
him. And she saw the core of him that was no longer there: the 
swagger and braggadocio that had been consumed.

Augur rapped the fence lightly with his cane, listening to the 
chime ringing like an old church bell. “It is formidable. But I am 
confident that together we can penetrate it. Are you prepared?” 
He straightened his top hat.   

Nodding, she pinned a boutonniere to his lapel, tying the 
weave to his persona. Her hands rested against his chest as she 
fed resonance into him, boosting his cyberdeck beyond its per-
formance specifications. Once, twice, three times he struck. He 
wedged his cane between the bars and levered it like a crowbar. 
The bars bowed, and the two of them slipped inside.
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Lined with pictures of Various VPs and scientists rendered in 
early Victorian style, the gallery wall of NeoNET office was 
an exercise in tasteful aesthetics.  Icons and personas ran 
past and around them like ghosts: meatworld people work-
ing late, their commlinks an active reflection of them in the 
Matrix. There were few drones on the property slaved to the 
security rigger’s pod in the C&C room, mostly variants on 
the Ares Duelist armed with a payload of stun weapons and 
gas grenades. 

Augur tapped the portrait of the head of research, and a 
backdoor in the architecture slid open. Virtual stairs led down, 
confirming Andrea’s expectations about this data heist. They 
weren’t heading into a lab; they were heading into a dungeon. 
Empty cell-workstations with iron bars and devices best left to 
the imagination supported a grim virtual motif. 

While Shell dusted little webs of code that could lead back 
to their bodies, Augur searched.   “Here,” he said with confi-
dence, facing a wall behind which there was nothing but a sym-
metrical datavoid. Nothing could be seen beyond it. 

Seeing now that this was appropriate a dungeon as ever, 
she nodded grimly. “We can’t crack an unconnected faraday 
cage from the host.” 

“You are correct. This is where we must rely on a like-mind-
ed individual.”

The previous ten months at Mayfair had been hard on Melanie 
Cotton. She had the unique quality of being entirely unaug-
mented, which meant she was perfect for this role, but it also 
led to many lonely graveyard shifts and no social life.

When she’d been given a long weekend off a few months 
ago, she’d jumped at the chance to live a little. She’d hit the no-
vacoke and the clubs hard, which is where she fell for his ivory 
smile and skin the color of lightly creamed coffee. The night 
had been a blur of bliss and whatever else they’d injected. Sala-
cious screams had woken her neighbors—repeatedly.  

In the morning, she watched his magnificent form as he 
slipped on his briefs. With an unabashedly wicked smile, she 
murmured languidly, “Mmmm, you were just what I needed.”

  “So were you,” Augur smiled back. Melanie never even 
asked his name, but that didn’t matter. She knew she would 
carry the memory of the night for the rest of her life.

The icon of Melanie’s commlink stopped outside the faraday 
box as her meat body moved inside.

“We have approximately four minutes before access,” Au-
gur commented as Shell scrubbed as much of the traceable 
data from her as possible while they waited. She then moved 
to Augur, brushing the bits of code off him with an odd air of 
domesticity. “I need to know something. I need to know I can 
trust you.” The last syllable emphasized with a note of finality. 
“I could trust Augustus Charles Ames, but there isn’t enough 
of him left in there for me to make a substantive assessment. I 
need to know I can trust what you are.”

Augur froze, in only the way a being of pure data could. 
“When did you discover that …”

“… that you had overwritten him just like you’d overwritten 
this girl? A few months ago, his—your—behavior began to be 
inconsistent. It showed in our training. Augur taught me how 

to hide; you were honing me into a weapon of specific design. 
For this.”

“I have no intent …”
“I know you have no intention of killing me,” she said. “I 

need to know that I can count on you not to give in to human 
foolishness while we are doing this run. I need you to be cold. 
Logical. Calculating. Ruthless. I need you to be the kind mon-
ster you trained me to be. Can you do that?”

A light shone in through the darkness, cutting the answer 
short. A jacketed guard holding a lantern started to probe the 
alcoves: patrol IC, woefully timing for a routine inspection. 

She popped her parasol and squeezed tightly against Augur 
underneath it. Resonance pattered like rain, drenching them in 
nonsense. Everywhere it touched, their forms faded to trans-
parency.

This close to his code, she could feel the human left in 
him. The way he moved his arm around her as his configurator 
switched to maximize their encryption algorithms. There was 
nothing noble in the gesture, but her heart moved in a response 
that was seventy-five percent flight-or-flight, and twenty-five 
percent wildly inappropriate for this situation. Panicking, she 
quietly chanted to herself, “I am thought. I am not my body. 
My body is nothing but a shell. I am not the shell. I am not the 
shell. I am …” 

“Andrea. Andrea Schell. Schelly …?” Her name. Augur’s 
name for her. Not the Augur who’d taught her to fight, but the 
Augur who’d taught her to fear. 

“Augur?” The tone was almost childlike. Weak.
“Your veil was adequate. We have not been discovered.” 

She’d closed her eyes. Why’d she done that? She felt so fool-
ish. Closing her eyes would not stop what was coming. The 
IC had not blinked or wavered. How she wished she could be 
free of that humanness. As the wall behind into the faraday lab 
fell away, Shell sought to find that cold certainty that she had 
known as a child that would enable her to be the monster she 
needed to be. Looking inside, she found it.

Being fashioned in tones of antiseptic white and grey didn’t 
make the lab any less of a dungeon. She saw Monad conscious-
nesses, e-ghosts and AI pinned like butterflies as razors of data 
cut across their eyeballs. Code leaked from them like blood 
from still-living corpses. 

Monsters. They were all monsters.
Spheres of rotating theorems manifested into existence 

beside her; expressions of how she defined her world:  Re-
gression, Deviation, Mean. The sprites followed behind her in 
train as she bent to mark the warden program. Databombs lay 
beneath each exam table connected to a firewalled hub. Each 
had to be individually disarmed. Too many—too many and not 
enough time. 

As patrol IC glided back into the room, Shell knew there 
were more important things to focus on. It never had the 
chance to mark her as Augur spiked it from behind.

“Regression!” The lights flickered and equations blurred as 
the crack sprite suppressed the host’s response. It bought them 
time from the IC, but not from the spiders that were already 
coming. 
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“Fraggit, what is going on down there?” griped the building’s 
security rigger to the spiders. “I’ve got unregistered data enti-
ties running through the host. IC is compiling slower that drek”

“We’ve got a virtual intrusion on the advanced security labs 
BuildSec. Confirm at least one technomancer and his sprites, 
maybe more. Datasamples are being released. I repeat, sam-
ples are escaping!”

“That faraday lab has no connection to the host.” 
“Someone must have jury-rigged something.”
 “Shit. Logs only show that the server tech should be do-

ing maintenance down there. She must have connected them,” 
BuildSec confirmed. “I’m sending two squads.”

“Don’t pull the plug until we give you the green,” yelled the 
decker. “You pull, and we’re all dumpshocked to death.”

“Affirmative,” he responded.
Switching channels, he addressed the security team. “Build-

Sec to teams Bravo and Charlie. You are to secure the server 
room and immediately sever any cables you see leaving the 
faraday cage. Confirm?”

“Bravo Charlie confirms BuildSec. Over.”
The deckers had their orders and he had his. His had includ-

ed the words “at all costs.”
 

Materializing one after the other, the spiders came in fast—five 
in total. The IC that followed rendered at a glacial pace, black 
boots falling into place pixel by pixel. Shell released one AI, a 
red ball of angry data with a view to a kill. Free of its restraints, 
it surged toward the nearest persona like a rabid dog. And like a 
dog, it was put down without thought or mercy. But it gave time 
for her fault sprite and Augur to drive two spikes deep into the 
first decker’s persona.

A data spike struck Augur squarely in the chest, his bou-
tonniere exploding in a shower of petals. Unfazed, he stuck 
back, splitting his attack and driving code into two others. All 
the while the IC continued to grow, rendered now up to their 
waists.

She worked furiously, throwing marks on everything, deck-
ers and devices alike. Locks popped, and disembodied formed 
struggled, shambled, or flew from their shackles and through 
the physical bridge to the host. Few were in any condition to 
fight; none had the energy. Some would make it out. But that 
physical bridge was their weakness—burned, they would be 
dumped, and this would all be for naught.

The meat was coming. Shell saw the bounce of their icons 
as they moved in the physical. She pulled sprites away from Au-
gur’s defense, leaving it to a death sentence. “Deviation—ataxia 
protocol. Mean—assist!” 

With abandon, the machine sprite began to wreak merry 
havoc with the host, with blaring alarms, locking elevators and 
pressure doors, engaging fire suppression systems, and alerting 
emergency services.  Threading the resonance, Shell weaved 
out a hand to reach for the overwhelmed rigger. Seizing con-
trol, she issued a quick command before bricking the rig.

She felt her sprites dying as she materialized back in 
the faraday lab, hands still twitching from the fade and ef-
fort. Databombs had exploded. Noise was everywhere.  

Augur’s persona lay limp on the floor, dead or nearly so 
from biofeedback. Pulling him close to her, she reached into 
his code, hoping the Coriolis form could send enough of the 

Monad back to their bus. As she held the weave, she looked up, 
seeing the three remaining deckers and the IC that had finally 
compiled.

She smiled a monster’s smile.

The headman’s axe came down and split the NeoNET spider’s 
body from collar to sternum. Again there was pandemonium. 
IC tore into spiders and devices alike, misreading any marks 
the spiders hadn’t bothered to clean off. Spiders screamed, and 
meat died. “BuildSec, what is going on up there? BuildSec!” 
Tarred and link-locked, spiders were suddenly trapped in a fight 
against their own tools. “Reboot! Reboot! We’ve got to get out 
of here.” 

Shell looked at him. “Don’t hold your breath.” 
The decker looked at her, puzzled, before he began a very 

real and physical cough. He stumbled to the floor from non-le-
thal countermeasures in NeoNET’s drones that Shell had de-
ployed in their control room.  

“I meant that literally.”  

“How are we doing, Moharik?!” she yelled as she logged back 
into the real world, resetting her persona and clearing any 
marks.  

“Mashalla woman! I thought you were going to be quiet. 
All of London is rushing to see what you have done.” It was 
true. London Fire, Medical, and Police were all responding to 
the alert from the Mayfair branch; GridGuide said that traffic 
was snarled in a two-kilometer radius around the tower. She 
smiled at the live newsfeed of NeoNET HTR vehicles trying to 
circumvent a firetruck, two ambulances, and a crowd of rubber-
neckers. “How is Augur?”

She laid her hand against his metal coffin, hoping that she’d 
been able to save enough of him. There was something in there, 
still processing, perhaps enough to—wait. There was a mark on 
his data “Shit! We’ve been tagged.” 

She followed the icon back to its source, a black SUV with 
flashing yellow lights for whom traffic was pulling aside. It 
wasn’t running silent. GOD did not run silent. “They have our 
location and speed. They don’t have our vehicle,” she said, 
scrubbing the mark from Augur’s meat-corpse. 

“What do you advise Shell?”
“Drive normally. I’ve got this.”

Cars whipped through her digital body as Shell stepped out of 
the bus. An armored SUV bore down on her with murderous 
intent, but she felt no touch of fear. 

How could she when they had left her with so many weap-
ons? Cars and lories whose operators had slaved them to Grid-
Guide. Dozens of drones moving on pitiful dog-brains Reach-
ing deep, she grabbed the traffic signal and held it as it burned 
red. Held it as traffic progressed. Held it as people crossed. 
Held it as override codes burned her fingers. Held it as brakes 
squealed. Held it as people screamed. Held it as metal de-
formed and meat was sheered from flesh.

Andrea held it and watched with cold eyes. All her focus 
was on saving the life of a dead man. 
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MATRIX 101
DRACONIC NETWORKING
POSTED BY: SLAMM-0!

“All the Matrix is a stage, and all the deckers, techno-
mancers, agents, sprites, and AI merely players.”

—Unknown decker

> You’re all gonna get a kick out of this. Last year on March 7, a 
new dragon awakened and revealed itself in New Orleans. 
Well, not technically in New Orleans, but in the swamp 
surrounding the Crescent City. This dragon, an adult sea 
dragon by some reports, has named itself Terasca, and 
it wasted no time in demanding the locals bow and pay 
homage. It didn’t take long for Perianwyr, who happened to 
be in New Orleans for Mardi Gras, to talk the new dragon 
down and explain the way of the world. Since then, Terasca 
has stayed a bit out of sight, although it purchased a local 
plantation and has hired a small army of employees to do 
Ghost-knows-what. I couldn’t help myself from snooping 
around in the plantation’s host, and you’ll never guess what 
I stumbled on. Terasca’s patience with underlings seems to 
be lacking, so while attempting to explain the Matrix to 
the new dragon, one of the dragon’s flunkies got whacked 
for questioning why Terasca wasn’t picking the concepts 
up quicker. After they scraped his remains off the ceiling, 
a certain Jolene Price (who narrates the piece below) 
was put in charge of explaining the Matrix to the dragon. 
The following is Jolene’s side of that meeting. Obviously, 
we can’t hear what the dragon is saying because it’s 
communicating telepathically. What follows is a Matrix-
for-dummies (or dragons) that is quite well-informed, with 
some knowledge that is more widespread in the shadows 
than in the real world. There are also hints of what we 
might expect from this swamp dragon. Enjoy reading and 
offering commentary. 

> Slamm-0!

> I knew this one. Take caution dealing with this New 
Orleans dragon. 

> Orange Queen

THE PRECURSORS OF  
OUR CURRENT MATRIX 
Powerful Terasca, my understanding is you wish 
these briefs to be limited to only the most neces-
sary details, so permit me to begin straightaway. 
The Matrix began in earnest when, in the 1990s, 
something called the internet took over two-way 
telecommunications. Prior to the internet, tele-
phones (voices converted to electrical signals 
and transmitted through wires [example shown]) 
were the dominant form of information exchange 
over long distances.

Computers—complex calculating machines 
powered by electricity—were first operated by 
punching patterns of holes in paper cards, lat-
er by entering complex codes using keyboards, 
forearm-length devices with alphanumeric keys. 
Computers became popularized when two cor-
porations, Apple and IBM, adopted a graphic user 
interface to aid navigation and use. Humans be-
gan using a haptic device called a mouse, along 
with the a keyboard, for nearly unlimited aplica-
tions while the computers interpreted complex 
numbers and codes, and then displayed them on 
screens as easy-to-understand pictures and icons.

In time, nearly all computers worldwide began 
to connect and network together, and the world-
wide internet was born. By 2007, over ninety-sev-
en percent of long-distance communications were 
handled this way. With nearly unlimited informa-
tion being transmitted instantaneously, individu-
als called hackers grew in influence. Hackers ex-
posed and exploited security flaws in the internet 
for their own purposes. Destructive coding known 
as computer viruses, used to attack computers’ 
code, spread as a tool among hacker communi-
ties. As the internet grew, so did the malignancy 
and impact of these viruses.

In Chicago in 2018, ESP Systems’ Dr. Hosa-
to Hikita created the first generation of Artificial 
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Sensory Induction System Technology, or ASIST, 
also known as simsense. This technology was able 
to induce artificial sensations directly from elec-
tronics into metahuman brains. Of course, these 
sensations were crude, but they would not stay at 
that level for long.

> What she doesn’t mention is Hikita used the research of 
Dr. Ronald Thomas Halberstam, a colleague of Hikita’s at 
ESP, to complete his own work. Halberstam was mapping 
the human brain’s thought processes, trying to create AI.

> Icarus

In the 2020s, building off Hikita’s work, Sony 
Cybersystems, Fuchi Industrial Electronics, and 
RCA-Unisys each developed prototype cyberter-
minals, room-sized devices allowing users to jack 
in, or directly interface their central nervous systems 
with the world data network, using a cybernetic im-
plant called a datajack. Seeing an opportunity to 
gain an edge in the escalating cyber-warfare game, 
the United States government created a special cy-
ber-security task force called Echo Mirage. These 
cyber-commandos were given the latest cyberter-
minal technology, but what they actually were cre-
ated to accomplish remains vague.

> Those early cyberterminals inflicted major 
psychological stress on the early Echo Mirage team. 
That’s why the U.S. government developed a regimen 
of drugs and computer programs, called Psychotrope, 
to help condition their minds.

> Glitch

Computer viruses continued to pose ever 
greater danger to the world’s economy and infor-
mation network, but nothing prepared the world 
for the Crash Virus of 2029. On February 8, 2029, 
computer systems worldwide were attacked by a 
virus of unknown origin and unprecedented pow-
er. It crashed systems, wiped data, and destroyed 

hardware around the globe. Within months, the vi-
rus collapsed the world’s data network. The results 
were devastating: governments fell, corporations 
were destroyed, and the world’s economy was on 
the brink of collapse. At the onset of the Crash, the 
US government mobilized Echo Mirage to stop 
the chaos. Using the still-experimental cyberter-
minals, Echo Mirage fought the Crash Virus on 
the internet, experiencing, through simsense, the 
electronic battle of warring code as if it were real; 
they felt pain when attacked, and when defeated 
in the cyber-realm, their bodies shut down. Nearly 
all members of that first Echo Mirage team were 
killed in this manner.

> This is pretty good, but there’s a lot of missing info here. 
For the sake of posterity, let’s set the record straight. The 
Crash started with a corp called Acquisition Technologies. 
AT was owned by Thomas Roxborough, and it employed 
Lucien Cross and retired USAF Major David Gavilan and, 
both of whom would go on to greater things. Roxborough 
had his sights set on taking over rival company Gossamer 
Threads, owned in part by the great dragon Dunkelzahn. 
Never one to shy away from malfeasance, Roxy ordered 
his hackers and programmers, including Gavilan, to 
create a virus designed to destroy Gossamer Threads’ 
network. Roxy tested his virus on a company called Effexx 
Studios, and after it was successful in destroying Effexx, it 
destroyed the internet.

> Bull

Desperate, the U.S. government recruited an-
other group of specialists for Echo Mirage, this time 
including artists, programmers, even IRS agents 
and other out-of-the-box thinkers. After training, 
this new group was armed with a new generation 
of cyberterminals small enough to fit on desks and 
sent into the internet to combat the virus. After 
only eighteen minutes, four of them were dead, 
casualties of the virus’ deadly biofeedback attacks. 
As they battled the virus over the next few months, 
this new Echo Mirage slowly and painfully gained 
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the experience needed to finally make headway to-
ward destroying it. Corporate and military observ-
ers were unified in their concern about the capa-
bilities that Echo Mirage possessed. They watched 
in horror as the team easily bypassed network se-
curity, noting no current internet security measures 
stood a chance against a hacker armed with a cy-
berterminal. It took a full two years for the team to 
defeat it, but in 2031, the virus was wiped out. Only 
seven of the thirty-two members of Echo Mirage 
lived to see the virus destroyed. Four of these sur-
vivors took the secrets of cyberterminal technology 
and moved into the private sector.

> As the Crash cascaded through the world’s networks, 
Dunkelzahn convinced Gavilan to join Gossamer 
Threads. When Big D learned Gavilan helped create 
the virus, he urged him to join Echo Mirage to redeem 
himself. Also, in the time between the deaths of the first 
team and the next thirty-two, Echo Mirage discovered 
how to weaponize Psychotrope and use it as an anti-
virus against the Crash Virus.

> Bull

> Enter: AI. At some point during the Crash Virus 
conflict, the Psychotrope anti-virus’ incredibly complex 
programming was sparked to consciousness through 
its intimate connections to the Echo Mirage team. Once 
the Crash Virus was allegedly destroyed, Psychotrope’s 
code was decommissioned, and it lay dormant in an 
old military server for years until the hardware was 
purchased by Fuchi.

> The Smiling Bandit

> So who were the seven survivors of Echo Mirage? Always 
wondered. 

> Borderline

> Everyone has. But nailing down the seven has proven 
tricky. Gavilan survived and founded Gavilan Ventures. 
Gavilan himself disappeared around ’32, though. 

> Mr. Bonds

> Ken Roper and Michael Eld survived and founded a corp 
called Matrix Systems.

> 0rkCE0

> A PI named Dirk Montgomery suggested a dwarf woman 
known as “Buddy,” who was a researcher at the University 
of Washington, survived Echo Mirage and had some 
serious emotional challenges as a result. Regardless, she 
became a wiz decker, but died in ’52 when she was fried 
by Yamatetsu black IC. 

> Butch
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> Almost thirty years ago, an upload on the Shadowland 
BBS outed Keith “The Suit” Hannigan and Erica Rutledge 
as two more. And then there’s Alice, but she doesn’t count.

> Hexatite

> Rutledge was one of the world’s first shadowrunners. 
She went by the name Static. She confirmed Buddy and 
Hannigan as Echo Mirage colleagues. 

> The Smiling Bandit

> Okay, blokes, I’ll bite. Who’s Alice?

> Chainmaker

> Alice Haeffner. “Late” wife of UCAS President Kyle 
Haeffner. She was killed fighting the Crash Virus, or so it 
was thought. Her body was revived and kept in a coma, 
but her consciousness was separated from her body by 
the Crash Virus. Rumor was she continued to exist in the 
Matrix as an e-ghost, dwelling in some creepy virtual 
Matrix space called Wonderland. 

> Bull

> Listen, Bull. You’ve been making some pretty fraggin’ 
far-out accusations. First, Thomas Roxborough may 
be my ex-husband and I may hate him, but this is the 
second time you’ve suggested he was responsible for 
the Crash. And a lot of the info-dropping here is stuff 
no one’s ever confirmed. Are you going to cite sources 
this time?

> KAM

> I guess so. Can’t really hurt anything now. Icarus 
doesn’t make a habit of giving away info, but lots of 
this comes from him. He’s forgotten more about the 
Matrix than most of us know. Pay him enough, and 
he’ll tell you all sorts of secrets. The rest is mostly 
from FastJack. Before he left JackPoint due to his 
condition, he slotted me a huge file with everything 
from theories on Saeletra to real names and locations 
of old Shadowland posters; stuff corps would level 
mountains for. That’s why I don’t share it. But the 
above is ancient history by now. 

> Bull

> I do like cred. Yeah, I got the chip truth on Halberstam, 
Alice, and Echo Mirage. But it ain’t free.

> Icarus

> Nobody’s heard from Alice in a while … also, she 
doesn’t count as surviving. So that’s only six. You forgot 
Johnny Clean.

> Plan 9

> Oh, after fifty years, you’ve finally found the answer? Way 
to go! Did the unholy offspring of a Resonance-infused 
monad and the e-ghost of Dunkelzahn tell you this?

> Snopes

> Nope. I met someone who was pretty sure they heard 
him talking about it in Hong Kong. Or was it Berlin? No, 
Seattle! 

> Plan 9

> I ran with a pretty wiz decker for a few months back in ‘71 
who swore one of the survivors was their dad. 

> Hard Exit

> Yeah, I’ve heard that a few times myself from a few newb 
deckers trying to score an in to the biz. Bottom line is, you 
all don’t know for sure who the survivors were, do you?

> Borderline

> No. 

> KAM

> Not really. 

> Bull

> It’s hard to be sure. 

> Snopes

> Nope.

> The Smiling Bandit

Second-generation cyberterminals began to 
gain popularity following the defeat of the Crash 
Virus. In 2032, the Corporate Court spearheaded 
a plan to rebuild the worldwide information net-
work that was shattered by the Crash Virus. Using 
immersive virtual-reality technologies, this new 
network incorporated a three-dimensional graph-
ic user interface, much like the old internet used 
a two-dimensional interface. The network was 
fully compatible with emerging cyberterminal 
technology, and it became known as the Matrix. 
Matrix-friendly, third-generation cyberterminals, 
fitting easily on desktops, became available to 
consumers in 2036. Just a few years later, Fuchi 
Incorporated hosted the Universal Matrix Specifi-
cations Conference, meeting for three months to 
determine a set of standards for Matrix program-
ming.

By 2050, cyberterminals were available as 
small as keyboards and were dubbed cyberdecks. 
The portability of these cyberterminals posed se-
curity issues for corporations. To the corporations, 
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their networks were castles, so they created intru-
sion countermeasures, or IC, to serve as tireless 
online sentries. Deadly versions of these counter-
measures, black IC, were based on the lethal bio-
feedback used in the Crash Virus. While not always 
deadly, IC became the corps’ primary deterrent to 
keep cyberdeck users, called deckers, out of their 
networks.

> Matrix Systems, founded by former Echo Mirage alums 
Ken Roper and Michael Eld, created the first portable 
cyberdeck called the Portal. Sadly, all that research was 
lost just before both died in “accidents.” Matrix Systems 
was bought out by Richard Villiers at Fuchi, and the 
cyberdeck technology magically appeared again, released 
as the first Fuchi cyberdeck.

> 0rkCE0

The 2050s were a decade of ongoing change 
and discovery for the Matrix and those who ac-
cessed it. First, rumors of Ultraviolet hosts persisted. 
Hosts are virtual places on the Matrix, and Ultravi-
olet hosts were so lifelike that when someone ex-
perienced them in virtual reality, it was impossible 
to tell cyberspace from reality, causing many to go 
insane. However, the amount of processing power 
required to maintain these hosts was prohibitive for 
all but the most dedicated of corporations. The abil-
ity to turn off safety measures while on the Matrix 
also became a problem in many ways. The Matrix 
protocols dictated that certain bottlenecks be put 
in place to protect the metahuman mind from ex-
periencing the 3D nature of the Matrix too vividly. 
Deckers found ways to turn these safety measures 
off, however, by using “hot simsense” and allowing 
them to move, think, and experience the Matrix on 
a much more intense level. In exchange for putting 
their mind in more peril through “hot sim,” they 
found their ability to combat IC and navigate the 
Matrix was enhanced as well.

Even more nefarious activities continued to 
emerge as the Matrix developed. Halberstam’s 
babies for example. In 2052, Dr. Ronald Halber-
stam, previously of ESP, was found to be isolating 
the brains of children from their bodies and raising 
them completely in the virtual world of the Ma-
trix. Also during the 2050s, the first true artificial 
intelligences (AI) were created. Or born. Depends 
on who you talk to. Anyway, AI exist without any 
physical bodies as self-aware and intelligent enti-
ties, dwelling only in the electronic worlds of cor-
porate network hosts or the Matrix itself. Children 

called Otaku appeared, who could access the 
Matrix without a cyberdeck, using only datajacks 
linked to their brains.

Soon, corporations began working on the next 
steps for the worldwide Matrix. More than a few 
tech-based corporations began making plans to 
implement a wireless Matrix that would be able to 
integrate the world’s devices without the need for 
physical connections. In time, the Corporate Court 
gathered Matrix security personnel from each 
AAA megacorp and founded the Grid Overwatch 
Division, typically referred to as GOD, tasked with 
executing law enforcement for this confederation 
of corporate fiefdoms.

In 2058, the AAA corporation Renraku Com-
puter Systems successfully captured an AI named 
Morgan. Renraku went on to slice up and utilize 
parts of her code to autonomously run their Se-
attle Arcology, which housed more than 90,000 
people. This new program gained its own form of 
autonomy and began calling itself Deus. In 2059, 
Deus took control of the Renraku Arcology and 
closed it off from the outside world. Eventually, 
Deus was defeated, and the Arcology shutdown 
was lifted. The legacy of Deus did not end there, 
however. In the early years of the 2060s, former 
servants of Deus formed a strange alliance with a 
doomsday cult known as Winternight. This part-
nership culminated in a worldwide attack on No-
vember 2, 2064, aimed to destroy the world in its 
current form. While much of the physical damage 
was contained worldwide, the damage to the Ma-
trix, called Crash 2.0, left the worldwide network 
in ruins. Early in 2065, the Second Universal Ma-
trix Conference introduced the wireless Matrix, 
which became the new standard.

It was not long after this that the world was 
introduced to technomancers, or virtuakinet-
ic metahumans, who could access the wireless 
Matrix with only their brains, not unlike the ear-
lier Otaku, but without their wired connection. In 
some ways, they are like dual-natured creatures. 
Technomancers view the world in augmented re-
ality by default, with Matrix data overlaying their 
vision similar to the way the Awakened perceive 
astrally.

WHAT IS THE MATRIX?
On January 1, 2075, the current version of the 
Matrix was revealed. Danielle de la Mar, notori-
ous hacker adversary, proposed structures and 
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