Kosi

B Y

COINCIDENCE

—
N OV E L

<
S Ly e ) [1[] &




A

2 0 7 7

NO_COINCIDENCE

Rafat.Kosik

Translation by
Stefan Kietbasiewicz

orbit
orbitbooks.net







This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is
coincidental.

Copyright © 2023 by CD Projekt S.A.

CD PROJEKT®, Cyberpunk®, Cyberpunk 2077® are registered
trademarks of CD PROJEKT S.A. © 2022 CD PROJEKT S.A. All rights
reserved. All other copyrights and trademarks are the property of their
respective owners.

Cover Illustration by Dilara Ozden
Cover Art Direction by Przemystaw Juszczyk
Author photograph by Mikotaj Starzynski, from Newsweek

Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of
copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to
produce the creative works that enrich our culture.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission
is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission
to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please
contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the
author’s rights.

Orbit

Hachette Book Group

1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10104
orbitbooks.net

First Edition: August 2023
Simultaneously published in Great Britain by Orbit

Orbit is an imprint of Hachette Book Group.


http://orbitbooks.net/

The Orbit name and logo are trademarks of Little, Brown Book Group
Limited.

The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not
owned by the publisher.

The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for
speaking events. To find out more, go to hachettespeakersbureau.com or
email HachetteSpeakers@hbgusa.com.

Orbit books may be purchased in bulk for business, educational, or
promotional use. For information, please contact your local bookseller or
the Hachette Book Group Special Markets Department at
special.markets@hbgusa.com.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Kosik, Rafat, 1971 author. | Kielbasiewicz, Stefan, translator.

Title: Cyberpunk 2077 : no coincidence / Rafat Kosik ; translation by Stefan
Kielbasiewicz.

Other titles: No coincidence | Cyberpunk 2077 (Game)

Description: First edition. | New York, NY : Orbit, 2023. | Written in Polish
under title Cyberpunk 2077: Bez Przypadku, and translated into English.

Identifiers: LCCN 2022057419 | ISBN 9780759557178 (hardcover) | ISBN
9780759555952 (trade paperback) | ISBN 9780759555976 (ebook)

Subjects: LCGFT: Science fiction. | Noir fiction. | Novels.

Classification: LCC PG7211.083 C9313 2023 | DDC 891.8/538—
dc23/eng/20230412

L.C record available at https://Iccn.loc.gov/2022057419

ISBNs: 9780759555952 (trade paperback), 9780759557178 (hardcover),
9780759555976 (ebook)

E3-20230515-JV-NF-ORI



Contents

Meet the Author


clbr://internal.invalid/book/OEBPS/cover.xhtml

Explore book giveaways, sneak peeks, deals, and more.

Tap here to learn more.

orbit



https://discover.hachettebookgroup.com/?ref=9780759555976&discp=0

CHAPTER 1

Click. Click. Click. Didn’t fit.

Like everything else. Like right now. He wasn’t supposed to be here—
didn’t want to be. Squeezed between a wall and a dumpster in the goddamn
pouring rain. Who knows, could be useful. The rain. Reduces visibility,
provides a little natural cover. Yeah, the rain could stay.

Click. Click. Still didn’t fit. His clothes were soaked. Uncomfortable, but
a reminder he was alive even though he shouldn’t have been.

Zor should’ve been dead seven years and counting.

Gray water cascading from an utterly gray sky. The upper floors of the
abandoned kibble factory dissolving into a gray nothing. The lower levels
of the Petrochem BetterLife power plant looming farther ahead, barely
visible. Arroyo—mnot the quaintest of Night City neighborhoods.

A couple of passersby scurried past—hardly a glance in his direction.
Indifferent cars splashed through oil-slicked puddles, spilling onto the
sidewalk. Might as well be invisible.

Click. Click. Gotta be kidding me. He looked down at the magazine.
Upside down, stupid. He’d already forgotten how to do this. Seven years is
a long time. Even muscle memory wasn’t spared.

Click. Now we’re in biz. Not like it changed much. Not a snowball’s
chance in hell this was gonna work, not with this team. One in a hundred
chance, maybe? A thousand? Wishful thinking said one in five, but even
those odds don’t inspire confidence.

“Thirty seconds,” said the synthesized voice through his earpiece.

Don’t wanna be here—don’t wanna do this. No way this would work.
He looked down at his hands holding the SMG. Then it hit him. He couldn’t
imagine any other place he ought to be. Couldn’t picture any other time or
place where he’d fit. Rain, a dumpster and a gun.

And no choice.



