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Neil Gaiman is the author of over thirty acclaimed books and graphic novels for adults and children, including AMERICAN GODS, STARDUST, CORALINE, THE GRAVEYARD BOOK and TRIGGER WARNING: SHORT FICTIONS AND DISTURBANCES. His most recent novel for adults, THE OCEAN AT THE END OF THE LANE was highly acclaimed, appeared on the hardback and paperback Sunday Times bestseller lists and won several awards, including being voted Book of the Year in the National Book Awards 2013: ‘Some books you read. Some books you enjoy. But some books just swallow you up, heart and soul’ Joanne Harris.


The recipient of numerous literary honours, Neil Gaiman’s work has been adapted for film, television and radio. He has written scripts for Doctor Who, collaborated with authors and illustrators including Terry Pratchett, Dave McKean and Chris Riddell, and THE SANDMAN is established as one of the classic graphic novels. As George R. R. Martin says: ‘There’s no one quite like Neil Gaiman.’


Originally from England, Neil Gaiman now lives in America.
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Praise for Neil Gaiman:


‘His mind is a dark, fathomless ocean, and every time I sink into it, this world fades, replaced by one far more terrible and beautiful in which I will happily drown’ New York Times Book Review


‘One of the best fabulists of our age’ Financial Times


‘He’s the master of fantasy and realism twisted together’ Hugo Rifkind, Spectator


‘A very fine and imaginative writer’ The Sunday Times


‘A rich imagination . . . and an ability to tackle large themes’ Philip Pullman


‘Gaiman’s achievement is to make the fantasy world seem true’ The Times


‘A power that defies explanation’ Sunday Express


‘Slots perfectly into the canon of British magical fiction’ New Statesman


‘Fantasy rooted in the darkest corners of reality’ Independent on Sunday


‘Gaiman is a master of fear, and he understands the nature of fairytales’ A S Byatt, Guardian




About the book


‘Let me tell you a story. No, wait, one’s not enough. I’ll begin again . . .’


Characteristically dark and strange, these four short stories were originally published in Neil Gaiman’s popular short-story collections, Fragile Things and Smoke and Mirrors


‘Foreign Parts’, a story of loneliness and identity, and, perhaps, the joys of making your own way in the world.


‘Feeders & Eaters’, an eerie tale drawn from a nightmare the author had in his twenties.


‘Closing Time’, a ghostly story within a story, whispered in the quiet of the night.


‘Looking For The Girl’, a tale that spans a lifetime, originally commissioned by Penthouse for their 20th anniversary issue.
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Foreign Parts

The VENEREAL DISEASE is disease contracted as a consequence of impure connexion. The fearful constitutional consequences which may result from this affection, – consequences, the fear of which may haunt the mind for years, which may taint the whole springs of health, and be transmitted to circulate in the young blood of innocent offspring, – are indeed terrible considerations, too terrible not to render the disease one of those which must unhesitatingly be placed under medical care.

– SPENCER THOMAS, M.D., L.R.C.S. (EDIN.),  A DICTIONARY OF DOMESTIC MEDICINE AND HOUSEHOLD SURGERY, 1882


Simon Powers didn’t like sex. Not really.

He disliked having someone else in the same bed as himself; he suspected that he came too soon; he always felt uncomfortably that his performance was in some way being graded, like a driving test or a practical examination.

He had got laid in college a few times and once, three years ago, after the office New Year’s party. But that had been that, and as far as Simon was concerned, he was well out of it.

It occurred to him once, during a slack time at the office, that  he would have liked to have lived in the days of Queen Victoria, where well-brought-up women were no more than resentful sex dolls in the bedroom: they’d unlace their stays, loosen their petticoats (revealing pinkish-white flesh) then lie back and suffer the indignities of the carnal act – an indignity it would never even occur to them that they were meant to enjoy.

He filed it away for later, another masturbatory fantasy.

Simon masturbated a great deal. Every night – sometimes more than that if he was unable to sleep. He could take as long, or as short, a time to climax as he wished. And in his mind he had had them all. Film and television stars; women from the office; schoolgirls; the naked models who pouted from the crumpled pages of Fiesta; faceless slaves in chains; tanned boys with bodies like Greek gods . . .

Night after night they paraded in front of him.

It was safer that way.

In his mind.

And afterward he’d fall asleep, comfortable and safe in a world he controlled, and he’d sleep without dreaming. Or at least, he never remembered his dreams in the morning.

The morning it started he was woken by the radio (‘Two hundred killed and many others believed to be injured; and now over to Jack for the weather and traffic news . . .’), dragged himself out of bed, and stumbled, bladder aching, into the bathroom.

He pulled up the toilet seat and urinated. It felt like he was pissing needles.

He needed to urinate again after breakfast – less painfully, since the flow was not as heavy – and three more times before lunch.

Each time it hurt.

He told himself that it couldn’t be a venereal disease. That was something that other people got, and something (he thought of his last sexual encounter, three years in the past) that you got from other people. You couldn’t really catch it from toilet seats, could you? Wasn’t that just a joke?

Simon Powers was twenty-six, and he worked in a large London bank, in the securities division. He had few friends at work. His only real friend, Nick Lawrence, a lonely Canadian, had recently transferred to another branch, and Simon sat by himself in the staff canteen, staring out at the Docklands Lego landscape, picking at a limp green salad.

Someone tapped him on the shoulder.

‘Simon, I heard a good one today. Wanna hear?’ Jim Jones was the office clown, a dark-haired, intense young man who claimed he had a special pocket on his boxer shorts, for condoms.

‘Um. Sure.’

‘Here you go. What’s the collective noun for people who work in banks?’

‘The what?’

‘Collective noun. You know, like a flock of sheep, a pride of lions. Give up?’

Simon nodded.

‘A wunch of bankers.’

Simon must have looked puzzled, because Jim sighed and said, ‘Wunch of bankers. Bunch of wankers. God, you’re slow . . .’ Then, spotting a group of young women at a far table, Jim straightened his tie and carried his tray over to them.

He could hear Jim telling his joke to the women, this time with added hand movements.

They all got it immediately.

Simon left his salad on the table and went back to work.

That night he sat in his chair in his bedsitter flat with the television turned off, and he tried to remember what he knew about venereal diseases.

There was syphilis, which pocked your face and drove the Kings of England mad; gonorrhoea – the clap – a green oozing and more madness; crabs, little pubic lice, which nested and itched (he inspected his pubic hairs through a magnifying glass, but nothing moved); AIDS, the eighties plague, a plea for clean needles and safer sexual habits (but what could be safer than a clean wank for one into a fresh handful of white tissues?);  herpes, which had something to do with cold sores (he checked his lips in the mirror, they looked fine). That was all he knew.

And he went to bed and fretted himself to sleep, without daring to masturbate.

That night he dreamed of tiny women with blank faces, walking in endless rows between gargantuan office blocks, like an army of soldier ants.
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