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“[A] beautifully crafted thriller that will give you chills.” (People magazine)

From debut author Caroline Kepnes comes You, one of Suspense Magazine’s
Best Books of 2014, and a brilliant and terrifying novel for the social media age.

When a beautiful, aspiring writer strides into the East Village bookstore where
Joe Goldberg works, he does what anyone would do: he Googles the name on her
credit card.

There is only one Guinevere Beck in New York City. She has a public Facebook
account and Tweets incessantly, telling Joe everything he needs to know: she is
simply Beck to her friends, she went to Brown University, she lives on Bank
Street, and she’ll be at a bar in Brooklyn tonight—the perfect place for a
“chance” meeting.

As Joe invisibly and obsessively takes control of Beck’s life, he orchestrates a
series of events to ensure Beck finds herself in his waiting arms. Moving from
stalker to boyfriend, Joe transforms himself into Beck’s perfect man, all while
quietly removing the obstacles that stand in their way—even if it means murder.

A terrifying exploration of how vulnerable we all are to stalking and
manipulation, debut author Caroline Kepnes delivers a razor-sharp novel for our
hyper-connected digital age. You is a compulsively readable page-turner that’s
being compared to Gone Girl, American Psycho, and Stephen King’s Misery.
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“[A] beautifully crafted thriller that will give you chills.” (People magazine)

From debut author Caroline Kepnes comes You, one of Suspense Magazine’s Best Books of 2014, and a
brilliant and terrifying novel for the social media age.

When a beautiful, aspiring writer strides into the East Village bookstore where Joe Goldberg works, he does
what anyone would do: he Googles the name on her credit card.

There is only one Guinevere Beck in New York City. She has a public Facebook account and Tweets
incessantly, telling Joe everything he needs to know: she is simply Beck to her friends, she went to Brown
University, she lives on Bank Street, and she’ll be at a bar in Brooklyn tonight—the perfect place for a
“chance” meeting.

As Joe invisibly and obsessively takes control of Beck’s life, he orchestrates a series of events to ensure
Beck finds herself in his waiting arms. Moving from stalker to boyfriend, Joe transforms himself into Beck’s
perfect man, all while quietly removing the obstacles that stand in their way—even if it means murder.

A terrifying exploration of how vulnerable we all are to stalking and manipulation, debut author Caroline
Kepnes delivers a razor-sharp novel for our hyper-connected digital age. You is a compulsively readable
page-turner that’s being compared to Gone Girl, American Psycho, and Stephen King’s Misery.
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Editorial Review

Review
"Hypnotic and scary...never read anything quite like it." (Stephen King)

“I am RIVETED, AGHAST, AROUSED, you name it. The rare instance when prose and plot are equally
delicious.” (Lena Dunham)

"YOU is superb. So funny, apart from anything else, and properly clever. It is: different, hot." (Sophie
Hannah, New York Times bestselling author of The Monogram Murders and The Other Woman's House)

 "An impending sense of dread hangs over Kepnes' cleverly claustrophobic debut, in which love takes on a
whole new meaning...Kepnes keeps the reader guessing." (Kirkus Reviews)

"Compelling." (Entertainment Weekly)

“Intense and deeply disturbing, You is a dark story told in a fresh voice, and an addictive read from
beginning to end. Being inside Joe Goldberg’s head was both a thrill and a nightmare, and yet I didn’t want
to wake up. I look forward to more from the very talented Caroline Kepnes.” (Jennifer Hillier, author of THE
BUTCHER)

“Chilling...[Kepnes' YOU] will have readers looking over their shoulders.” (Publisher's Weekly)

"Chilling...unrelenting." (USAToday.com)

“A deeply dark yet mesmerizing first novel of two people caught in a romantic tangle with an ever-tightening
knot.” (Booklist)

"This beautifully crafted thriller... will give you chills." (People)

"Ominous." (Us Weekly)

"Both original and compelling. If you only read one new thriller this year, make it this one. It will stay with
you long after you have put it down." (Geoffrey Wansell Daily Mail (UK))

"You think you know the story: girl meets boy, boy turns out to be a murderous stalker. US journalist
Kepnes' debut is a fantastically creepy thriller...the kind of book you put your life on hold for." (Glamour)

"A page turner...clever and chilling." (Elle (UK))

"A brilliant tale of obsessive love...it's GONE GIRL meets a sinister version of GIRLS." (Marie Claire
(UK))

"Is Caroline Kepnes’ 'You' the next GONE GIRL? It'll take you inside a psychopath’s head... and might even
make you like him. A mad and macabre love story." (TimeOut Australia)

"Could be the next GONE GIRL...a perverse suspense romance about obsession, sex, and secrets."



(PopSugar.com)

“All-consuming – a book that will not release its hold on you, even when you are not actively reading it.”
(BoloBooks.com)

“You…had the page-turning quality of classic (Stephen) King at his peak.” (The Devil's Advocate)

“Kepnes’debut novel is gripping in both substance and style.” (Closer Magazine)

“You is a deliciously terrifying stalker tale that grabbed hold of me on page one and kept me captivated right
until the very end…Utterly unputdownable.” (Kathryn's Inbox)

“If you like twisted psychological horror with a liberal dose of hip and more than a dollop of perversion, this
one’s for you!” (Pages Podcast)

“If you liked GONE GIRL’S portrayal of a marriage in decline, the demented love story at the heart of YOU
will have you gripped….This book will give you Stockholm syndrome." (Harpers Bazaar (UK))

“You by Caroline Kepnes completely blew me away…It’s an exceptional thriller that is chillingly passionate,
dangerous, and quite often left me speechless.” (The Book Ramblings)

“Dark and disturbed,You is definitely a must read.” (That's What She Read)

“You was addicting and compelling.” (Books with Cass)

"A very sexy page turner." (Chester County Books)

"Wholly engrossing…I will not be forgetting this one for a while!" (The Insomniac Bibliophile)

"To say You was intense would be the understatement of the year... Nothing I have read remotely
compares... It's so sick and twisted and yet magnificently brilliant. Read YOU." (Book Addicts NSA)

“One of the best books that I have read this year…From page one of this book, I knew it was going to be
something that gripped me…I cannot wait to read what comes next from Caroline. Her voice is original and
her writing style captures modern society down to every hashtag.” (Art Books Coffee)

“Couldn’t get the story out of my mind…Joe’s complex and flawed character and [the] suspenseful tone of
his story will...keep you turning the pages.” (Way Too Hot Books)

“Kepnes has penned her own version of the ‘stalker’ novel. It’s different – and it’s darn good.” (A
Bookworm's World)

"Gripping, erotic, suspenseful... yes, it's the next Gone Girl." (Splice Today)

“I finished You a day ago, and Joe’s voice is still in my head…I was so impressed with everything about this
book, I have no choice but to give it 5 stars. I look forward to reading her work in the future.” (The Literary
Gossip)

“An absolutely creepy novel of obsession, You is told from a rare point of view—that of the stalker—and is



as absolutely chilling as it is absorbing. Fans of psychological thrillers shouldn’t miss this intriguing debut.“
(Skrishnasbooks.com)

“[I] devoured every page and enthusiastically recommended others do the same…I’m going to scoop up
everything Kepnes writes... Probing, visionary and intricate, [You] makes me excited to read whatever she
comes up with next.” (The Joplin Globe)

"Compulsively readable... deliberately seductive." (Curled Up with a Good Book)

“Completely unique...it scares me to the core.” (Fictional Candy)

“Reminiscent of Gone Girl, but with a darker, more chilling tone." (Pubslush)

“Completely and utterly scary, but masterful all the same.” (The Insatiable Bookie)

One of The Daily Mail's Crime Book Picks of 2014 (The Daily Mail (UK))

"Stunningly marvelous...Highly recommended." (Peter Kelton Examiner.com)

"Evilly fantastic." (Leah Raeder, author of UNTEACHABLE and CAMGIRL)

  "YOU is punch-you-in-the-face stunning. Caroline Kepnes takes her readers by the hand and masterfully
leads them into an ever darkening, twisted and delicious tale full of sharp psychological edges. This book
needs to find its way onto the bookshelf of every reader of mysteries and thrillers." (Allen Eskens, author of
The Life We Bury)

"This is one of the most unsettling books I’ve read this year, but despite being thoroughly creeped out, I
couldn’t put it down even for a second. It’s narrated by the villain, which makes for a rather unnerving read.
I even found myself accidentally rooting for him as he was about to commit pretty heinous crimes. Whoops."
(Bustle)

“Kepnes does a brilliant job of letting us into the brittle mind of a beguiling psychopath.” (Boston Globe)

About the Author

Caroline Kepnes is from Cape Cod, Massachusetts. Her first novel YOU was shortlisted for a CWA New
Blood Award. Stephen King calls her writing 'hypnotic ... never read anything like it'. Her second novel
HIDDEN BODIES is a sequel that Booklist describes as 'the love child of Holden Caulfield and Patrick
Bateman'. Caroline earned a BA in American Civilization at Brown University and worked as a pop culture
journalist on Entertainment Weekly and a TV writer on 7th Heaven. She now writes full-time and lives in
Los Angeles.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
You

1

YOU walk into the bookstore and you keep your hand on the door to make sure it doesn’t slam. You smile,
embarrassed to be a nice girl, and your nails are bare and your V-neck sweater is beige and it’s impossible to



know if you’re wearing a bra but I don’t think that you are. You’re so clean that you’re dirty and you
murmur your first word to me—hello—when most people would just pass by, but not you, in your loose pink
jeans, a pink spun from Charlotte’s Web and where did you come from?

You are classic and compact, my own little Natalie Portman circa the end of the movie Closer, when she’s
fresh-faced and done with the bad British guys and going home to America. You’ve come home to me,
delivered at last, on a Tuesday, 10:06 A.M. Every day I commute to this shop on the Lower East Side from
my place in Bed-Stuy. Every day I close up without finding anyone like you. Look at you, born into my
world today. I’m shaking and I’d pop an Ativan but they’re downstairs and I don’t want to pop an Ativan. I
don’t want to come down. I want to be here, fully, watching you bite your unpainted nails and turn your head
to the left, no, bite that pinky, widen those eyes, to the right, no, reject biographies, self-help (thank God),
and slow down when you make it to fiction.

Yes.

I let you disappear into the stacks—Fiction F–K—and you’re not the standard insecure nymph hunting for
Faulkner you’ll never finish, never start; Faulkner that will harden and calcify, if books could calcify, on
your nightstand; Faulkner meant only to convince one-night stands that you mean it when you swear you
never do this kind of thing. No, you’re not like those girls. You don’t stage Faulkner and your jeans hang
loose and you’re too sun-kissed for Stephen King and too untrendy for Heidi Julavits and who, who will you
buy? You sneeze, loudly, and I imagine how loud you are when you climax. “God bless you!” I call out.

You giggle and holler back, you horny girl, “You too, buddy.”

Buddy. You’re flirting and if I was the kind of asshole who Instagrams, I would photograph the F–K placard
and filter the shit out of that baby and caption it:

F—K yes, I found her.

Calm down, Joe. They don’t like it when a guy comes on too strong, I remind myself. Thank God for a
customer and it’s hard to scan his predictable Salinger—then again, it’s always hard to do that. This guy is,
what, thirty-six and he’s only now reading Franny and Zooey? And let’s get real. He’s not reading it. It’s just
a front for the Dan Browns in the bottom of his basket. Work in a bookstore and learn that most people in
this world feel guilty about being who they are. I bag the Dan Brown first like it’s kiddie porn and tell him
Franny and Zooey is the shit and he nods and you’re still in F–K because I can see your beige sweater
through the stacks, barely. If you reach any higher, I’ll see your belly. But you won’t. You grab a book and
sit down in the aisle and maybe you’ll stay here all night. Maybe it’ll be like the Natalie Portman movie
Where the Heart Is, adapted faithlessly from the Billie Letts book—above par for that kind of crud—and I’ll
find you in the middle of the night. Only you won’t be pregnant and I won’t be the meek man in the movie.
I’ll lean over and say, “Excuse me, miss, but we’re closed” and you’ll look up and smile. “Well, I’m not
closed.” A breath. “I’m wide open. Buddy.”

“Hey.” Salinger-Brown bites. He’s still here? He’s still here. “Can I get a receipt?”

“Sorry about that.”

He grabs it out of my hand. He doesn’t hate me. He hates himself. If people could handle their self-loathing,
customer service would be smoother.



“You know what, kid? You need to get over yourself. You work in a bookstore. You don’t make the books.
You don’t write the books and if you were any good at reading the books, you probably wouldn’t work in a
bookstore. So wipe that judgmental look off your face and tell me to have a nice day.”

This man could say anything in the world to me and he’d still be the one shame-buying Dan Brown. You
appear now with your intimate Portman smile, having heard the motherfucker. I look at you. You look at him
and he’s still looking at me, waiting.

“Have a nice day, sir,” I say and he knows I don’t mean it, hates that he craves platitudes from a stranger.
When he’s gone, I call out again because you’re listening, “You enjoy that Dan Brown, motherfucker!”

You walk over, laughing, and thank God it’s morning, and we’re dead in the morning and nobody is gonna
get in our way. You put your basket of books down on the counter and you sass, “You gonna judge me too?”

“What an asshole, right?”

“Eh, probably just in a mood.”

You’re a sweetheart. You see the best in people. You complement me.

“Well,” I say and I should shut up and I want to shut up but you make me want to talk. “That guy is the
reason that Blockbuster shouldn’t have gone under.”

You look at me. You’re curious and I want to know about you but I can’t ask so I just keep talking.

“Everybody is always striving to be better, lose five pounds, read five books, go to a museum, buy a classical
record and listen to it and like it. What they really want to do is eat doughnuts, read magazines, buy pop
albums. And books? Fuck books. Get a Kindle. You know why Kindles are so successful?”

You laugh and you shake your head and you’re listening to me at the point when most people drift, go into
their phone. And you’re pretty and you ask, “Why?”

“I’ll tell you why. The Internet put porn in your home—”

I just said porn, what a dummy, but you’re still listening, what a doll.

“And you didn’t have to go out and get it. You didn’t have to make eye contact with the guy at the store who
now knows you like watching girls get spanked. Eye contact is what keeps us civilized.”

Your eyes are almonds and I go on. “Revealed.”

You don’t wear a wedding ring and I go on. “Human.”

You are patient and I need to shut up but I can’t. “And the Kindle, the Kindle takes all the integrity out of
reading, which is exactly what the Internet did to porn. The checks and balances are gone. You can read your
Dan Brown in public and in private all at once. It’s the end of civilization. But—”

“There’s always a but,” you say and I bet you come from a big family of healthy, loving people who hug a
lot and sing songs around a campfire.



“But with no places to buy movies or albums, it’s come down to books. There are no more video stores so
there are no more nerds who work in video stores and quote Tarantino and fight about Dario Argento and
hate on people who rent Meg Ryan movies. That act, the interaction between seller and buyer, is the most
important two-way street we got. And you can’t just eradicate two-way streets like that and not expect a
fallout, you know?”

I don’t know if you know but you don’t tell me to stop talking the way people sometimes do and you nod.
“Hmm.”

“See, the record store was the great equalizer. It gave the nerds power—‘You’re really buying Taylor
Swift?’—even though all those nerds went home and jerked it to Taylor Swift.”

Stop saying Taylor Swift. Are you laughing at me or with me?

“Anyway,” I say, and I’ll stop if you tell me to.

“Anyway,” you say, and you want me to finish.

“The point is, buying stuff is one of the only honest things we do. That guy didn’t come in here for Dan
Brown or Salinger. That guy came in here to confess.”

“Are you a priest?”

“No. I’m a church.”

“Amen.”

You look at your basket and I sound like a deranged loner and I look in your basket. Your phone. You don’t
see it, but I do. It’s cracked. It’s in a yellow case. This means that you only take care of yourself when you’re
beyond redemption. I bet you take zinc the third day of a cold. I pick up your phone and try to make a joke.

“You steal this off that guy?”

You take your phone and you redden. “Me and this phone . . .” you say. “I’m a bad mommy.”

Mommy. You’re dirty, you are.

“Nah.”

You smile and you’re definitely not wearing a bra. You take the books out of the basket and put the basket
on the floor and look at me like it wouldn’t be remotely possible for me to criticize anything you ever did.
Your nipples pop. You don’t cover them. You notice the Twizzlers I keep by the register. You point, hungry.
“Can I?”

“Yes,” I say, and I am feeding you already. I pick up your first book, Impossible Vacation by Spalding Gray.
“Interesting,” I say. “Most people get his monologues. This is a great book, but it’s not a book that people go
around buying, particularly young women who don’t appear to be contemplating suicide, given the fate of
the author.”



“Well, sometimes you just want to go where it’s dark, you know?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Yeah.”

If we were teenagers, I could kiss you. But I’m on a platform behind a counter wearing a name tag and we’re
too old to be young. Night moves don’t work in the morning, and the light pours in through the windows.
Aren’t bookstores supposed to be dark?

Note to self: Tell Mr. Mooney to get blinds. Curtains. Anything.

I pick up your second book, Desperate Characters by one of my favorite authors, Paula Fox. This is a good
sign, but you could be buying it because you read on some stupid blog that she’s Courtney Love’s biological
grandmother. I can’t be sure that you’re buying Paula Fox because you came to her the right way, from a
Jonathan Franzen essay.

You reach into your wallet. “She’s the best, right? Kills me that she’s not more famous, even with Franzen
gushing about her, you know?”

Thank God. I smile. “The Western Coast.”

You look away. “I haven’t gone there yet.” I look at you and you put your hands up, surrender. “Don’t
shoot.” You giggle and I wish your nipples were still hard. “I’m gonna read The Western Coast someday and
Desperate Characters I’ve read a zillion times. This one’s for a friend.”

“Uh-huh,” I say and the red lights flash danger. For a friend.

“It’s probably a waste of time. He won’t even read it. But at least she sells a book, right?”

“True.” Maybe he’s your brother or your dad or a gay neighbor, but I know he’s a friend and I stab at the
calculator.

“It’s thirty-one fifty-one.”

“Holy money. See, that’s why Kindles rule,” you say as you reach into your Zuckerman’s pig-pink wallet
and hand me your credit card even though you have enough cash in there to cover it. You want me to know
your name and I’m no nut job and I swipe your card and the quiet between us is getting louder and why
didn’t I put on music today and I can’t think of anything to say.

“Here we go.” And I offer you the receipt.

“Thanks,” you murmur. “This is a great shop.”

You’re signing and you are Guinevere Beck. Your name is a poem and your parents are assholes, probably,
like most parents. Guinevere. Come on.

“Thank you, Guinevere.”

“I really just go by Beck. Guinevere’s kinda long and ridiculous, you know?”



“Well, Beck, you look different in person. Also, Midnite Vultures is awesome.”

You take your bag of books and you don’t break eye contact because you want me to see you seeing me.
“Right on, Goldberg.”

“Nah, I just go by Joe. Goldberg is kind of long and ridiculous, ya know?”

We’re laughing and you wanted to know my name as much as I wanted to know yours or you wouldn’t have
read my name tag. “Sure you don’t wanna grab The Western Coast while you’re here?”

“This will sound crazy, but I’m saving it. For my nursing home list.”

“You mean bucket list.”

“Oh no, that’s totally different. A nursing home list is a list of things you plan on reading and watching in a
nursing home. A bucket list is more like . . . visit Nigeria, jump out of an airplane. A nursing home list is
like, read The Western Coast and watch Pulp Fiction and listen to the latest Daft Punk album.”

“I can’t picture you in a nursing home.”

You blush. You are Charlotte’s Web and I could love you. “Aren’t you gonna tell me to have a nice day?”

“Have a nice day, Beck.”

You smile. “Thanks, Joe.”

You didn’t walk in here for books, Beck. You didn’t have to say my name. You didn’t have to smile or listen
or take me in. But you did. Your signature is on the receipt. This wasn’t a cash transaction and it wasn’t a
coded debit. This was real. I press my thumb into the wet ink on your receipt and the ink of Guinevere Beck
stains my skin.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Martha Albarado:

The reason why? Because this You is an unordinary book that the inside of the e-book waiting for you to
snap that but latter it will shock you with the secret the idea inside. Reading this book next to it was fantastic
author who else write the book in such awesome way makes the content on the inside easier to understand,
entertaining means but still convey the meaning fully. So , it is good for you because of not hesitating having
this any more or you going to regret it. This amazing book will give you a lot of gains than the other book
possess such as help improving your talent and your critical thinking means. So , still want to postpone
having that book? If I were being you I will go to the reserve store hurriedly.

Brian Pena:

Playing with family within a park, coming to see the ocean world or hanging out with pals is thing that



usually you might have done when you have spare time, subsequently why you don't try factor that really
opposite from that. One particular activity that make you not experience tired but still relaxing, trilling like
on roller coaster you already been ride on and with addition info. Even you love You, it is possible to enjoy
both. It is fine combination right, you still wish to miss it? What kind of hang-out type is it? Oh can happen
its mind hangout men. What? Still don't have it, oh come on its referred to as reading friends.

Johnny Harper:

You can be one of your starter books that are good idea. Most of us recommend that straight away because
this publication has good vocabulary which could increase your knowledge in terminology, easy to
understand, bit entertaining however delivering the information. The copy writer giving his/her effort to put
every word into joy arrangement in writing You however doesn't forget the main place, giving the reader the
hottest along with based confirm resource data that maybe you can be among it. This great information can
certainly drawn you into brand new stage of crucial pondering.

Gretchen Clark:

Beside this kind of You in your phone, it could give you a way to get more close to the new knowledge or
data. The information and the knowledge you are going to got here is fresh in the oven so don't possibly be
worry if you feel like an outdated people live in narrow community. It is good thing to have You because this
book offers to you personally readable information. Do you often have book but you seldom get what it's
facts concerning. Oh come on, that won't happen if you have this with your hand. The Enjoyable option here
cannot be questionable, just like treasuring beautiful island. Techniques you still want to miss the item? Find
this book and read it from at this point!
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