
  
    [image: Shadowrun: Into the Cold]
  


  
    
      SHADOWRUN: INTO THE COLD

      ▾   ▾   ▾

      
        A SHADOWRUN NOVELLA

      

    

    
      
        MARK HILL

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Catalyst Game Labs]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Looking for More Shadowrun Fiction?

      

      
        Go Deeper Into the Sixth World!

      

      
        Shadowrun Fiction Ad

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

          OVER THREE YEARS AGO

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “What attracted you to a position at Hermes Security Solutions?”

      Riker watched the HR ork study her commlink.

      My crippling Urban Brawl debts, he thought.

      “Hermes is well-regarded throughout the Seattle area as a stable, steady employer. And as an Everett native, I would love to contribute to a corporation with roots in my community.”

      Riker had never heard of Hermes Security Solutions until he’d met Mr. Johnson last week. They were a C-corp at best, but they were owned by Bogeyman Tactical, Inc., whose majority shareholder was Miller Munitions, which was a shell for Lanchester Force Multiplication, and so on and so on until the chain terminated at Ares Macrotechnology. Mr. Johnson had sketched out the entire corporate tree with a zeal Riker found baffling.

      “Why did you leave your prior position?”

      Because the Silver Kraken caught me skimming from the till, and I was bounced from bouncing.

      “Ms. Bagleys’ retirement prompted her to downsize her security team.”

      Ms. Bagley was a fictitious name on a fictitious resume. Mr. Johnson had spent hours running him through mock interviews until he not only knew every detail, but could speak to them in a casually professional tone. Like he wasn’t feeding the interviewer total drek, in other words. It was an entry-level position at a minor league corp, but the ork would still flag any inconsistencies. There were, Mr. Johnson had emphasized, no shortage of street thugs looking for a steadier payday that Hermes could hire instead of him. That had made Riker so nervous he’d immediately forgotten the interviewers’ name.

      “What are your priorities if, and when, the application of force becomes necessary to fulfill your duties?” The ork looked up to study his response.

      “Protecting the assets and reputation of my employer, and of any and all parties affiliated with my employer. Ensuring that, if possible, my fellow security specialists retain their equipment and force-application capabilities. Seeing to my own continued force-application capabilities. In that order.”

      The ork gave a non-committal grunt as she adjusted the colorful shawl draped across her broad shoulders.

      Riker studied the chintzy print of a thunderbird on the wall behind her, but struggled to find the words underneath: Give your career a spark! motivating.

      “If, in the fulfillment of your duties, you find yourself required to take or receive actions statistically probable to result in a potentially fatal outcome for your person, would you willingly proceed with said actions regardless?”

      God, I hate corp speak. But if I don’t pull this off, I’m dead anyway.

      Riker waited a moment, but only a moment, before responding, “Yes.” He held the interviewers’ gaze through her thick tortoiseshell glasses until she looked away.

      “Can you provide an example of how you successfully leveraged your security skills to produce a net-positive outcome for your employer?”

      I kept myself alive after last week’s fiasco.

      As Riker began to spin the yarn Mr. Johnson had crafted for him—a heroic (but not too heroic) battle against smugglers during his supposed stint in the UCAS Army—his mind wandered back to last Saturday.
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      He’d been minding his own business at the Drowning Swan, nursing a cheap drink and watching the Tacoma Wings blow a late advantage when Nightshade sidled up and asked where her money was.

      You didn’t get a name like Nightshade by being a generous creditor, and even by gangster standards, the old dwarf had a reputation. But Riker had been desperate. He’d burned through the semi-scummy payday loan joints, then Everetts’ lesser loan sharks. The Wings match had been his last desperate attempt to reverse his fortunes, and Nightshade knew it.

      So he ran. He ran into the night, with two of Nightshades’ enforcers hot on his half-drunk heels. They were quick, diligent professionals. It only took a few minutes to corner him in an alley like a wet devil rat. They were just far enough off the beaten path that civilians and any patrolling Knights Errant could credibly claim they hadn’t heard him scream.

      One of the goons was an ork he didn’t recognize, at least not through the pounding rain. But the other was a human street samurai the nightlife district knew as Fiend, and for good reason. To some, breaking deadbeats’ bones was just a job. To Fiend, it was a passion. As the chromed-up thug gave Riker a nasty smile and pulled a baton from the depths of his trenchcoat, it was clear he intended to enjoy this particular assignment.

      Riker huddled against the wet brick and tried to shelter his head with his right arm. He begged for mercy and time, insistent that he could turn his luck around. Fiend just laughed and said it was “too late for that, chummer,” as he closed in and raised his baton. He never saw the left jab that crushed his trachea coming.

      Riker didn’t exactly go around advertising that he was an adept. His skillset was useful for getting out of sticky situations, and it had seen him through his days in the court ball minor leagues, a brief bout of cage fighting, and a handful of gang-adjacent errands. But ever since he’d tried to go straight-ish, revealing the fact had mostly made bar staff ask him to move crap and overconfident drunks decide they’d become local legends if they could take the adept bouncer down. Mundane Riker was enough Riker on most nights.

      He’d felt a connection to the astral plane for as long as he could remember, but unlike the adepts in the trids and street stories, he’d never had any insights on totems and the third eye and all that drek. Once, a long time ago, he’d been excited to discover that he could make himself stronger and faster than most. But when even that wasn’t enough to beat the odds in the cutthroat court ball world, it had become just another trait he was indifferent to, like his cropped black hair or dark brown eyes, or that weird pattern of back freckles that kind of resembled a talis cat. The trid characters could go on about the majesty of the astral plane all they wanted, but he had bills to pay.

      His connection to astral space had withered accordingly. But, as Fiend had just discovered, it wasn’t gone.

      The ork sprang into action. She was fast—faster than Riker. Whether an adept herself or enhanced by cyberware, he couldn’t tell. With a knife appearing in her right hand and another blade popping out of a sheath on her left forearm, the technicalities didn’t really matter.

      Riker slid under her first swing and grabbed Fiends’ baton. He tried to slam it into the orks’ knee as he got to his feet, but she gracefully stepped aside and thrust her snap-blade at his face. He retreated, but wasn’t quite quick enough. He felt stinging pain, and blood oozed from the new gash on his cheek.

      They traded thrusts and parries, Riker getting the worst of it as the elegant ork weaved around him. She nicked him twice more, seemingly content to wear him down until she could land the killing blow. She was the better fighter, and they both knew it. So he had to be the riskier one.

      Riker summoned up all the energy he could muster and charged straight at her. She was surprised, but still managed to get her blades up. Riker swatted her knife hand aside with his baton, but took the snap-blade in his shoulder. He growled in pain, but maintained his momentum and slammed the ork into the alley wall. His first headbutt stunned her, his second dropped her.

      He stumbled out of the alley before the pair could regain consciousness. If they could regain consciousness. His head ached, his shoulder bled from where the ork had dug and twisted with the snap-blade, and he was already exhausted from reviving his rusty adept powers. It felt like returning to the gym after months away, only the fatigue sapped his soul, too.

      His wounds weren’t his biggest problem. He couldn’t go home. Sandy thought he was still gainfully employed at the Silver Kraken, and while it hadn’t been unusual for him to return from work with some blood on his clothes, the palpable anxiety and inability to tell a straight story would have been new.

      Instead, he wandered the streets, ignoring alarmed looks from revelers as he tried to come up with a plan. When one failed to come together, he ducked into the darkest club he knew of, collapsed into a corner booth, and tried to lubricate one into existence. Four quick synth-whiskeys, one big stack of bloody napkins, and zero decent ideas later, a well-dressed human slid into the seat across from him.

      “Tell Nightshade she can put the DocWagon bill on my tab,” Riker slurred.

      “Actually, your tab is settled. Tentatively.”

      Riker tried to focus through the ingested booze and lost blood. “What are you talking about?”

      “I have a business proposition for you. Call me Mr. Johnson.” The man extended his hand, then retracted it when he realized Rikers’ right shoulder had been butchered.

      “Johnson, huh?”

      “Thats’ right.”

      Even Rikers’ sketchiest gigs had never taken him anywhere near the world of shadowrunners, but between the trids and the bar gossip, he’d picked up some of the lingo. He’d never been sure how much was real and how much was dramatic license or a half-drunk decker trying to pull his leg, but this so-called Mr. Johnson certainly looked the part of an anonymous go-between. Average height, plain haircut, a suit that could be found on any of Seattles’ countless middle managers. He looked important enough to not screw with, but unimportant enough to forget thirty seconds after seeing him at the soykaf shop.

      “What can I do for you, Mr. Johnson?”

      “You can polish your resume.”

      Rikers’ commlink buzzed. He skimmed the entry-level job posting before returning his attention to the man who’d sent it. “Maybe its’ the hemorrhage talking, but I don’t get it.”

      “You need gainful employment. I need an employee in the ranks of Hermes Security Solutions. Mutual benefit awaits both of us.”

      “I’m not interested in that crap. Or qualified for it.” Riker tried to finish his drink, only to discover he already had.

      “I can provide qualifications. As for your interest…” Mr. Johnson leaned forward. “I’m a busy man, and you’re a bleeding one, so I’ll be quick. Work for me, and I will wipe away your debt. Once the job is done, you can walk away and start fresh. If that doesn’t interest you, then I’ll leave you to your thoughts. But more of Ms. Nightshades’ employees will be here in about five minutes, and I suspect they’ll be less inclined toward conversation than I am.”

      “So, what, you’re a debt slaver?”

      “I’m in targeted acquisitions. Its’ a good deal, and you know it.”

      Riker could sense invisible strings around this man, waiting to entangle him. But he couldn’t fight again, and even if he somehow slipped away, Nightshade wouldn’t give up. A deal that was too good to be true still beat a shallow grave in the barrens.

      “You’ll have to pay my bar tab, too.”

      “I already have. Theres’ a car waiting outside. Hans will take you to a doctor, then provide you with a change of clothes and take you home. Tell your partner you’re considering a career change. I’ll be in touch soon.”

      Mr. Johnson stood and shot him a mirthless smile. “Its’ always so exciting to start a new job, isn’t it?”
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      And now I’m here.

      The HR orks’ cramped office captured everything Riker loathed about corp life, and why he’d avoided it until now. The wobbling towers

      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/cgl_neon_v3.jpg
\\\\\

CATALYST

LABS”





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Looking for More Shadowrun Fiction?
      


      		
        Go Deeper Into the Sixth World!
      


      		
        Shadowrun Fiction Ad
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Looking for More Shadowrun Fiction?


      		Copyright


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/shadowrun-sigil-for-scene-breaklarge.jpg





OEBPS/images/into-the-cold-epub-cover-6-15a.jpg
e





OEBPS/images/shadowrun-sigil-for-scene-breaklarge-2.jpg







