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Night City was like a deranged experiment in social Darwinism, designed by a bored researcher who

kept one thumb permanently on the fast-forward button. Stop hustling and you sank without a trace,

but move a little too swiftly and you'd break the fragile surface tension of the black market; either

way, you were out, no loss.

Biz here was a constant subliminal hum, and death the accepted punishment for laziness,

carelessness, lack of grace, the failure to heed the demands of an intricate protocol.

Case was twenty-four. At twenty-two, he'd been a cowboy, a rustler, one of the best in the Sprawl.

He'd been trained by the best, by McCoy Pauley and Bobby Quine, legends in the biz. He'd

operated on an almost permanent adrenaline high, a byproduct of youth and proficiency, jacked into

a custom cyberspace deck that projected his disembodied consciousness into the consensual

hallucination that was the matrix.

A thief, he'd worked for other, wealthier thieves, employers who provided the exotic software

required to penetrate the bright walls of corporate systems, opening windows into rich fields of data.

He'd made the classic mistake, the one he'd sworn he'd never make. He stole from his employers.

He kept something for himself and tried to move it through a fence in Amsterdam.


