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Praise for Gone Girl


‘Flynn, an extraordinarily good writer, plays her readers with the finesse and delicacy of an expert angler . . . an absolute must-read’


Observer


‘These voices are wonderfully authentic, to the point where the reader becomes a gawker at the full-spectrum of marital dysfunction. Excellent’


Guardian


‘Flynn keeps the accelerator firmly to the floor, ratcheting up the tension with wildly unexpected plot twists, contradictory stories and the tantalising feeling that nothing is as it seems. Deviously good’


Marie Claire


‘Gone Girl is superbly constructed, ingeniously paced and absolutely terrifying . . . a five-star suspense mystery’


A. N. Wilson, Reader’s Digest


‘A chilling, stylish read about another unknowable woman’


Elle




‘Read it and stay single’


Financial Times


‘Flynn is a brilliantly accomplished psychological crime writer and this latest book is so dark, so twisted and so utterly compelling that it actually messes with your mind’


Daily Mail


‘Nothing’s as it seems – Flynn is a fabulous plotter, and a very sharp observer of modern life’


Kate Saunders, The Times


‘Immensely dark and deeply intelligent, Gone Girl is a book about how well one person can truly know another’


Metro


‘Smart, suspenseful and brilliantly written, Gone Girl is a class act’


Independent


‘Exhilarating and creepy, it has sent me rushing off to her other novels’


New Statesman


‘A near-masterpiece. Flynn is an extraordinary writer who, with every sentence, makes words do things that other writers merely dream of’


Sophie Hannah, Sunday Express











Praise for Dark Places


‘Gillian Flynn is the real deal, a sharp, acerbic, and compelling storyteller with a knack for the macabre’


Stephen King


‘Gillian Flynn’s writing is compulsively good. I would rather read her than just about any other crime writer’


Kate Atkinson


‘With her blistering debut Sharp Objects, Gillian Flynn hit the ground running. Dark Places demonstrates that was no fluke’


Val McDermid


‘Gutsy, atmospheric and suspense-loaded’


Fanny Blake, Woman & Home


‘I don’t think I’ll read a better thriller this year’


Alex Heminsley, BBC 6 Music


‘This is only Flynn’s second crime novel . . . and demonstrates even more forcibly her precocious writing ability and talent for the macabre’


Daily Mail




‘Dark Places grips you from the first page and doesn’t let go’


Karin Slaughter


‘Flynn’s second novel is a wonderful evocation of drab small-town life. The time-split narrative works superbly and the atmosphere is eerily macabre – Dark Places is even better than the author’s award-winning Sharp Objects’


Guardian


‘Dark Places, Flynn’s second novel, confirms her exceptional talent’


Times Literary Supplement


‘Gripping’


She


‘Dripping with ominous atmosphere, complex psychology and moral ambiguity’


Big Issue


‘This is a dark and intelligent crime thriller suffused with dread’


Catholic Herald











Praise for Sharp Objects


‘To say this is a terrific debut novel is really too mild . . . [it is] a relentlessly creepy family saga. I found myself dreading the last thirty pages or so, but was helpless to stop turning them. Then, after the lights were out, the story just stayed there in my head, coiled and hissing, like a snake in a cave’


Stephen King


‘A stylish and compelling debut. A real winner’


Harlan Coben


‘It is a stunningly accomplished evocation of the oppressiveness of small-town life and is just as assured in depicting the gradually revealed psychological disorder that links Camille to both killer and victims’


Sunday Times


‘Relentless, often creepy, but never less than real, this stylish and gripping tale will give you the shivers’


Guardian


‘Compulsively disturbing’


Time Out




‘[A] striking first novel . . . a relentlessly dark tale, with some very disturbed characters’


Sunday Telegraph


‘[A] sinister and stylish psychological drama . . . Flynn brilliantly depicts the lurking malice and secrets of a small community as well as reminding us how scary teenage girls can be’


Daily Mail


‘This is a stylish thriller about housewives who don’t recognise their own desperations, while the reader recognises with fascinated clarity the nastiness and vacuity of life in an updated Stepford’


Literary Review
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To David and Ceán, you sick, sick people.













The Grownup


I didn’t stop giving hand jobs because I wasn’t good at it. I stopped giving hand jobs because I was the best at it.


For three years, I gave the best hand job in the tristate area. The key is to not overthink it. If you start worrying about technique, if you begin analyzing rhythm and pressure, you lose the essential nature of the act. You have to mentally prepare beforehand, and then you have to stop thinking and trust your body to take over.


Basically, it’s like a golf swing.


I jacked men off six days a week, eight hours a day, with a break for lunch, and I was always fully



booked. I took two weeks of vacation every year, and I never worked holidays, because holiday hand jobs are sad for everyone. So over three years, I’m estimating that comes to about 23,546 hand jobs. So don’t listen to that bitch Shardelle when she says I quit because I didn’t have the talent.


I quit because when you give 23,546 hand jobs over a three-year period, carpal tunnel syndrome is a very real thing.


I came to my occupation honestly. Maybe “naturally” is the better word. I’ve never done much honestly in my life. I was raised in the city by a one-eyed mother (the opening line of my memoir), and she was not a nice lady. She didn’t have a drug problem or a drinking problem, but she did have a working problem. She was the laziest bitch I ever met. Twice a week, we’d hit the streets downtown and beg. But because my mom hated being upright, she wanted to be strategic about the whole thing. Get as much money in as little time possible, and then go home and eat Zebra Cakes and watch arbitration-based reality



court TV on our broken mattress amongst the stains. (That’s what I remember most about my childhood: stains. I couldn’t tell you the color of my mom’s eye, but I could tell you the stain on the shag carpet was a deep, soupy brown, and the stains on the ceiling were burnt orange and the stains on the wall were a vibrant hungover-piss yellow.)


My mom and I would dress the part. She had a pretty, faded cotton dress, threadbare but screaming of decency. She put me in whatever I’d grown out of. We’d sit on a bench and target the right people to beg off. It’s a fairly simple scheme. First choice is an out-of-town church bus. Intown church people, they’ll just send you to the church. Out of town, they usually have to help, especially a one-eyed lady with a sad-faced kid. Second choice is women in sets of two. (Solo women can dart away too quickly; a pack of women is too hard to wrangle.) Third choice is a single woman who has that open look. You know it: The same woman you stop to ask for directions or



the time of day, that’s the woman we ask for money. Also youngish men with beards or guitars. Don’t stop men in suits: That cliché is right, they’re all assholes. Also skip the thumb rings. I don’t know what it is, but men with thumb rings never help.


The ones we picked? We didn’t call them marks, or prey or victims. We called them Tonys, because my dad was named Tony and he could never say no to anyone (although I assume he said no to my mom at least once, when she asked him to stay).


Once you stop a Tony, you can figure out in two seconds which way to beg. Some want it over with fast, like a mugging. You blurt. “We need money for food you have any change?” Some want to luxuriate in your misfortune. They’ll only give you money if you give them something to feel better about, and the sadder your story, the better they feel about helping you, and the more money you get. I’m not blaming them. You go to the theater, you want to be entertained.


My mom had grown up on a farm downstate.



Her own mother died in childbirth; her daddy grew soy and raised her when he wasn’t too exhausted. She came up here for college, but her daddy got cancer, and the farm got sold, and ends stopped meeting, and she had to drop out. She worked as a waitress for three years, but then her little girl came along, and her little girl’s daddy left, and before you knew it . . . she was one of them. The needy. She was not proud . . .


You get the idea. That was just the starter story. You can go from there. You can tell real quick if the person wants a scrappy, up-by-the-bootstraps tale: Then I was suddenly an honor-roll student at a distant charter school (I was, but the truth isn’t the point here), and Mom just needed gas money to get me there (I actually took three buses on my own). Or if the person wants a damn-the-system story: Then I was immediately afflicted by some rare disease (named after whatever asshole my mom was dating—Todd-Tychon Syndrome, Gregory-Fisher Disease), and my healthcare woes had left us broke.
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