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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurAn Instant New York Times and USA Today BestsellerA Best Novel Finalist in the 
International Thriller Writer AwardsA Bookspan International Book of the MonthA CBS Best Summer 

ReadA Cosmopolitan Hot BookA New York Post (Page Six) Hottest New ThrillerA Booksense Best Book 
of the MonthAn Top Ten Thriller of the YearWhat if your family was a lie? What if your name was a lie? 
What if your whole life was just a pack of Beautiful Lies?If Ridley Jones had slept ten minutes later or had 
taken the subway instead of waiting for a cab, she would still be living the lie she used to call her perfect 

life. Instead, she's in the wrong place at the right time to unleash a chain of events that begins with a 
mysterious package on her doorstep. A package that informs her that her entire world is just an illusion. 

Forced to question everything she knows about herself, Ridley wanders into dark territory, where everyone 
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is hiding something.Sexy and fast-paced, Beautiful Lies is a true literary thriller. Lisa Unger takes us on a 
breathtaking ride in which every choice Ridley makes creates a whirlwind of consequences that are 

impossible to imagine.ExtraitChapter One It's dark in that awful way that allows you to make out objects but 
not the black spaces behind them. My breathing comes ragged from exertion and fear. The only person I 

trust in the world lies on the floor beside me. I lean into him and hear that he's still breathing but it's shallow 
and hard won. He's hurt, I know. But I can't see how badly. I whisper his name in his ear but he doesn't 

respond. I feel his body but there's no blood that I can tell. The sound of his body hitting the floor minutes 
before was the worst thing I've ever heard. I feel the floor around him, looking for his gun. After a few 

seconds I feel the cool metal beneath my fingertips and I almost weep with relief. But there's no time for that 
now. I can hear the rain falling outside the burned-out building, its loud, heavy drops smacking on canvas. 
It's falling inside, too, trickling in through gaping holes in the roof down through floors of rotted wood and 

broken staircases. He moves and issues a low groan. I hear him say my name and I lean in close to him 
again. "It's okay. We're going to be okay," I tell him, even though I don't have any reason to believe this is 

true. Somewhere outside or up above us a man I thought I loved, along with other men whom I couldn't 
identify, are trying to kill us, to protect an awful truth that I've discovered. I am hurt myself, in so much pain 
that I might pass out if I didn't know it meant dying here in this condemned building on the Lower East Side 
of Manhattan. There's something embedded in my right thigh. It's possibly a bullet, or a large spike of wood, 
or maybe a nail. It's so dark I can just barely see the large hole in my jeans, and the denim is black with my 
blood. I'm dizzy, the world tilting, but I'm holding on. I hear them up above us now, see the beams of their 
flashlights crossing in the dark through the holes in the floors. I try to control my breathing, which to my 
own ears sounds as loud as an oncoming train. I hear one of the men say to the others, "I think they fell 
through. They're on the bottom." There was no answer but I can hear them making their way down over 
creaking wood. He stirs. "They're coming," he says, his voice little more than a rasp. "Get out of here, 

Ridley." I don't answer him. We both know I'm not leaving. I pull at him and he tries to get up, but the pain 
registers on his face louder than the scream I know he suppressed to protect us for a few minutes more. If 

we're not walking out of here together, we're not walking out at all. I drag him, even though I know I 
shouldn't be moving him, over behind an old moldy couch that lies on its back by the wall. It's not far but I 
can see his face white and gritted in terrible pain. As I move him, he loses consciousness again and in an 

instant feels fifty pounds heavier. But I've seen all four of his limbs move and that's something. I realize that 
I'm praying as I pull him, my leg on fire, my strength waning. Please God, please God, please God, over and 
over again like a mantra. The way the couch is lying, it forms a crawl space against the wall just big enough 
for the two of us. I pull him in there and lie on my belly beside him. I pull an old crate over toward the edge 
of the couch and look through the wooden slats. They're closer now and I'm sure they've heard us because 

they've stopped talking and turned their flashlights off. I hold the gun in both hands and wait. I've never fired 
a gun before and I don't know how many bullets are left in this one. I think we're going to die here. "Ridley, 
please, don't do this." The voice echoes in the dark and comes from up above me. "We can work this out." I 

don't answer. I know it's a trick. Nothing about this can be worked out now; we're all too far gone. There 
have been plenty of chances to close my eyes and go back to the sleep of my life as it was, but I haven't 

taken any of them. Do I wish now that I had? It's hard to answer that question, as the wraiths move closer. 
"Six," he whispers. "What?" "You have six bullets left."From the Hardcover edition.From Publishers 

WeeklyUnger's well-crafted, suspenseful debut fiction, in which a bright, resourceful young woman finds 
her everyday world turned upside down in true Harlan Cobenthriller fashion, is done no favors by this off-
kilter audio rendition. The main problem is that reader Lamia sounds a decade younger than the novel's 

narrator, Ridley Jones. As the book's heroine drifts into and out of jeopardy, fearlessly searching for the truth 
about her birth and parentage while defying powerful adversaries determined to keep a particularly evil 

secret, the mood should be noir. Lamia's sound is strictly YA, more girly than gritty. Her performance isn't 
one note; she makes all the right emotional choices. But she is not vocally versatile enough to do justice to 
the novel's cast of characters. Asking her to convey the audio image of a rotund, sinister lawyer issuing dire 

threats, to take one example, is a little like hiring Paris Hilton to stand in for Orson Welles. Not her fault, 
exactly, if she falls short of the mark. Copyright Reed Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. 

All rights reserved. 


