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Part One: BOY LOSES BITCH
 



NICK DUNNE: The Day Of


 
 
What do I think of when I think of my wife? Hmmmm, that’s a tough one. Because I try not to think about her at all. Why? Because she’s a total bitch! “Yeah, right,” you say, “every husband thinks his wife is a total bitch.” Perhaps. But my wife is a bigger bitch than any of them, the biggest bitch in the history of bitchiness. Don’t believe me? Once you hear my story, you will.
 
My story begins on a hot July morning in 2012. I woke up at 6 as usual, walked downstairs, and took the canoe to fetch the morning paper. 
Okay, I guess I should explain that. 
When my wife Amy and I moved to Missouri, we were in kind of a rush, so I did my house search entirely on Craigslist without actually visiting. I figured I’d stick to places where the ad had a lot of photos and a virtual tour, because how different could the place really be when we got there? So I found a listing for a “charming 3BR on the Mississippi River,” and it had like a hundred fifty photos of the inside of the place, and everything was just upgraded and the appliances were new, and I mean, it was on the river, how cool is that? So I took it. What I didn’t realize, however, is that while the house was originally built “on the river” as in overlooking the river, during the last century the river has shifted, so that the house is now “on the river” as in in the river. The only access to it is via canoe ride from the shore. 
So that’s why I had to take a canoe to fetch the morning paper.
I bet you think you know what my wife did when we first saw the house in person. You think Amy went nuts and yelled at me and told me what an idiot I was. But actually, that’s completely wrong. Amy was overjoyed when she saw the place, because she knew that every single day we lived here, she’d have something to criticize me about. Think of all the time I just freed up in her life! As a hot girl, she was going to have to find something to complain about every day anyway. Now all the work of figuring out what to complain about was pre-done. It was like someone coming up to you on the first day of college and offering to do all your homework and take all your tests the entire time you’re in school. Party on!
Looking back on it, I think Amy knew in advance there’d be a ton to complain about in Missouri, and that’s the only reason she agreed to move there in the first place. We’d been living in Manhattan in the unfathomably expensive West Village condo Amy “owned” (i.e. had been bought for her by her parents), supporting ourselves on “Amy’s money” (i.e. the money given to her by her parents). Originally we’d also been living off of some of my income, when I was a working writer. I wrote greeting cards — real greeting cards, not e-cards. Cards with real writing on them with real sentiments and real jokes, not just singing animated cows or singing animated tulips or singing animated whatever. 
I specialized in cards for dads. Really funny ones. You know that awesome card you bought your dad for Father’s Day ten years ago? The one that said on the front: “Dad, for Father’s Day I got you something for your favorite chair,” and then inside the card was a drawing of a dad sitting on a toilet with a beer dispenser next to the toilet and a caption that said: “Just remember, no drinking while wiping!” I wrote that. You’re welcome. And I probably wrote every other card you bought for Father’s Day or your dad’s birthday from 1999 to 2010. If that card was really funny.
But then a little thing called the Internet started blowing up, and a little thing called e-cards started blowing up along with it, because people didn’t want to buy a two-dollar card and a 45-cent stamp when they could send an e-card for free. Because $2.45 was way too much to spend on the person who’d been responsible for putting you on the Earth. So I got laid off.
Three weeks after I lost my job, Amy lost her job. At least that’s what she would tell you. I’d tell you that she lost her “job,” because her “job” (annual salary = $0) was being an Elite reviewer for Yelp. For those of you who aren’t “Yelpers,” Yelp is a website where regular people like you and me can review whatever we want. If you post enough reviews you get the coveted “Elite” status and get to be a “Yelp Elite reviewer.” As far as I can tell, the tangible benefits of this position consist of being invited to two parties a year, neither of which Amy attended. But being a Yelp Elite reviewer gave Amy something that to her was the greatest gift of all: a way to say she was better than other hot girls, which was every hot girl’s main goal in life.
Amy blamed me for making her lose her Yelp Elite status, and for once her blaming me for something was actually somewhat justified. The average Elite Yelper reviews 23 restaurants per day. This is why Elite Yelpers tend to be trust fund kids, or wives and girlfriends of trust fund kids. When I lost my job, there was no way for us to support both our elite West Village lifestyle and her Elite-mandated 23 restaurant meals per day, so the Elite status had to go. 
To show her displeasure with my role in her losing Elite status, Amy started posting Yelp reviews of me.
 
BUSINESS NAME: Nick’s Penis
PROS: Is a penis, fits inside my vagina.
CONS: Is small, doesn’t give me an orgasm.
RATING: 1 star (out of 5)
 
Like I said, she’s a bitch.
I could keep going and tell you how Amy and I got from New York to Missouri, but that would be a digression, because I began with a story about me waking up already in Missouri. And I’m a really good writer, so I will avoid such a digression. But don’t worry, I’ll catch you up on everything later. 
 
After reading the paper over coffee and taking a shower, I headed off to work. When I’d moved back to Missouri (where I’m originally from), my sister and I did the thing we’d always talked about doing: we opened a cat cafe. We’d borrowed $80,000 from Amy to do this, which was once nothing to her but was now almost everything. I promised I would pay her back with interest, and with her choice of any two cats.
It was a practical decision. My previous job had showed me the danger of going all-in on something for which people’s tastes could change. But I knew there would always be a demand for an eight-dollar latte that you could drink while being annoyed by cats. 
We named the cafe Doggie McDoggerton’s to be ironic. My sister and I especially liked the idea that nobody in Missouri would get our irony. That assumption lasted all the way up to when our first customer walked in. “I dig the name,” she said. “It’s like that pizza place next door that’s called Not A Pizza Place.” Oops.
As I parked my car and walked toward the cafe that morning, I immediately became much happier than I had been at home. This phenomenon happened every day. I think it might’ve been because I was getting no love at home from Amy, whereas here, I was getting love from 63 cats, albeit in a 1 to 10 ratio of love to aloofness and sometimes outright hostility. It was great to have such a fulfilling job, but it was depressing as hell to know that at the end of the day I had to go back home.
My gut twisted, and I rushed to get the key in the door and go inside. I needed a shot of espresso and an American Shorthair.
 



AMY ELLIOTT: January 8, 2005 


 
 
Tra and la! I met a boy! Well, I mean, I always meet boys, because I’m hot. But this is a boy that I can tell my friends about and make them feel jealous! So maybe I should start again: 
Tra and la! I met a boy-I-can-tell-my-friends-about-and-make-them-feel-jealous!
Let me set the scene. My friend Carmen (by “friend” I mean a hot girl I met two weeks ago and haven’t yet known long enough for us to start hating each other) invited me to her friend’s party (probably because she didn’t want to look bad by going alone). Her friend is a writer, and Carmen told me there were going to be a lot of writer guys there. Immediately my expectations for the party dropped through the floor. “Writer” = low non-steady income (if any), embarrassingly futile attempts to be fashionable by wearing a blazer with a T-shirt, and in general not someone I want to be associated with, because my association with them has no potential to make my friends jealous.
I know what you’re thinking: “But Amy, aren’t you a writer?” Yes, I am. A working writer. I write for the Yelp Elite Squad. Try asking those writer guys who they’re writing for. Hope you like staring at a blazer and T-shirt in silence.
Carmen and I headed to the apartment in Chelsea, and before we even walked in the door I could tell it was gonna be one of those parties where no guy is on my level. Absolutely no potential date material here. I don’t even have to look inside to know this, or talk to a single person. I just know. It’s a special talent we hot girls have.
Speaking of hot girl talents, another talent we have is shutting down guys before they even start talking to us. Hey guys, you ever notice that the moment you start thinking about approaching a hot girl at a party, she walks away or hugs another guy or gets on the phone? Not an accident. Next time don’t even think about it and save us both some time.
Unfortunately there are still a few loopholes in this preemptive shut down method, one of them being if you don’t even know the guy is there. And that’s how I fail to preemptively shut down Nick. I’m standing by myself at the food tray because I’m hungry (and I’m also pretending to text so it doesn’t look like I’m standing alone). Suddenly I hear a guy behind me say:
“Back away from that tray, ma’am. Do not take a step closer.”
Ha ha ha, what a funny writer you are. Back away from me and do not take a step closer. I look around to find a gay guy I can hug, and I catch a glimpse of the person who’d spoken to me.
Omigod. He’s cute enough to make my friends jealous! But hold on, is he a loser? I allow myself five seconds to talk to him so I can judge this.
“But if I don’t eat this, what else is there?” I say.
“I can make you an olive with mustard,” he says. “But just one olive.”
Omg he insulted me! He must not be a loser, because loser guys (i.e. 99.99% of them) don’t insult me! 
Omg omg omg! I met a cute guy who insulted me!
Nick and I start talking, but in my head I’m focused on the calculation all hot girls face when they meet a guy: what’s the farthest I need to go with this guy to maximize my friends’ jealousy while avoiding my friends’ criticism that I “went too far”? Make out? Bj? Further? 
My initial calculation is that we’re at least gonna kiss, so I leave the party with him. As we’re walking down 6th Ave., I see a sugar delivery truck, and I steer Nick over to it because I know we can have a romantic moment where there’s sugar flying through the air and we kiss through the cloud of sugar and then I can tell my friends about it and make them feel bad that they didn’t have such a romantic moment.
When we get to Nick’s place, I finally make my decision: I’ll sleep with him because I see him as long-term material. That is, someone who can make my friends jealous in the long term.
It’s gonna be so fun telling my friends about this over $27 craft cocktails!
 



NICK DUNNE: The Day Of


 
 
I turned my key in the lock of the cat cafe door, and then realized the door was already open. My sister Go (short for Margo) had gotten in a few minutes before. I went over to the bar and gave her a kiss on the lips. Yes, on the lips, with a little tongue. So what? No biggie. To answer your question, no, we don’t fuck. We’re just really close. We do a lot together: work, go to movies, mutual masturbation, bjs, 69ing...but we do not fuck. So you can get that sick thought out of your head right now.
Go looked at me and poured me a shot of espresso without asking. I took a sip, and Go pointed at my mouth. Apparently I had some foam on my lip. I wiped it, and Go pointed at it again, and I wiped it again. Go rolled her eyes and just grabbed my face and slowly licked the foam off my lip with her tongue.
Our behaving in this manner had begun to gross out the customers, so finally we had buttons made up that said, “We’re not fucking. We’re just close.” That seemed to calm people down.
“What’s up, you look terrible,” Go said.
“Today’s my fifth anniversary,” I said. “So I’ve gotta deal with Amy’s anniversary shit.”
“Awwwwww, I feel so sorry for you,” Go said. “You married a complete bitch just because she was hot, and now she’s five years older and a little less hot and thus even more of a bitch. Poor baby.”
“Blow me,” I said. Go shrugged and started pulling down my pants. “Go, I meant it figuratively, not literally,” I said. “Anyway, I’m not in the mood. I’m freaking out about having to do another one of these treasure hunts.”
Every year on our anniversary, Amy made me do a treasure hunt, in which she scattered clues throughout the city which eventually led to my anniversary present. But the clues were impossible. So every year without fail, Amy blamed me for spoiling our anniversary because I couldn’t figure out the answers to her impossible treasure hunt clues. 
For example, here’s one from last year:
 
The drinks at this bar are really great

But more important, it’s where we had our first date!

 
Our first date was six years ago. What, am I supposed to remember everything I’ve done for six years? What were you doing on this day six years ago? Can’t remember? Thought so.
Amy had eventually tried to make some of the clues easier, but they were only easier for her. 
 
This clue will be an easy one all right,

It’s the restaurant where we ate last night!

 
Earth to Amy: when I eat, like most people I pay attention to the food, not to what some stupid sign says on the front of the building. 
Today’s treasure hunt was thus doomed to be a failure. But Amy still insisted on doing it, because to a hot girl, anything you could call a “hunt” or “adventure” was worth doing, since you could tell your friends about it and make them jealous that they weren’t getting to go on hunts or adventures. 
“So what did you get her for her anniversary present?” Go asked. 
“I haven’t bought it yet,” I said. “Whenever I think about buying her an anniversary present it reminds me that I’m married to her, so I stop thinking about it. But I’ll go to the mall on my lunch break and grab something.”
“Maybe you should get her something that can’t be bought in a store,” Go said.
“Like what?” I said. At which point Go started pulling down my pants again.
Look, this is the last time I’m gonna say this: we don’t fuck.
Before I could get to orgasm the stupid phone rang. I answered it by saying, “Doggie McDoggerton’s, this had better be worth me not orgasming.”
It was my neighbor Carl, calling to tell me my dog Bleecker was cruising down the Mississippi River in a canoe. I told Carl this wasn’t any cause for concern, because Bleecker has taught himself how to untie the canoe and take himself for rides in it. But then Carl said the front door had been sitting open for a couple hours, which was a cause for concern.
I drove back to the house. Since Bleecker still had the canoe, I had to hitch a ride with a passing fisherman to actually get there and see what was going on. The door was still wide open. Amy would never have taken off and left the door open: she got too much mileage out of criticizing me when I did it. So she had to be home. But we always kept the door closed when we were at home so sea otters wouldn’t wander in. Why hadn’t Amy realized the door was open for so long?
“Amy? Hello?” I went inside and searched the entire place. 
Amy was gone.
Hooray!!!!!
 



AMY ELLIOTT: September 18, 2005


 
 
Well well well, guess who’s back? Nick Dunne, Master of Disappearance. After our one night together in January, I never heard from him again. I certainly had a right to be upset about this, but I wasn’t, because I’d classified him as a “player,” which is a term girls invented to make themselves feel better about a guy who fucks them and doesn’t call afterwards.
So anyway, I was walking in Central Park today and I’d stopped to look at some of those shitty paintings that “artists” in Central Park sell, and I heard from behind me:
“Back away from those paintings, ma’am. Do not take a step closer.”
I knew immediately who it was, of course. I wanted to be angry at him, but I liked that he remembered his first words to me, and I turned around to say hi. But his face showed no recognition of me, and he said:
“I can buy you a painting, but just one.”
“Um, hello?” I said. “Nick? It’s me, Amy? The girl you fucked but didn’t call again?”
“Amyyyyy!” he said. “That’s right, now I remember! How are you? You look great!”
It turns out that he’d wanted to call me but he’d lost my phone number and the contact info of everyone he knew at the party who might know my name so he could look me up on Facebook and the party invitation so he couldn’t contact the host. But now that he’d found me, he said we should grab a drink. And of course I said yes. This guy clearly must be awesome and have tons of amazing shit going on for him to ignore me—me!—for eight months. How could I say no?
And now we’re together. Together, together! I’ve finally met a guy that seems so high-value that I can make my friends jealous by telling them I’m dating him. The timing is especially interesting, because the day before I ran into Nick my parents had released their newest Idiotic Amy book, Idiotic Amy and the Guy She Had Sex With and Never Called Her Again.
Yup, Rand and Marybeth couldn’t resist. Anything I did in my life, no matter how embarrassing (actually the more embarrassing the better!) was fair game for the Elliott family cash cow, the Idiotic Amy book series. Idiotic Amy was a girl who looked suspiciously like me and did things suspiciously resembling things I did. The books had become wildly popular, selling tens of millions of copies and letting audiences worldwide know about all the idiotic things I’d done (well, that she’d done).
I’m sure you recognize the titles from your childhood bookcase: Idiotic Amy Spits Up Pureed Beets on the White Carpet, Idiotic Amy Wets The Bed, Idiotic Amy and the 72 on the Biology Quiz, Idiotic Amy’s Idiotic Phone Call #28 (they’ll release #29 the next time I say something on the phone they don’t agree with). But Idiotic Amy and the Guy She Had Sex With and Never Called Her Again is something new, because it’s the first book where Amy is an adult. You’d think that maybe once I got old enough that my life wasn’t giving them kid story fodder, they would’ve packed it in and put the kibosh on the series. But if you think that, you don’t know Rand and Marybeth.
To celebrate the release of Idiotic Amy and the Guy She Had Sex With and Never Called Her Again the publisher threw a release party. But the book business is so bad these days that publishers are throwing multiple parties at once to save money. The Idiotic Amy party was co-thrown with the party for a tell-all book written by a famous porn star. Many of the reporters covering the party didn’t know what the porn star looked like, and they would see some people interviewing me and assume I was the porn star. My party was therefore frequently interrupted with reporters asking me questions like:
“Is three dicks in your mouth really a big difference from two?”
“If you could have anal with any historical figure, who would it be?”
“How many gallons of jizz would you estimate you’ve swallowed?”
It wasn’t all bad sharing the party, though, because the other party let us have some of their mozzarella sticks shaped like cocks.
So if my parents turn everything embarrassing I do into a book, why do I keep telling them about the embarrassing things I do? Hey, my money’s got to come from somewhere, and it sure as hell beats going into an office.
I know my parents had been eagerly anticipating writing Idiotic Amy Spends Her 30th Birthday Alone Because She Can’t Find A Husband, but unfortunately for them I think they’re going to have to write a wedding novel instead. Because I’ve got a feeling Nick is THE ONE. Every guy I’ve dated besides Nick has turned me off because they liked me, wanted to hang out with me, were attentive toward me and cared about me. In Nick, I’ve finally found someone who doesn’t like me that much and in no way is attentive or cares about how I’m doing. 
See, world? Being picky has paid off!
 



NICK DUNNE: The Day Of


 
 
I kept trying Amy’s cellphone, because I figured that every time she didn’t pick up there was an incrementally higher chance of her really being gone for good, and that made me feel better.
Aside from the burnt tea kettle I’d found left on the stove, the one part of the house that seemed amiss was the living room. It screamed signs of a struggle. Furniture knocked over, books strewn across the floor, and the grand piano turned completely upside down.
I heard police sirens, and looked out the window to see a police car pull up and two cops emerge from the car. The cops looked at my house in confusion from the shore, then had an animated conversation, and finally threw up their hands and got back into the car and left. 15 minutes later, the police car returned with a canoe tied to the top. The canoe said “Police” on it — I didn’t know such things existed. 
In the meantime, another car had pulled up, an unmarked car with a police light on it. I assumed this was the detectives. The two officers and two detectives all piled in the canoe and rowed out to the house.
When the canoe got close, I could see that the two detectives were a man and a woman. The woman was not good-looking. Too bad.
The detectives stepped out of the canoe. “I’m Boney, and this is Gilpin,” the woman said. “So there’s a problem with your wife?”
“I don’t know if I’d really classify it as a ‘problem,’” I said.
“But she’s missing, right?”
Just hearing someone say it filled me with joy. “Yup!”
“How long has she been missing?” said Gilpin, pulling out his notebook.
“A few hours,” I said.
“Have you phoned any friends or family?” said Gilpin.
“Only the friends who’d appreciate how awesome it is that she’s gone,” I said.
Gilpin gave Boney a look, the first of hundreds of such looks I would see them give each other in my presence.
“You and your wife from around here?” said Boney.
“I am originally, Amy’s from New York. We were living in New York until a couple years ago.”
“Fancy,” said Boney. “What kind of work do you do?”
When people asked me this, I always dropped the W-bomb on them before mentioning the cat cafe. “I was a writer there,” I said.
“Impressive. What’d you write?”
“Greeting cards.”
“Oh like those e-cards with the cute singing flowers?” said Boney. “Cool!”
“No, the paper greeting cards,” I said. “Real greeting cards, with real writing and jokes.”
“I don’t buy those anymore, because they don’t have singing,” said Boney.
“And they’re too expensive,” said Gilpin. “$2.45 when you include the stamp!”
“So what do you do now?” asked Boney.
“I co-own a cat cafe.”
“Doggie McDoggerton’s?” said Gilpin. “I’ve been meaning to stop by there. Except I’m allergic to cats. And to coffee.”
“You should still stop by, because allergic people get 50% off,” I said. 
“Mind if we go inside the house?” said Boney.
“Sure,” I said, leading them in.
“Whoa,” Boney said when she saw the mess in the living room. 
“I know, pretty cool, right?” I said.
Gilpin approached a photo on the mantle of Amy and me in Cape Cod on her parents’ private beach. “This her?” he said, pointing at Amy in a bikini. I nodded. He gave me a fist bump.
The Cape Cod house was one of several homes Amy’s family owned. I’d discovered a few dates in that Amy was quite wealthy. You might think that’s a good thing, but it’s annoying enough to spend money on a girl as it is, and it’s even more annoying if you know she’s wealthy.
 Gilpin pointed at our wedding photo, which had the date written on it. “Hey, today’s your anniversary.”
“Yep, our fifth,” I said.
“Lemme guess: reservations at Houston’s tonight to celebrate?” said Boney.
“Yep,” I said, even though I hadn’t made a reservation. “We also have reservations at Capital Grille and Benihana.” I know you’re not supposed to lie to the police, but it was so fun. Everything I said, they just nodded and wrote it down as if it were true. “Did I mention I work part-time as a lion tamer?” Wrote it down. “Also I’m one-eighth Vietnamese.” Wrote it down.
Lying to the police was a blast!
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: July 5, 2008


 
 
I’m a wife! Ha ha, women who aren’t married, I am officially better than you! And as for you married women who are married to some loser who only married you because he couldn’t do any better (pretty much all of you), I am better than you too! Oh and also, I’m better than every woman who isn’t hot.
Nick and I tied the knot exactly a year ago today. I really think that being married to Nick has made me a better person. He’s taught me how to chill out about things and not be so anxious all the time. For example, he’ll come home from work, and I’ll tell him about something that happened to me that day, and he’ll say, “Yeah, whatever,” and turn on the TV. I see what he’s doing here: he’s saying that my attitude toward these things should be “Yeah, whatever.” That’s solid advice.
We love to do silly coupley things — like last weekend we drove to Delaware just because neither of us had ever had sex in Delaware. Nick wanted to try it, and I wanted to tell my friends about it so they’d be jealous. But I’m gonna tell them we went to Hawaii instead of Delaware.
As I mentioned, today is our one-year anniversary, and I’ve thought of the perfect way to celebrate it: we’re having a treasure hunt! I’ve hidden clues around the city at different places where Nick and I have hung out. As every girl knows, when you take mundane events in your life and refer to them in a treasure hunt, that makes those events special.
After the treasure hunt, we’ll have sex again. It might seem like we’re having a lot of sex for a married couple. My friends had all warned me that the sex would stop quickly. But what they don’t understand is, if you want to withhold sex in the future as a motivator, you’ve got to set a high bar in the present. So bring on the cock!
 
 



NICK DUNNE: The Night Of


 
 
Boney, Gilpin, and I had relocated to the police station. They kept asking if I wanted to call Amy’s parents, but I was hoping they’d get the message and call them themselves. Those people are impossible to have a less than 90-minute conversation with. You can’t even get a word in edgewise. I can imagine the phone call now:
 
“Hi Marybeth, it’s Nick. I’m sorry to call so late, but I have some bad ne—”

“Nick? Hi there! So tonight Rand and I had salmon for dinner...”

“That’s great, Marybeth, but I really need to—”

“Usually Rand eats the middle part of the fish while I prefer the edges...”

“Uh huh. Well I’d love to hear more about the salmon sometime but it’s really important that I tell you—”

“But tonight I ate the middle part of the fish and Rand ate the edges...”

“Please, can you just let me talk for five sec—”

“And the potatoes Rand made? They were so good that we both ate the edges...”

“Look Amy is miss—”

“I’ll put him on to give you the recipe. RAND? RANNNNNNNNND?”

 
Boney and Gilpin said they wanted to ask me some more questions, so we went into an interview room and sat down across a table. It was just like all those crime shows I’d seen on TV...although much cooler, because this time I was the star!
“You okay there, Nick?” asked Boney.
“Yep, why?” 
“You’re smiling,” she said.
“Of course he’s smiling,” said Gilpin. “His wife might be gone for good.” Gilpin gave me another fist bump. I wasn’t sure if he was playing good cop, or just being a guy. Maybe it was a little bit of both.
“So Nick, we first want to ask you a little more about Amy,” said Boney. “How does she spend her days, usually?”
“Drives me crazy. Complains. Makes me wish she were dead.”
Boney and Gilpin gave each other that look again.
“What?” I said. “It’s the truth!”
“How about drugs, Nick? Does she do any?”
“She’s too crazy for drugs,” I said.
They looked confused.
“Amy’s way of being annoying is so manipulative, so subtly crafted, that it requires her full mental capacities to pull it off. She could never be this annoying on drugs.”
“Nick, can I ask,” said Gilpin, “if all this is true, why are you still married to her?” 
“Because she has money and I don’t, duh.”
“What’s your wife’s blood type?” asked Boney.
“WHY? DID YOU FIND SOME???” I said, maybe a little too enthusiastically. 
“Uh, no,” said Boney. “Okay that’s enough about Amy for now. Let’s move on to you. Sorry this is taking so long, by the way.”
“Totally fine with me!” I said. I knew the statistics from the crime shows I watched: if the victim wasn’t found in the first 48 hours, chances went way up she’d never be found, period. “You guys must be exhausted,” I said. “You’ve been going nonstop all day. How about we all take a break? Meet back here in, say, 48 hours?”
“Thanks Nick, but we really need to keep working,” said Gilpin. “I apologize for these next few questions, but we just want to establish you’re not responsible for what happened.” 
“Sounds like a plan,” I said.
“Nick, can you just tell us where you were between the time you left the house in the morning, and the time you returned to find Amy missing?”
“I was at the beach.”
“The beach? In Missouri?” said Boney.
“Well not the beach beach, the picnic tables by the river.”
“And you were at this ‘beach’ the entire seven hours?”
“I also had a karate lesson.”
“Karate lesson. Really,” Gilpin said.
“Really! Oh, and I also went hang gliding, and shot a few scenes of a major motion picture with Keanu Reeves.”
Perhaps telling them all this wasn’t the smartest thing. If the police talked to anyone who knew me, they’d quickly learn that I didn’t like the beach or karate or hang gliding, and I wasn’t starring in a major motion picture with Keanu Reeves.
“Okay Nick, that’s it for now,” said Gilpin. “Thanks so much, you’ve certainly given us a lot to go on.”
Boney and Gilpin said I should get a good night’s sleep because there was a noon press conference tomorrow, and told me a squad car would drive me home. But I was feeling horny, so I had the squad car drive me to Go’s.
 
“You don’t want to go look for her?” Go said as we lay naked in bed.
“Perhaps I’m wrong about this, but it seems to me looking for her would increase the chance of finding her.”
“Nick, this is serious,” she said. And then after a pause, added, “Seriously awesome.” 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: April 21, 2009


 
 
Okay, let me set the scene for you: my friends and I (I can’t remember which ones because they change every few weeks) are sitting at a tapas bar in Soho. We’ve shared some tapas, or at least I think they were tapas. I have no idea what tapas actually means. But girls think it’s cool when you say you’ve been to a tapas bar, so I always pick a tapas bar when planning a night out.
We decide to invite our husbands by for drinks, so we text them. All of the other girls’ husbands text back that they’ll stop by, because they know they’ll be punished if they don’t. But not Nick. Nick doesn’t even text back.
I know Nick has a deadline tonight, and that he’ll be fired if he leaves work to come over here. But that doesn’t make me any less mad that he doesn’t come.
It’s not that I have money and therefore Nick’s having a job doesn’t matter to me. It’s that Nick’s having anything doesn’t matter to me. What matters is whether I am winning versus other girls, whether they’re jealous of me or not. And right now, I am definitely not winning. I am losing.
Nick calls typical husbands “dancing monkeys” because they’re at their wives’ beck and call. But what happens to dancing monkeys that won’t dance? They get sold to the cosmetics lab for experimentation. I hope Nick likes the feeling of his eyes being burned away by toxic mascara.
This is an unmitigated disaster. I have completely lost face tonight. Someone please kill me.
Hmmmmmm...now there’s an idea!
 
 



NICK DUNNE: One Day Gone


 
 
In my dream, Amy was crawling on the floor through a pool of her own blood, calling to me for help, “Nick! Nick! Nick!”
And then Go woke me up, saying, “Nick! Nick! Nick!”
“Awwwwww, why did you wake me?” I said. “I was having the best dream!”
I shouldn’t have stayed up so late hooking up with Go. I was exhausted. But I had to get going because I had a press conference at the police station in an hour.
Go drove me to my house so I could grab some decent clothes for the press conference. Several police canoes were circling around the house. My neighbors Jan and Noelle were out watching the scene, and as I passed by them they told me how sorry they were and that they were praying for Amy’s return. Then as I was getting into my canoe, Jan’s and Noelle’s husbands approached and told me how happy they were for me and that they were praying for Amy not to return.
When I entered my house, I was surprised to see the cops going through all my stuff and packing a bunch of it into boxes marked Evidence. I noticed that one of the cops was wearing my watch. “What the hell? Give that back,” I said, reaching for it. But he pulled his hand away. 
“I can’t let you touch that, sir,” he said. “It’s evidence.”
Then I saw one of the cops in the kitchen making himself a sandwich out of some cold cuts he’d found in the fridge. I went over to take the sandwich away from him, but another cop tackled me. “We can’t let you touch this, sir,” the cop with the sandwich said. “It’s evidence.” And then he started eating it.
I went to my bedroom to grab some clothes, but all the nice stuff had been taken as “evidence,” so the only clean outfit I had left to wear to the press conference was an ‘N Sync T-shirt a friend had given me as a joke gift a couple birthdays ago, along with jean shorts and basketball sneakers. 
I headed to the police station, and when I walked in I saw that Amy’s parents Rand and Marybeth had arrived after taking the red eye from New York. They were standing with their arms around each other, which was no surprise because they were always touching each other in some fashion: hands patting, chins nuzzling, shoulders rubbing. Obviously they were only doing this because they were both gay. It’s sad that they grew up in an era where you couldn’t be openly homosexual, and they felt they had to keep their gayness secret by conspicuously touching each other all the time.
Rand and Marybeth spotted me and came over. “This is a nightmare,” said Marybeth. “A true nightmare for fans of Idiotic Amy books everywhere.”
“Don’t give up hope, Nick,” said Rand. “We will find her, and she will return with a tale of doing something so idiotic it will make for the best Idiotic Amy book yet.”
Boney and Gilpin said the press conference was about to start and led us to the media room where it would take place. Next to the podium there was a big poster of Amy. She looked hot in the poster photo, which was good because that would get other hot girls interested in me. Hot girls assumed that if a hot girl was dating a guy he must be awesome. Note to self: keep directing attention to the poster!
An official-looking woman in a suit came up to me and said, “Remember Nick, the main point of this press conference is to mobilize the community and get people looking for Amy.” Then before I knew it the press conference had begun and it was time for me to speak. 
“Hello. I’m Nick Dunne, and my wife Amy is missing,” I said. “If you really want to help, you can, but if you’re busy, no worries. It’ll probably be pretty boring searching anyway. Think about it: out there baking in the hot sun...walking through poison ivy and stepping in dog poo...and you’ll probably be looking in completely the wrong place anyway. On second thought, you know what? Just don’t even bother searching. Stay at home, relax. You deserve a little me-time.”
The woman in the suit rushed forward and grabbed the microphone away from me, and handed it to Rand. 
“Hi, I’m Rand Elliott, Amy’s father,” he said. “And I just want to say: we want her back. We, her family. The family of Idiotic Amy readers.”
The woman in the suit tapped Rand on the shoulder and pointed to me. She was clearly telling Rand to give me a chance to redeem myself. Rand nodded.
“I’m sure Nick wants her back, too,” he said. “Right Nick?”
The entire room turned to look toward me...and they saw me snoring, because I’d fallen asleep. 
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: July 5, 2010


 
 
It’s the evening of our third wedding anniversary. And I’m spending it alone.
Nick called a little while ago and said he’s really sorry but a bunch of his co-workers got laid off today, and he needs to go out with them for some drinks. But I know this means he’s actually fucking another girl. See, when a married guy gives you any reason for not being able to make it somewhere, women know the real reason is he’s fucking another girl. Working late? Fucking another girl. Car got a flat? Fucking another girl. Fell on some ice and broke his arm? Fucking another girl. Yes, even personal injuries. If your husband says he can’t make it somewhere because he injured himself, he’s either faking the injury or intentionally injured himself after fucking another girl to give himself an excuse. 
I never understand why guys don’t realize women know this, and just come right out and say, “I can’t make it, because I’ve got to go fuck another girl.” It would make everybody’s life a lot easier.
I know what a lot of you are thinking. “Amy, if he’s gonna cheat on you like this, why not get divorced?” If you’re thinking this, I know you’re a guy or a non-hot girl. Because you’re failing to take into account why hot girls get married in the first place: status. And you’re also failing to see that Nick’s cheating actually isn’t hurting my status, but rather will eventually help my status. You see, a guy cheating on you means he’s a cooler, higher-level dude. So if you can eventually domesticate him and stop him from cheating, you get huge hot girl cred for that. Do you think all my friends with their dancing monkey husbands get credit for their husbands fawning all over them? No way. But when Nick is once again fawning all over me, none of my hot girl friends will be able to deny I am better than them.
So I sit here content on my anniversary, even though I am by myself cooking lobsters no one will eat. I actually bought the lobsters after Nick told me he wouldn’t make it home tonight, because it makes for a much better story for my friends. “Sitting home alone” isn’t nearly as dramatic as “sitting home alone cooking lobsters no one will eat.” 
Later, long after I go to bed, Nick slinks in. In the morning, I wake up before him and go to get a glass of water, and I notice a rolled up piece of paper in the wastebasket. I unroll it to reveal a girl’s number. 
I am overjoyed.
Every time a girl gives Nick her number, this makes him an even higher-level dude. And every time he throws away such a number, because he has other better options, that makes him an even higher-level dude. So every time I find a girl’s number in the wastebasket, it’s like finding a little piece of buried treasure.
 



NICK DUNNE: One Day Gone


 
 
Flashbulbs exploded at the press conference and woke me up. I really should’ve fallen asleep facing away from the photographers.
Stupid, Nick. Stupid.
After the press conference ended, Gilpin came up to me.
“Nick, you got a minute? Just wanted to update you on the investigation.”
“Sure,” I said.
“We checked out your neighborhood and found some houses with black people living there, so we’re investigating them.”
“Great,” I said. “You know I was also thinking, there’s some weird people at the mall you should check out as well.”
“You mean the Riverway Mall that’s out of business?” Gilpin said. “The homeless people squatting there?”
“No, I mean the Westgate Mall that’s still in business,” I said. “The people who work at the Hot Topic there are really weird. Oh you know who else you should investigate? The people who work at the Panda Express. They completely freak out when I ask for extra rice. It’s white rice, it costs like three cents. Those people are out of their fucking minds. Seriously, I’d be looking at them if I were you.”
“We’ll get on it,” said Gilpin. “Hey also, I’ve got something to show you.”
He led me into a small room where Boney was sitting. On the table in front of her was a wrapped gift, with an attached card that said “Nick.”
“Awwwwww, you got me a present?” I said. “That is so sweet of you! But it really wasn’t necessary.”
“It’s not from us,” said Boney. “It’s from your wife. We found it at your house.”
The treasure hunt. This was the first clue.
I opened the card and read it.
 
I know you’re scared of another treasure hunt

“The clues will be too hard because my wife’s a cunt”

Stop being so chicken! Enough of your clucking!

Check your office where you first banged that coed you’re fucking.

 
I shrugged at Gilpin and Boney. “No idea what this means. It’s like reading Chinese.”
“That coed you’re fucking? Seems to make sense to me,” said Boney. “So who’s the coed?”
“No no no,” I said. “Coed you’re fucking is an inside joke between me and Amy.”
“Oh? What’s the joke?”
“I don’t even remember anymore, it was like from our second date or something,” I said. “See, this is what she does! She puts these impossible references in there and there’s no way to tell what she’s talking about!”
“Well, maybe we should check your office anyway, like the clue says,” Gilpin said.
“It doesn’t say that. It’s an inside joke. Is anyone here listening to me? If it’s saying anything, it’s saying don’t check the office and Nick isn’t fucking a coed.”
“Look Nick, just as protocol, we have to check your office,” Boney said.
Apparently the police have this stupid protocol where they’re required to read things literally and assume the literal interpretation might be correct. So off to my office we went.
 
My office was located at the community college where I taught Intro to Greeting Card Writing. It was a neat class, actually. I divided the semester into different holidays, and in each section of the course we’d learn to write fart jokes for that particular holiday.
I opened the office and let in Gilpin, who’d accompanied me there. He looked around, then pulled out some tweezers, reached below my desk, and slowly lifted up a pair of women’s panties. 
“And how do you explain this?” he asked. 
“Uh...the cleaning lady accidentally left them here?”
“Uh huh. And how do you explain this?”
He reached down again with the tweezers, and pulled out an enormous pair of panties only a really fat woman would wear.
“There’s no explanation for that,” I said. “I wish I’d never done it. It’s just shameful. Sometimes I have an extra beer or two, and I lose all sense of judgment, you know? But that’s certainly no excuse.”
Gilpin reached down the tweezers one more time, and my stomach dropped as I imagined him pulling out my Preggo Pounders 5 DVD. But instead, he pulled out an envelope that said “Nick”. Clue number two.
I opened the envelope, and there were two notes instead of one. The first was written on a heart, and said,
 
My darling husband,
 
I figured this would be the ideal place—these hallowed halls of learning—to let you know that I’ve learned you’re right, and that I really should lose 15 pounds. 

 
Xo,
Amy
 
It was a transparent attempt to win me back. But I admit I was turned on by the thought of her being 15 pounds lighter.
“Wow,” said Gilpin, who I hadn’t realized had been reading over my shoulder. “She’s hot now, but if she lost 15 pounds she’d be smokin’ hot.”
“Thanks,” I said, and put the notes away and started leading Gilpin out.
“Aren’t you gonna read the second clue?” he said.
I told him I’d read it on the drive back. Anything to get him out of there before he found my midget bukkake videos.
 
After finally ridding myself of Gilpin, I drove over to the Days Inn where Rand and Marybeth were staying. I hadn’t gotten a chance to talk to them in private since they’d arrived, which was fine with me. But for some stupid reason they wanted to meet, so now I had to take time out of my busy day to meet with them. 
When I got to the hotel, the lobby was filled with people wearing lanyards, because that weekend the hotel was hosting the National Lanyard Wearers Convention. I headed up to the Elliotts’ room. They’d left the door open for me, and when I walked in they were watching a news report on TV about Amy. 
“I hope they use the photos we sent them,” said Marybeth.
The photo montage started, and the photos were all covers of Idiotic Amy books which featured a cartoon version of Amy. “Perfect,” said Marybeth.
“Do you think we should give them any photos of Amy in real life?” said Rand.
“Good idea,” said Marybeth. “We have some great ones of her holding the books.”
“That’s why I love you,” said Rand, and they started that gay fake cuddling again.
The Idiotic Amy books had been wildly successful, and that success wasn’t simply an accident. Rand and Marybeth were both trained psychologists, and they realized that a woman’s need to feel superior to other women is actually part of her psychology when she’s as young as five. The Idiotic Amy books made girls who read them feel superior to another girl—Idiotic Amy—and they got hooked on this feeling for life. Every new Idiotic Amy book fed the addiction, and once Rand and Marybeth realized how much this was driving sales, the later titles really started playing on it. Case in point: Idiotic Amy and the Girl Who’s Better Than Her (i.e. You).
“Do you guys think Amy’s disappearance might be related to the books?” I asked. “Like, maybe some crazed reader chopped Amy to pieces the way Gary the Guinea Pig got chopped up when Idiotic Amy accidentally dropped him down the garbage disposal?”
Rand and Amy just stared at me, stunned. It was a gross, terrible thing to say. Which is why I said it.
“Actually, Nick, people have been suggesting that someone a little closer to home did it,” said Rand. “Which is kinda why we wanted to talk to you. Because you know, the traditional first suspect to look at in these cases is—”
“I know, I know, the victim’s parents,” I said. “But just so you guys know, I told the cops that I was fairly confident you’d never hurt Amy. Although I couldn’t completely vouch for you because I don’t know you that well, and I had to admit to them that if someone told me you murdered Amy I wouldn’t be completely surprised.”
“We were actually thinking about you as the suspect,” said Marybeth. “Of course we don’t think you’d ever do anything like this, but when we spoke to the police, they seemed really interested in your alibi involving a karate lesson and hang gliding and shooting a major motion picture with Keanu Reeves.”
“Of course they were interested,” I said. “Who wouldn’t be interested in karate and hang gliding and a major motion picture starring Keanu Reeves?”
My disposable cellphone rang. Crap, I’d forgotten to put it on vibrate. I quickly silenced it.
“You really should pick up every call,” said Rand.
“I recognized the ring, it was Keanu,” I said. “That guy always wants to talk. Hey what about that mentally disturbed Idiotic Amy fan you guys told me about a while back? Did you tell the police to look into her?”
“You mean Hilary Handy?” said Marybeth. Hilary Handy was a book reviewer for the Village Voice who’d written a couple scathing reviews of Idiotic Amy books. To Marybeth and Rand this meant she was clearly mentally disturbed and had a sociopathic personal grudge against the Elliott family. “Yep, we gave them her name. We also mentioned Desi.”
“Desi” was Desi Collings, who’d been in the same kindergarten class as Amy and had been in love with her ever since. But Amy had never wanted to date him and put him in the friend zone. And Desi had stayed in the friend zone ever since. For almost 30 years he’d been going places with Amy, talking to Amy on the phone, and doing things for Amy, all in the hopes of hooking up with her. But Amy had never let him be more than friends, and she was never going to.
“Good call on Desi,” I said. “Anyone who lets himself stay in the friend zone for 30 years is obviously a wack job. I mean, just lower your standards a bit and find an uglier girl who’ll fuck you, am I right?” I offered Rand a hi-five, but he just stood there. 
“We should be realistic, though,” Marybeth said. “While technically Desi and Hilary are possibilities, the police strongly suspect it’s someone more closely connected to Amy.”
I nodded at Marybeth and surreptitiously pointed at Rand. “Definitely,” I said.
 
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: August 23, 2010


 
 
Everything happened at once.
First, Nick lost his job at the greeting card company. Which wouldn’t be a big deal in itself, except now all Nick does is sit around the house all day watching porn. He says he’s going to become a porn reviewer because that’s the big new industry. But I never see any actual reviews. I asked him about this once, and 20 minutes later he came up to me holding a wet, crumpled kleenex and said, “Four stars.”
Next, I lost my job at Yelp. Rather than being sympathetic like a decent husband should, Nick kept saying asshole-y things like, “That wasn’t a job,” completely inventing false bullshit just to annoy me.
Third and finally, my parents stopped by because we needed to have a “talk.” Turns out that over the past several years, they’d invested all of their savings in an Idiotic Amy theme park, “Idiotic Amy’s Idioting World.” They saw how much money the Harry Potter park was making and figured they could cash in. “It was gonna be so fun,” said Marybeth. “We’d built an exact replica of the school library where you crapped your pants.”
But they’d wildly miscalculated how many $1,500 season passes they could pre-sell (they’d assumed it’d be more than zero) and run out of money. Idiotic Amy’s Idioting World now stood half-built and empty. Equally empty was my parents’ bank account. That’s why they were here: they’d come to ask us to give back some of the money they’d given us over the years.
“How much do you need?” I ask.
“Oh not that much,” said Rand. “$650,000 should do it.”
It was almost everything we had.
“Plus $300,000 more,” said Marybeth.
“We don’t have that much,” I said. “We’ll have to sell the house.”
“Well since we’re technically on the deed, we saved you the trouble and sold it yesterday,” said Rand. “But don’t panic, you have until midnight to be out.”
Wonderful. And to top it all off, Nick suggested we move back to his hometown in Missouri. 
Missouri.
That killing myself idea is sounding better and better.
 



RAND AND MARYBETH ELLIOTT: August 23, 2010


 
 
Don’t feel bad for us. We didn’t actually lose the money. We just got sick of giving it to our idiot daughter and her annoying loser husband.
 



NICK DUNNE: Two Days Gone


 
 
Since my house was crawling with police, I decided to take the Elliotts up on their offer to stay the night in their suite. Which would have been a fine idea, except for the fact that they were planning on having sex that night. That fake, extra-loud gay sex people have when they’re trying to hide they’re both gay.
As I lay wide awake on the pull-out couch listening to their fake orgasms, I decided that I was going to go talk to Desi myself. Hilary Handy obviously wasn’t a suspect, so there was no need to talk to her. And I knew the police would talk to Desi, but that might take a week, maybe more. And I couldn’t wait that long. If Amy was gone for good, I wanted to know now! It’s like when you’re a kid, and it’s two days before your birthday, and you can’t help but search around the house for where your parents have hidden your presents. 
 
The Days Inn had donated an underused function room to serve as the Find Amy Dunne headquarters, and after I woke up from my one hour of sleep I headed down there. There was a bank of phones, some volunteers, a table of pastries and coffee, and several homeless people. Apparently word had gotten out that there was free food and shelter nonstop at the Days Inn function room.
A moment after I walked in, Boney came up to me. “Hi Nick,” she said. “Just wanted to give you a little word of advice. See those women over there?”
She pointed at two OK-looking women in their 40s. 
“Yeah, what about ‘em?”
“Watch out for them. I think they might be crime victim groupies.”
“Really? Such things exist?”
“Oh yeah. They see a husband on TV who’s lost his wife, and they get a little too interested in ‘consoling’ him, if you know what I mean.”
“You don’t say,” I said, and walked over to the two women. “’Sup ladies?” I said, and began working my Nick Dunne magic. I was minutes away from getting them back to the Elliotts’ suite for a three-way when I was cock-blocked by my mother’s friend Vicky, who had brought her grandkids over to help search for Amy and wanted to say hi.
Grandkids. My mother had really wanted them. Go and I had seriously considered having a kid ourselves, but Mom passed away before we could pull the trigger. We still hadn’t completely ruled it out, though.
As for having kids with Amy, once I realized how batshit crazy she was, there was no way it was happening. I did the math once: if you have a kid and then get divorced, and have to pay both alimony and child support every month, it comes to 143% of your total monthly income. You are literally better off being a homeless person. I secretly think a large proportion of homeless guys are divorced dudes with a kid who stopped trying to make money. That’s why homeless people often seem so carefree in spite of what would seem to be a miserable existence. To them, their life is way better than the alternative.
After saying hi to Vicky, I tried to get back to the two fortysomethings to salvage whatever momentum still remained, but any hope of that was dashed when I was interrupted yet again, this time by Stucks Buckley, a local guy with a handlebar mustache who I’d known forever.
“Cops are messin’ this search up,” Stucks said.
“Good,” I said.
“Whaddya mean, good?” 
“Uh...I mean Good Lord I hope they stop messing this up soon!”
“A start would be investigating the Book Boys,” said Stucks. 
The Book Boys were a bunch of guys who up until recently had worked at the local book printing plant that printed college textbooks. But since kids in college don’t read anymore, bye bye book printing plant! Now the Book Boys spent their endless hours of unemployment drinking and harassing people. They were even worse than the Tube TV Boys.
I thanked Stucks for his suggestion, and then headed out to check out the public searches the police had set up for today. There were three areas being searched: the woods, the “beach” area by the river, and the Karate Center. My plan was to show up at each spot for five minutes and then say I had to go because I was spending all day at one of the other spots, and I’d do that at all three spots. So I’d only have to spend fifteen minutes total at the searches and could take the rest of the day off and catch up on my TiVo.
My plans changed, however, when I got to the first search site and saw who was searching. It was like every cute girl in Missouri had come out to the search, I guess ‘cause they’d identified with Amy. Game on.
I rolled up to a cutie in Juicy short-shorts. “Search here often?” I said, and she laughed. Ended up getting her number. Boom. My writer skills were on full display as I produced some A-level pickup lines. The one that seemed to work best was, “Looks like my
search just ended!” But my personal favorite was, “I’d like to search your woods.” 
I ended up getting 11 numbers, so in my book the woods search was a success. It was almost an off-the-charts success, because I nearly got this super-hot chick to come home with me with the line, “I still need to search my bedroom and I could really use some help.” But then her mom came to take her to high school volleyball practice. In retrospect, I should’ve worked the mom and tried for the three-way.
Stupid, Nick. Stupid.
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: September 15, 2010


 
 
That’s it, it’s settled: we’re moving back to Nick’s hometown of Carthage, Missouri.
Why? Well for one, it’s crazy cheap. And second, Nick’s mom and sister are there. Nick says he and his sister are going to start a business together, but he won’t tell me what it is. For the life of me, I can’t figure out why he’s being so secretive about it. It’s not like they’re gonna open a cat cafe or something.
I had a bit of a panic attack today thinking about how I was gonna spin this move to my friends to avoid total loss of status. I thought of telling them we were moving to Paris. But I finally decided that I just wouldn’t tell them we were moving at all.
We spent all afternoon and evening packing stuff into the U-Haul, which sounds like a pain, but I actually enjoy moving. There’s something therapeutic in packing up all your stuff and getting rid of what you don’t really need. But I didn’t tell Nick that I enjoyed it. Instead, I complained about it all day, just because I could.
It had been a while since I’d asserted my wife power and gotten the heroin-like high that comes with it, so I suddenly insisted on taking our terrible old sofa with us. Nick argued with me about it for half an hour, which just made my ultimate victory that much more satisfying. Watching him struggle as he tried to lug a giant sofa by himself down two flights of stairs was the highlight of my day.
 
 
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Three Days Gone


 
 
The number of volunteers at Find Amy Dunne headquarters had been steadily increasing day after day. But this increase was almost entirely due to an increase in the number of homeless people. A police officer had now been assigned to watch over the pastry table because certain “volunteers” had been trying to fill shopping bags with pastries, and there’d even been a couple of fistfights when the jelly donuts were brought out. Also, someone had put up a sign on the wall saying, “Please shit only in the bathroom.”
I went up to a couple of homeless guys who were manning phones for the tip line. One of them was on the phone, talking very animatedly. 
“Did we get a good tip?” I asked, pointing at the guy.
“Nah, he’s just talking to himself,” said the other guy. “He does that a lot.”
My disposable phone rang once again. I really needed to shut off this ringer.
“Hey, you wanna good tip?” said the homeless guy who’d been talking to himself. “Get a real phone.”
Now that I’d shown my face at the volunteer center, I needed to get out of there and keep working on the treasure hunt. It was very important that I complete it before the clues got moved or thrown away. Because there was a present at the end! Who knows what it could be? Maybe it was an iPad Mini, or some Beats headphones!
When I was safely out of the Days Inn and away from prying eyes, I opened up clue #2. When I’d first read it I was completely baffled, so I’d decided to sleep on it. Maybe now it would make more sense. I read it again:
 
Clue 3 is in another place

You took your coed to fuck:

The house of the famous writer

Who gave us Tom Sawyer and Huck!

 
Huh? What the hell is she talking about? Who does she think I am, a fucking World War II codebreaker? 
Ok Nick, slow down, think through this. Another place you took your coed to fuck...oh she’s talking about the girl from my class I was fucking, the same girl as in the first clue! Ok, good. But how about this last part? The house of the famous writer who gave us Tom Sawyer and Huck...think, Nick, think. Oh! Why not Google it? 
I Googled “Tom Sawyer and Huck writer” and got the name “Mark Twain.” Who? Never heard of the guy. Shit, I am fucked. But then I spotted a picture of the Mark Twain House on the search results page. Hey, I know that place! I went there once because the girl I was fucking wanted to see it for some reason. Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, that’s it! That house is the solution to Clue 2! All hail Nick Dunne, super-genius!
I hopped in the car and drove out to Hannibal, Missouri, where the Mark Twain House is located. As I drove, I wondered how Amy had known I’d had sex there with the girl from my class. But then I remembered Amy’s crazy. Note to men: if you’re going to marry a hot girl who’s crazy (i.e. a hot girl), at least make sure she has a job so she doesn’t have infinite time to follow you around.
When I got to Hannibal, I remembered how odd the town was. The entire town was basically a tourist attraction devoted to Mark Twain, but it was staffed mostly by Mexicans. On the main street, a bunch of Mexicans dressed like Mark Twain walked up and down the street saying, “Hola! Me llamo Mark Twain! Quieres un photo conmigo?” There were also little 1800s-style businesses. Hmmmm, interesting: I didn’t realize the cobbler in 1840 was named Juan and watched soccer nonstop on Univision. 
I found the Mark Twain House, bought a ticket, and went down to the basement. We’d done it inside a gigantic wash basin, and underneath the basin I found an envelope. Like the envelope in my office, this one contained two notes. I opened up the first one.
 
My love,
 
I know I’ve been a total bitch to you since we got married. But that’s going to stop. Here’s one change I’m making immediately: I agree to your long-standing request that I pick up girls and bring them back for a three-way, and I won’t complain during the three-way when you’re really just hooking up with the other girl and not me.

 

Xo,
Amy
 
She was once again using the treasure hunt to win me back. And in spite of myself, it was working. Because I was a guy, and guys are genetically programmed to buy into every promise a hot girl makes, no matter how unrealistic the promise actually is. 
I put the other note into my pocket without reading it. Trying to figure out another clue would be too much mental strain for one day.
 
I headed back to Go’s, where I was staying semi-permanently because my house was still a crime scene. I was sitting on the couch watching TV when Go walked in, looking exhausted. When she saw me lounging on the couch, she didn’t look particularly pleased. 
“Hope you enjoyed your field trip,” she said.
“Rough day?” I said.
“You try running a cat cafe by yourself and managing 60 cat personalities. Plus, three of the cats called in sick, so we were shorthanded.” 
My non-disposable cellphone rang. I answered it.
“Hey Nick, it’s Boney. Sorry to bother you so late, but there’s some new information I think you need to know.”
“What is it?” I said, hoping it would involve Amy and the phrase “never coming back.”
“Looks like Amy was afraid of you, Nick.”
“Huh? Why do you say that?”
“UPS delivered a package for Amy at your house today. We opened it up...and found a bazooka.”
 
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: October 16, 2010


 
 
Happy anniversary to me! It’s been one full month as a Missouri resident, and to mark the occasion Nick’s mom is hosting a housewarming party at our house. Even though we don’t know many people in town, there are a lot of guests, because Nick’s mom knows everyone from her days working in the mall at Landlinez. As I’m sure you recall, Landlinez was THE place for corded phones, and all the women in town went there because the phones on display had free long distance. (They never advertised this fact but I suspect it was intentional.) Like Nick, however, Nick’s mom lost her job when her industry died. Landlinez did briefly try to save itself by merging with Blackberry Barn, but I think we all know how that went.
Once the housewarming party gets going and I start interacting with the guests, I’m quickly reminded why I never wanted to move to Missouri in the first place. These people have never seen civilization.
 
“Honey, look, she’s got email on her phone!”
 
“What the—is that an ice cream sandwich made with cookies???”
 
“Holy crap, that phone’s got a camera on it!”
 
“Honey, they get their TV through the wall!”
 
“Well, I’ll be! There’s soda with no sugar in it!”
 
Aside from increasing my hatred of humanity, the party initially goes well. Too well, in fact. So I start complaining to Nick about something stupid—I don’t even remember what—and then storm out of the house. Nick loses either way. If he comes after me he’s a doormat. And if he doesn’t, I get to give him crap about being inconsiderate. 
I’m really good at this whole wife thing.
 



NICK DUNNE: Four Days Gone


 
 
I met Boney and Gilpin for breakfast at IHOP because they wanted to talk again, and also because I’d figured out I could get free meals if we had our meetings at restaurants. Actually, I always ordered way more than I could eat and brought the rest home, so it was like getting two free meals.
“Just because she bought a bazooka doesn’t mean she was afraid of me,” I said.
“Uh, Nick, Amy didn’t just buy a bazooka,” said Boney. “She also bought nunchucks and body armor and a crossbow and a stun gun and a book called How to Protect Yourself From Your Husband Who Wants to Kill You.”
“Huh. Well that explains that credit card charge from Nunchucks ‘N Things.”
The waitress brought over our food. She clearly recognized me from the news coverage and thought I’d killed Amy. When she’d taken our order, she asked if I wanted the “Rooty Tooty Fresh ‘N Murder,” and then asked if I wanted my eggs “scrambled, fried, or murdered.”
I looked down at my pancakes. Instead of the happy face in whipped cream they usually draw, there was a dead face with Xs where the eyes should be.
“Nick, we also want to ask you about the big argument you had with Amy the night before she disappeared,” said Gilpin.
“What argument?” 
“Your neighbor Noelle Hawthorne said she heard you arguing,” Gilpin said. “What were you arguing about?”
“Uh...lobster karate.” It was the first two things I thought of.
“That’s funny, Nick, because Noelle actually recorded the argument and it sounds like it’s about something much different than lobster karate.” Gilpin pulled out a portable voice recorder and hit play. On the recording I could clearly be heard shouting, “I swear, Amy, I will kill you! And I’ll make it look like you were kidnapped and they’ll never find you and I’ll get off scot-free!”
“Oh come on,” I said. “What couple doesn’t have that argument like twice a month?”
“And where are you with the treasure hunt?” Boney said.
I threw up my hands in frustration. “The clues are so harrrrrd,” I said. “The last one had a reference to this person ‘Mark Twain.’ They’re getting to the point where they’re basically unsolvable.”
I told Boney and Gilpin I’d keep working on the treasure hunt, but that I’d forgotten to bring clue 3 to breakfast. Which was a lie. I’d brought it, but I just didn’t want them solving the clues before me and finding my Beats headphones.
As soon as breakfast was over and Boney and Gilpin were gone, I pulled out the envelope containing clue 3. As usual, there were two notes inside. The first note read:
 
Dearest husband,
 
Fine, I will do anal.
 
Xo,
Amy
 
Damn her! She knew my exact weaknesses! I told myself to stay strong and not give in, then opened the other note which contained the clue.
 
Don’t you feel guilty for bringing her here?

You must admit it seems a bit queer

To do it doggystyle with your coed whore

In the Idiotic Amy section of the local bookstore.

 
After staring at this clue for a couple of hours, I’d finally figured out that it was most likely telling me to check out the Idiotic Amy section of the local bookstore. I drove over there and started going through the Idiotic Amy books page-by-page, looking for the next clue. The problem was, the store had just gotten in a huge shipment of Idiotic Amy books, because they were selling like hotcakes since Amy disappeared. An even bigger problem is that I was having another outbreak of massive diarrhea. This had started a few days ago when I’d eaten some Frito pie that one of the women volunteers at Find Amy headquarters had given me. I should’ve realized that Frito pie would cause diarrhea, since it basically is diarrhea. 
I took my huge stack of Idiotic Amy books into the bathroom with me because I didn’t want to leave them unattended and have someone else purchase the one with the clue in it. I was sitting on the toilet paging through a copy of Idiotic Amy and the Time She Asked an Amputee Where His Arm Was, when finally an envelope appeared. I went to grab it but it slipped and fell down towards the toilet, and in a panic I reached for it with both hands and dropped the book, which fell into the toilet.
Suddenly there was a loud knock on the door of the stall. “Security!” a voice said. “We heard there was somebody taking large qualities of merchandise into the restroom. Could you open up please?”
A couple hours later, I was on Go’s couch with Go watching breaking news coverage of “Nick Dunne’s Fetish Crime!” in which Nick Dunne took a shit on an Idiotic Amy book just days after murdering his wife. 
“This doesn’t look particularly good,” said Go. 
“Actually, I think it humanizes me,” I said.
“Nick. You need to start working on your image. There’s potential jurors out there watching this.”
Go was right. I’d been taking a beating in the press lately. At least they hadn’t found out that I’d been cheating on my wife with one of my students. Or that I’d briefly been in Al Qaeda.
My disposable phone buzzed. Andie was trying to reach me again. Andie was the student I’d been fucking, and I’d bought the disposable to communicate with her in secret.
When I checked the phone, I saw that Andie had posted a new Tweet 15 seconds ago. It was a selfie of her standing outside Go’s front door in lingerie, with the caption, “Heading inside to fuck my teacher Mr. Dunne!”
And then there was a knock at the door.
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: April 28, 2011


 
 
Today I was nosing through Nick’s computer looking at all his personal files and email, which I do twice a day. And I found a book proposal.
 
Married to a Bitch Who’s 15 Pounds Overweight will especially resonate with Gen X males, but will also appeal to any male who’s married to a woman who’s a bitch or 15 pounds overweight.



In Married to a Bitch Who’s 15 Pounds Overweight, I will detail:

–My wife being a bitch

–My wife being 15 pounds overweight

–How terrible my life is being married to a bitch who’s 15 pounds overweight

 
There was more to the proposal, but I didn’t have time to read it because I had to go to the blood plasma donation place with Nick’s mom and her friends. I didn’t actually give any plasma. Instead, I intentionally fainted right before I was supposed to give plasma, because “I get freaked out by blood.” I therefore got all the credit of going to donate plasma without actually having to do it. 
Idiotic Amy? More like Idiotic Everyone Who Actually Gives Plasma.




 
 



NICK DUNNE: Four Days Gone


 
 
Fortunately Go hadn’t heard the knocking on the door because she’d gone to wash up and get ready for bed. Once she was safely in her bedroom, I let Andie in.
“Hi Mr. Dunne!” Andie said. “Like my outfit?” I noticed she’d cut out the part of the lingerie that would normally be covering her boobs.
“You need to leave,” I said. “And you also need to delete that Tweet immediately.”
She looked at her phone. “No use now,” she said. “It’s already been retweeted 7,000 times.”
Hooking up with Andie had been easier to accomplish than I thought it would be. When I first started teaching at the community college, I formulated a strategy: I’d give all the hot girls Ds to see if any of them would bite and ask to “do something for extra credit.” It was a genius plan, because since it was a community college a lot of the girls were on financial aid, which requires them to maintain a B average. So if girls had sex with you to raise their grade, they’d essentially be paid to do so. But you didn’t have to pay anything. It was like state-subsidized free prostitution.
The first time we had sex was when Andie came to my office hours. Guys: if you teach or TA, and a girl comes to your office hours, she wants to hook up. If a girl actually cared about the material and had done the reading, she’d be so far ahead of rest of the students that she’s not gonna bother talking to you. And the girls who don’t care about the material certainly aren’t gonna spend their free time with you discussing the class. So if a girl comes to office hours, she wants to hook up.
Whenever I’d tell one of my friends about Andie, they’d always ask, “How was the sex?” This is the stupidest question ever. It was great, of course. Because it was sex with a college girl. Guys who claim they had sex with a college girl and it wasn’t that great are just making themselves feel better because they couldn’t keep the girl interested and now she won’t fuck them anymore. 
I told Andie again that she needed to leave Go’s, but she blackmailed me by taking off her clothes, which forced me to hook up with her. She tasted like butterscotch. But that might’ve been because I had a butterscotch sundae right before she came over.
Finally, I managed to get her out of the house. As soon as she left, Go came out of her bedroom, looking really pissed.
“Nicoflavius Dunne,” she said, using my real first name, which she only used when she was really mad at me. “Tonight, you have crossed a line. Because from this night forward, you’re a man who cheats on his sister. You can’t ever undo that.” And then she stomped back to her room and slammed the door.
Awk-warrrrd.
 
I couldn't sleep, so I turned on the TV and was greeted by the face of Dr. Banjay Rupta, host of Dr. Rupta’s Office, a show on one of the big cable news networks. Dr. Rupta was an optometrist by trade, and he’d first started out on the network reporting on eye medicine. But because he was a doctor, the network gradually started using him as an “expert” on all kinds of medical matters, and then gave him his own show where he held forth authoritatively on any topic whatsoever. Tonight on Dr. Rupta’s Office, Dr. Rupta was focusing on one topic only: Where’s Amy?
After a few minutes of discussion about the crime scene, the show shifted its focus to me. They began playing a montage of recent remarks I’d made in front of the cameras:
 
“These past few days have been the best days of my life.”



“Honey, if you’re out there...please don’t come back.”



“Which do you think I should use, Tinder or OkCupid?”

 
They finished by showing the clip of me drawing an overweight body on Amy’s head on the “Find Amy” poster. I laughed again when I saw the clip. It really never gets old.
The special guest during the segment was one of the women whose number I’d gotten during the search. I’d called her the next night, and she’d come over to the Days Inn and given me an hj behind the ice machine. 
 
DR. RUPTA:  Can you describe what Nick Dunne’s demeanor was on the night you hung out with him?

WOMAN:  Uh, demeanor?

DR. RUPTA:  Yes, describe it for us.

WOMAN:  Um...hard?

 
The rest of the interview was similarly enlightening. So enlightening that it put me to sleep, which was a good thing, because the next day I had to get up early to go visit Desi Collings.
 
Desi lived in a McMansion in a tony St. Louis suburb. I thought the house might be creepy inside, but when I walked in I was pleasantly surprised to see the walls covered with lovely photos of Desi and his wife, as well as pictures of Desi’s two children, a son and daughter. But then when I looked at the photos more closely, I realized they were all photos of Desi and Amy, from grade school all the way up until now. 
Desi was well dressed and good-looking — clearly the kind of guy who thinks being well dressed and good looking will get a girl to hook up with you eventually if you spend enough time in the friend zone.
“Nice to meet you, Nick,” said Desi. “Amy’s told me so much about you.”
Amy had only been able to tell him “so much” about me because they’d hung out “so much.” It saddened me to think of this guy wasting his entire life in the friend zone. I just wanted to shake him into sanity and tell him how things worked with guys and girls. But I had to stay on topic.
“Great to meet you as well,” I said. “So I came here because I had to ask you a couple very important questions. This is completely confidential, by the way. I’ll never tell another soul, I swear on my life. I just need to know: did you kill Amy?”
“What? Of course not!”
“Did you kidnap Amy?”
“No!”
“Did you do anything to Amy that would make it so that I never have to see her again?”
“Nope.”
“Shit,” I said. “Well thanks for your time.” I went to leave, but Desi stopped me.
“Hey Nick, if you do find Amy, could you give her a message for me?”
“Sure.”
“Tell her that if she wants someone to accompany her for some shoe shopping or brunch, I’m totally down.”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: June 26, 2011


 
 
After much deliberation, I’ve decided to kill myself.
Now hold on, before you go start calling the suicide prevention hotline, just let me explain. I’m not really gonna kill myself. I’m just gonna disappear and make it look like Nick killed me. It’s gonna be so fun! I get to leave Missouri, and Nick gets to go to jail.
What, this seems cruel to you? Unbelievably mean? Wouldn’t I have to be a completely awful person to even think such a thing?
Well I’ve got a confession to make: I am completely awful. If you thought otherwise, that’s because you, like pretty much the entire male population, is under the delusion that the Hot And Not Completely Awful Girl exists.
Every guy wants the Hot And Not Completely Awful Girl. They think it’s actually possible that a girl can be hot and not be completely awful. So hot girls like me are forced into living a charade, into pretending we’re not completely awful just to get a guy. I initially didn’t play along. The idea of being a Hot And Not Completely Awful Girl offended me. I’d see men—friends, co-workers, strangers—dating these hot girls that weren’t being completely awful, and I’d want to grab these men by their lapels and say, “The bitch isn’t making your life a miserable hell yet because she’s pretending!” But they never would’ve listened. 
For years, I waited and waited for guys to wise up, because I didn’t want to live this lie of not being completely awful just to have a boyfriend. But it never happened. So when it finally became apparent that I had to have a boyfriend to win the hot girl status game, the charade began. My first few years with Nick, I wasn’t completely awful. I’d have sex with him on occasion. I’d decide what restaurant to go to or what movie to see once in a while without making it into a giant fight. I’d periodically respect our budget and not make him buy me things we couldn’t afford. But this was just Hot And Not Completely Awful Girl bullshit. 
It had to stop eventually. There was a Real Amy in there, and I knew that one day Real Amy would need to come back out.
That day was today.
Ok, gotta run! Need to start framing a murder!
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Five Days Gone


 
 
When I checked my messages after leaving Desi’s, there was one from Gilpin: “Hi Nick, we need to ask you some more questions. Meet you at your house at four, okay?” I could tell it was serious, because it was the first time Gilpin hadn’t said “pretty pretty pretty pleeeeeease” when asking me to meet. (“Nick, I’m sooooo sorry to bother you, but is there annnnny chance you could meet us for breakfast so we could ask you a few things? Pretty pretty pretty pleeeeeease?”)
I headed back to the house and sat down with Gilpin and Boney in the living room. The summer motorboat show—a parade of powerful large boats speeding down the river—was taking place just outside, and because of the constant motorboat noise we had to all sit on the same couch to even hear each other. Also, every minute or so a wake from a passing boat tossed the house up and down several feet.
“Look Nick,” said Boney, “the thing is, besides you, we’re kinda running out of suspects.”
“Well what about this guy?” I said, pointing at Gilpin. “Older creepy dude, owns a gun, probably hasn’t hooked up with many hot girls, if any, and thus has a deep resentment toward any reasonably attractive girl for perceived injustices.” I looked at Gilpin. “Am I right?”
“No comment,” he said.
Then I pointed at Boney. “And let’s not forget about his lesbian partner, full of rage at Amy Elliott, the straight girl she couldn’t turn gay,” I said.
“I’m not a lesbian,” Boney said.
“Sure, and you’re not a murderer, either.”
“Nick, there’s no need to be defensive,” Gilpin said. “We want to clear you of this. We just need some more information.”
“I’ll give you whatever you need,” I said.
“Let’s start with the morning your wife went missing,” he said.
“Right, the morning when I was at the beach and at a karate lesson and hang gliding and shooting a major motion picture with Keanu Reeves.”
Gilpin sighed. “You still can’t recall anyone seeing you at any of these places? It would really help if we could cross this one teeny-weeny thing off our list. You know, the itsy-bitsy teeny-tiny thing about you doing something else that morning besides killing your wife.”
“I really wish I could tell you there’s someone who saw me, but I’m not going to lie to you. I’m just not the kind of person who lies. Oh by the way, Keanu says hi.”
Gilpin and Boney gave each other a look. They were clearly worried that I was outmaneuvering them.
“Oh and speaking of Keanu Reeves,” I said, “how about checking out that guy? Big star, thinks he’s above the law, maybe was on some coke-fueled rampage...”
“You know it’s strange,” Boney said. “We mentioned you shooting a major motion picture with Keanu Reeves to a number of people, and they were all...surprised, let’s put it that way. Said that didn’t sound like you.”
I shrugged. “I mean, do I go and make major motion pictures all day? No. But do I go out in the morning and shoot a scene or two? Sure.”
“Hey, perhaps this might help,” said Gilpin. “Could you give us the name of your karate teacher? Then we could call him and have him confirm you were at the lesson.”
“I have no idea what his name is,” I said. “I’m doing this special karate class where the teacher is behind a screen and you never meet him face to face. The thinking is if you don’t see him, then nothing gets in the way of the ideas he’s conveying to you.”
“Look Nick,” said Boney, “the point here is that we can’t confirm your alibi for where you were the morning Amy disappeared, and that’s a problem.”
“But that’s not your only problem,” said Gilpin. “You see, Nick, we’ve seen a lot of home invasions.”
“Because you’ve committed them,” I said.
“And Nick, this home invasion...”—he gestured at the living room which was still in disarray—“it just doesn’t look right.”
“What are you talking about? It looks exactly how an invasion by somebody besides me should look.”
“Ask yourself this, Nick: why are the books lying on the floor behind the end table rather than in front of it?” said Boney. “From the angle the table fell, the books should be in front, not behind.”
“We’ve got a missing woman here and you’re worried about books?” I said. “No wonder she’s still missing!”
“Nick, those photos on the mantle stayed upright during the struggle, right?” said Gilpin. “But watch this.” He stamped his foot on the floor, and all the photos fell over.
“Oh my god you can do magic? That was friggin’ incredible! Hey can you do that one where—”
“And Nick, you know how that piano was supposedly flipped upside down in the struggle?” said Boney. “I’d like you to go over there and try to flip it right side up.”
“It is right said up,” I said.
“Huh?”
“In 2001 I went to this Elton John concert where during the final number Elton’s piano turns upside down and he plays it that way flying through the air. Coolest fucking thing I ever saw. So I installed this piano upside down so I could do the same thing. See?” I went over and slid under the piano and started playing it. The only thing I knew how to play was chopsticks, but I sang the lyrics to “Crocodile Rock” over it.
“Nick, did you do any housecleaning the day Amy went missing?” said Gilpin.
“‘Housecleaning?’ What’s that?”
“You sure you didn’t clean, Nick? Because our techs found traces of Amy’s blood on the kitchen floor.”
“She messed up my new kitchen floor? No! NOOOOOO! Just take the whole house now. I don’t want it anymore.”
“So you see, Nick, it’s not just your alibi that’s a problem,” said Boney. “The crime scene’s a problem, too. But there’s a third problem for you: just a couple weeks ago, you increased Amy’s life insurance policy to two million dollars. Why’d you do that, Nick?”
“I did it because I knew by the time she died and I was single again I’d be too old to get hot girls, so I wanted to have enough to afford hot hookers.”
“There’s a fourth problem as well, Nick—”
“You know, I’m getting a little tired of your ‘problems’ and your ‘questions about what happened,’” I said. “I think it’s time for me to get a lawyer.” 
Boney and Gilpin gave each other another look. “Whatever you say, Nick,” said Boney, and they got up to leave.
“Yeah, that’s right, get the fuck out. Mi casa,” I said, and slammed the door after they left. But a second later, I opened the door again. 
“Hey, you guys know any good lawyers?”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: July 30, 2011


 
 
Rule #1 of framing someone for murder: Everything is like five times more difficult than you think it’ll be.
Today I go to the gun store to ask about buying a gun, so that when I disappear it’ll look like I was afraid of Nick. Simple, right?
Except that it’s not simple, ‘cause I’m in Missouri. You know how in some states it’s hard to buy a gun? In Missouri, it’s hard to not buy a gun. If you walk in and ask about a gun, and then say you don’t want to buy it, they’ll keep lowering the price, and eventually they’ll just give it to you and say you can pay them later if you want. And if you still insist on not taking the gun, they’ll think you’re one of those leftie filmmakers making some anti-gun documentary about how easy it is to buy a gun in Missouri. They actually put you in a registry if you don’t buy a gun after asking about one. 
So now I have this gun, and I have no idea what to do with it. And it turns out it won’t even help convince people that I was afraid of Nick, because practically everyone in Missouri has a gun. So now I have to step it up a level and look into military-grade armaments. On the bright side, I finally have an excuse to use that $100 gift certificate for bazookas.com.
 
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Six Days Gone


 
 
The night after my living room interview with Boney and Gilpin, there was a candlelight vigil for Amy in the town square. Go signed me up to speak there because she thought it’d be a good opportunity to rehabilitate my image. My image definitely needed some rehabilitation, because the media was continuing to batter me. Their newest thing was turning up purported “items of concern,” like the utterly irrelevant fact that in high school I was voted Most Likely to Kill His Wife. 
There was a good side to all the media coverage, however: business at the cat cafe was booming. We’d hired three more baristas and 23 more cats. (Unfortunately these weren’t great cafe cats — they kept shedding on the biscotti.) Also, the cafe was now being sponsored by Fancy Feast. You’d think they might not want to sponsor a business co-owned by an alleged murderer, but I guess when it comes to cat food marketing there are only so many opportunities.
The town square was packed for the vigil, and there were TV vans everywhere. When it was my turn to speak I walked up to the microphone and looked out at the crowd, and I was a bit thrown by seeing Amy’s face everywhere on people’s T-shirts. Most of the shirts said COME BACK AMY and WE MISS YOU, but one of them said I WENT TO SEARCH FOR AMY DUNNE AND ALL I FOUND WAS THIS STUPID T-SHIRT.
I took out my prepared speech (unlike previous speeches, I’d actually written something in advance this time) and began to speak.
“Hi everyone. Thank you so, so much for coming out, I really appreciate it. As you know, my wife Amy is missing. Amy is my partner in every way, and I am incomplete without her. I miss her every second of every minute of every day, and I just want her to come home. Pause look left look right don’t smile especially don’t convey you’re happy Amy’s gone and that you pray every night she won’t come back and that you’d like to give her murderer a medal...”
Oops. That was supposed to be stage direction.
There was a loud chorus of boos. Go gave me the “cut it short” sign, chopping at her throat. But before I could finish, our neighbor Noelle Hawthorne had come out of the crowd and approached the stage.
“Hey, Nick!” she yelled. “I got a question for you!”
“Then you should raise your hand and wait and see if I call on you,” I said.
“Where’s your wife, Nick?” she yelled. “Where’s your pregnant wife?”
There was a collective gasp from the crowd.
I chuckled. “Pregnant? That’s impossible. I never came inside her. I only came on her face and on her tits. Oh also in her butt when she wasn’t being a bitch and was letting us have anal like normal people.”
I could feel the hostility of the crowd as they surged forward in anger. Go grabbed me and dragged me off the stage. As she did so, I could hear the questions shouted from the reporters:
“Nick, did you know Amy was pregnant?”
“Nick, had you chosen a name for the baby?”
“Nick, when you came on her face did she flinch or did she take it like a pro?”
I was about to complain about Amy’s constant flinching when Go shoved me into her car and drove away.
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: September 2, 2011


 
 
Next up on Amy’s Murder-Framing To Do List? Fake a pregnancy!
Why should I be satisfied with the public hating Nick for murdering his beautiful, innocent wife, when they could really hate him for murdering his beautiful, innocent, pregnant wife? It seemed like a no-brainer.
Faking my own pregnancy should not have been that hard. My plan was pretty simple: since my neighbor Noelle is pregnant, just get some of her pee, and use it as my own pee on a pregnancy test. No problem, right?
So I invited Noelle over one day for some lemonade. I’d turned off the toilet, so that when she inevitably had to pee, she wouldn’t be able to flush, and voila, I’d have my pregnant pee!
The problem is, I didn’t factor in that Noelle would come over right after eating a giant lunch. And that as soon as she walked in she’d have to take a giant shit.
So of course, as soon as Noelle walks in she says she needs to use the bathroom, and I tell her “the toilet isn’t working so don’t flush,” and then she shits and doesn’t pee, and so now we have to sit there making chit-chat and drinking lemonade while the entire house smells like shit.
What’s worse, I hadn’t factored in that Noelle has an enormous bladder from constantly drinking so much beer. So it takes forever for her to have to pee. 
And finally, to top it all off, when Noelle finally does pee, I have to collect the pee from a bowl of shit.
Note to self: next time you fake a pregnancy, make allowance for shit.
 



NICK DUNNE: Seven Days Gone


 
 
It was time. 
Somehow, through no fault of my own, I had become the prime suspect in my wife’s disappearance. So I needed to get a lawyer. Today. And that lawyer was going to have to be the best of the best, the man I wished I didn’t need but knew I had to have.
Tanner Bolt.
I knew of Tanner Bolt—heck, everybody knew of Tanner Bolt—from his high profile cases on TV. He’d defended some of the most famous celebrities accused of doing some of the most heinous things. And he always came out on top. Which is why last night after the candlelight vigil I’d jumped on a red eye to New York, and I was now sitting in the waiting room of Tanner Bolt’s office on the top floor of a skyscraper on 57th Street.
Tanner was so famous that he wouldn’t even take a meeting until you’d already paid his $100,000 fee and hired him. I’d wired everything in my bank account, which didn’t quite cover it, so Tanner Bolt LLP was now the proud owner of a 50% stake in a cat cafe. But if it kept me out of jail it was worth it.
When I’d first walked into Tanner’s office the pretty black receptionist had given me an odd look. I initially thought she was judging me for killing Amy. But then I noticed a pattern: every new person I saw working at the office was black, and every one of them gave me the same odd look.
I didn’t realize what was going on until I went to the bathroom, which was at the end of a long hall. The walls of the hall were covered with photos of Tanner’s famous cases. As I was walking down the hall looking at the photos one after the other, it finally hit me: all of Tanner’s clients were black. And all of his defenses of his clients were built on the fact that they were black, and were victims of racial discrimination, or institutional prejudice, or whatever.
I was about to ask the receptionist what their refund policy was when a door opened and another attractive black person appeared. “Nick Dunne?” she said.
“Yep, that’s me,” I said.
After the requisite odd look, she led me into Tanner’s office and sat me at a chair across from a desk, where Tanner was reading through some files. “Tanner, Nick Dunne is here.”
Tanner looked up from his files and just froze for a good 15 seconds. Then he smiled and reached out to shake my hand like everything was perfectly normal.
“Tanner Bolt,” he said.
“Nick Dunne, nice to meet you,” I said.
“Nick, look: I win. I win unwinnable cases.”
“Cool,” I said.
“For black people.”
“So...you’re not going to represent me?” I asked.
“And give back $100,000? Fuck no. I’m just warning you, it’s gonna be tough.”
“Right, because of all the circumstantial evidence against me.” I said.
“No, because you’re not black. We don’t have the race card to play here. That’s like playing poker without any aces. Or kings. Or queens or jacks or tens or nines or eights and only like two of the sevens.”
“So what do we do?”
“Well first, you’ve got to be completely open with me, and tell me absolutely everything,” he said. “We need to assume everything will get leaked, and there can’t be any surprises.”
Everything? I thought. I had a vision of people finding out I often masturbated while watching women’s golf.
“Also, we’ve got to keep the support of Amy’s parents,” he said. “How are things between you and them?”
“I haven’t spoken to them since a few days after Amy hopefully was murdered.”
“No, Nick. You need to say Amy wasn’t murdered, especially not hopefully.”
“Not hopefully murdered, gotcha,” I said.
“We also need to start working on your image by getting some positive stuff out there. What nice things have you done for Amy in the last year or so?”
“You know...ate her out, made her come, bought her a load of shit.”
“Nick, romantic things.”
“Fine,” I said. “Ate her out tenderly, bought her a load of expensive shit.”
“Come on, Nick, work with me here. Think. I’m sure you’ve done something nice for her recently.”
“No, I haven’t,” I said. “That’s why she’s still with me. She’s a hot girl, remember?”
“Well make something up then. Ok, next thing: have you ever cheated on Amy?”
“Of course.”
“Well I’ll need every detail. Specifically, details about what the girls’ bodies are like and what sex stuff they like to do. If you have any nude photos that would be a big help, and if you have actual sex tapes of them that could be the thing that wins us the case. By the way, you’re not cheating now, are you? Since she disappeared?”
I put my head down like a kid caught stealing from the cookie jar.
“You are?”
“I couldn’t help it. She’s a college girl, a student in one of my classes.”
“So you actually had sex with her while your wife was missing?”
“Yeah.”
Tanner stared at me for a long beat.
“I like you, Nick Dunne. I like you a lot.”
He stood up and walked over to a mini-fridge. “Clamato?” he asked. I’d never understood Clamato. What is it, exactly? Is it like V8? Do you taste the tomato more, or the clams? Why would anyone think clams taste good with tomato anyway? Is it supposed to be healthy? I kept meaning to look it up on the web every time I saw it, but I always forgot.
“No thanks,” I said.
“Well look Nick, I know this is gonna be tough to hear, but it’s time for some hard reality: you’ve got to cut it off with the college girl.”
“Dude, no way!”
“I know it’s hard giving that up. But if this whole thing goes well you’ll be famous and swimming in pussy. And not just Missouri pussy. We’re talking LA and New York pussy.”
It was strange: once Tanner explained how I’d get even better pussy after this was all over, I immediately accepted cutting things off with Andie without mourning her in the slightest.
Tanner wrapped up our meeting by giving me some talking points to study and saying he’d be flying to Missouri tomorrow to set up shop. He also said it was of the utmost importance that I get some naked pictures of Andie in a cheerleader outfit. I assured him I would and walked out, feeling a thousand times better than when I’d walked in.
 



Part Two: BOY MEETS BITCH
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: The Day Of


 
 
Tra and la! I’m dead! 
Of course technically, I’m only missing. But as far as everyone else is concerned, I’m dead. Hot girls don’t go missing for a few days then turn up without a scratch. Average-looking girls, maybe. Ugly girls, all the time. But if a hot girl goes missing for even like an hour, you might as well start making funeral arrangements. 
I’ve taken multiple precautions to make sure no one will find me. Not the least of which is my getaway vehicle: a Segway. They might go looking for a getaway car, but nobody will look for a getaway Segway. That’s because no one’s ever used a getaway Segway before.
It was a bit shady obtaining the Segway without leaving a paper trail. I’d found an ad for one insanely cheap on Craigslist, and I ended up buying it from a guy in a Walmart parking lot late at night who had a truck loaded with Segways. To top it off, he pronounced it “Sej-way.” Hey, I’m not gonna ask, and I don’t wanna know. 
I left Carthage before sunrise and have been cruising along for several hours now. At one point I look in the rearview mirror, Carthage 43 miles behind me, my husband facing a lifetime of being raped in prison, and I just marvel at how easy it’s been. But maybe I’m not giving myself enough credit here. The reason it’s been so easy is because I prepared so well. I pull out my giant checklist and look at the unbroken series of black lines crossing off the various items, and I feel an enormous sense of pride.
Item 18: Cut self and put blood on kitchen floor. Check.
Item 26: Order bazooka, and remember to choose Free Super Saver Shipping at checkout. Check.
Item 41: Make suhweeeeeeet mixtape for Segway ride: some Counting Crows, a little Train, can’t forget Mumford & Sons! Check.
There are only a couple of items left, and I’m about to take care of one of them. I pull into a gas station just off the interstate, and head into the bathroom. I make sure it’s locked, pull out my scissors, and take one last look at my usual hairdo. Time for a little trim! I start snipping at the edges but I’m feeling uninspired, so to get into the mood I put on some salon-quality house music. Boom-chick boom-chick boom-chick! Yeah, that’s more like it. I start getting into it. Really really into it. Work those scissors, girl! Snip snip snip! This hairdresser’s on fire! Finally the song ends, and I check out my handiwork in the mirror.
I’m completely bald.
Maybe the people I yell at in Supercuts aren’t so bad at this after all.
 
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Seven Days Gone


 
 
 
On the plane ride back from New York, I’d studied clue 4 for so long I’d memorized it.
 
It’s time for clue 4, the one after clue 3,

In which I reveal the location of your gift from me!

It isn’t in the closet like chess or checkers,

It’s where you store goodies for playing with your pecker.

 
Amy had taken mercy on me and made this final clue a little easier. She was clearly talking about the woodshed behind Go’s house where I kept my extra porn. I’d accumulated so much porn that I’d run out of room in my house to store any more. Every nook and cranny was filled with it: under the sink, behind pieces of furniture, in the crisper drawer of the fridge. But Go had this rickety storehouse in the backyard she never used, so I asked if I could use it. She said I could, as long as I didn’t actually jerk off to the porn in there.
As soon as my plane landed I headed directly to Go’s. I was filled with nervous anticipation as Go and I approached the shed and I opened the door. Would this be the day I finally got Beats headphones like the rest of the world? Would they make my favorite songs sound even better than they have before, and make me feel like I’ve never really heard the songs until now?
When I looked inside, however, I had to lean against the wall to catch my breath.
“Oh my god,” I said. “She’s been buying stuff with my credit card.”
The storehouse was completely filled, all 720 cubic feet of it, with porn. And also a set of golf clubs shoved into an opening in the porn.
“Holy shit,” said Go. “You mean she ordered all of this and secretly put it in here?”
“Well not all of it,” I said. “Some of it’s mine.”
“How much is yours?”
I made a gesture which encompassed everything but the golf clubs.
“Wait, you’re saying she bought just the golf clubs?”
“Can you believe it?” I said. “Can you believe that my wife went on a crazy shopping spree and bought golf clubs on my credit card? This is identity theft!”
Then in a flash, it all came together: Amy was framing me. The police would find the newly purchased, hidden golf clubs, and assume I’d bought the clubs to use after I murdered my wife. Just like they’d found the “signs of a struggle” in the living room that Amy left for them, and found the blood on the kitchen floor that Amy put there. “Shit, I am fucked,” I said.
“Because the police are gonna find these golf clubs and conclude you’re the murderer?” Go asked.
“No, because the police are gonna find this porn and confiscate it,” I said. “All my good DP scenes are in here! Hey, do you have an extra external hard drive I could burn some of this shit onto?”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: The Day Of


 
 
 
Item 12 on my Murder-Framing To Do List had been to buy a bunch of leisure activity-related stuff on Nick’s credit card, so everyone would think he’d been preparing for the good life after he killed me. You know, fishing gear, a jet ski, the works. What I didn’t realize is that due to the amount of porn Nick had bought, he only had $175 left on all of his credit lines combined. So I had to settle for buying a single set of used golf clubs. And not even a whole set — I could only afford the irons. 
But some parts of the plan had gone even better than expected. I’d planned on renting some cheap little cabin in the Ozarks where no one would bother me and I could hide out for a while, but on the way there I’d noticed a 24 Hour FitClub. It was one of the ones that’s really open 24 hours, not one of the bullshit ones that closes at 9 and should be called 16 Hour FitClub. I realized that the price of a monthly membership there was way less than it would be to rent a cabin, and plus I’d have cable TV, wireless, a jacuzzi, a steam room, unlimited clean towels, and a gym membership to boot!
You might think that finding a place to sleep at 24 Hour FitClub would be an issue, but it’s really not that hard. Just go into a shower stall and close the curtain, turn on the water and leave it running, and boom, you’ve got your eight hours of privacy.
After a couple of days of living large at 24 Hour FitClub, I start wondering why more people don’t do this. I mean geezus, your rent can be 45 bucks a month! But as I begin to see the same faces at the gym more and more, I realize I’m not the first person to have had this idea. Next time you’re in a 24 Hour FitClub at midnight, look around. Nine out of every ten people you see are living there. 
Oh and by the way, if you’re a member of 24 Hour FitClub and not living there, a word of advice: please don’t sing in the shower. Some of us are trying to sleep.
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Seven Days Gone


 
 
I’d had to phone my world famous lawyer, hours after I’d hired him, and say the words that I was sure would make him regret ever taking my case: “I think my wife is framing me.” But all Tanner said in response was, “Did you get any naked pictures of the college girl yet?”
Tanner also wanted to talk some strategy, but I told him that I needed to get off the phone because that college girl was actually on her way over to have sex. “What?” Tanner said. “Nick fucking Dunne, you need to end this shit right now!”
“But she said we could do babysitter role play,” I pleaded. Tanner wasn’t having it, though. And he was right. I had to end it tonight.
A few minutes later, Andie arrived, greeting me at the door by saying, “Hi, I’m here for the babysitting job?”
“Uh, Andie,” I said, “we need to talk.”
“Right, about my rates,” she said. “Normally it’s $15 an hour. But for $30 an hour I’ll give you the deluxe babysitting package.” And then she started unbuttoning my pants.
“No Andie, we have to talk, for real.” 
“What’s wrong?” she said.
As Tanner had advised me, this needed to be handled exactly right. The key was to break up with her without getting her so pissed that she’d go public. I started reciting the scripted words Tanner had made me memorize.
“What up what up girl! Yo you be da shiznit, but things are gettin’ all crazy up in here and you gotta step off, aight?”
“What? Why are you talking like that?” Andie said.
It wasn’t working. Thanks a lot, Tanner. I’d just have to improvise.
“Look Andie, what I’m trying to say is, we can’t see each other right now.”
Andie’s lip quivered. “For how long?” she said.
“For a lonnnnng time,” I said. “At least until this all blows over.”
She looked like she was about to cry.
“Look Nick, I need to know: once this is over, are you still committed to me? At least until I get all the required credits for my major?”
“Yes,” I said, taking her hands. “I’m completely committed to you.”
My other disposable phone vibrated loudly. I looked at it and read the text message:
 
Hey babe open the door I’m outside
 
“Who’s that?” Andie said.
“Uhhhhh,” I said, “it’s a text from you, on the disposable phone I bought to talk to you! Nothing to worry about.”
Andie opened the front door, and was face to face with another girl her same age.
“Katie?”
“Andie?”
“What are you doing here?”
“What are you doing here?”
This was not good. “You guys like three-ways?” I asked. Andie gave me her answer by kicking me in the face, one of those power-kicks she’d learned in CrossFit, which is a name hot girls gave “working out” so they could make themselves feel special.
When I came to, Andie and Katie were long gone and my face felt like a balloon. When I looked in the mirror, I saw my cheek now had a large welt that said “NIKE.”
I replayed the conversation with Andie in my mind and smacked myself. Why had I been so incompetent? I should’ve at least gotten a bj before I broke up with her.
Stupid, Nick. Stupid.
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Five Days Gone


 
 
Even though I’m 75 miles outside of Carthage, I’m as up-to-date on the situation there as if I were still at home, thanks to the wall-to-wall cable news coverage. At one point this morning when I was riding the exercise bike, my face was simultaneously on all six of the TVs in the cardio area. Unfortunately I have to watch the coverage with captions rather than sound, because the club still has that sound system only health clubs have where you have to listen to the TVs through an FM radio. WHO HAS AN FM RADIO ANYMORE? 
I’m not surprised Andie hasn’t broken yet and gone to the press. If she goes public, that means she’ll actually have to do schoolwork to pass her classes. But she’ll break eventually. I know Andie’s a sharer because I’m one of her Facebook friends, and I see what she posts. Actually, I’m two of her Facebook friends: I created two fake accounts that look like college students, and she was only too happy to increase her friend numbers when I friended her. Now my two fake Facebook personalities get into drawn-out arguments in the comments of Andie’s posts. It’s hilarious.
 
I seem to have made a couple of friends at the club. I hadn’t planned on talking to anyone during my stay here, but it’s kind of hard to stay completely under the radar when you’re living with people 24 hours a day.
My two new friends are clearly both doing what I’m doing and living here round the clock. First, there’s Jeff. Jeff supports himself by stealing from the lockers in the men’s locker room. I know this because I see him wearing articles of clothing that I remember other gym members wearing the day before. 
My other friend is Greta. Greta joined the gym a few days ago, and I’d noticed her because she reminded me of me: a hot girl looking a bit disheveled and clearly not in her normal environment. One day we were on the ellipticals next to each other, and my hot girl instinct to bond superficially with other hot girls took over and I decided to say something.
“So, you faking your own murder too?”
“Huh?” she said, clearly having no idea what I was talking about.
I really need to be more careful.
 



NICK DUNNE: Eight Days Gone


 
 
“Seen it. Seen it. Seen it. Haven’t seen it. Seen it. Seen it...”
Tanner and I were at the woodshed, which I’d just shown Tanner for the first time, and he was going through my porn.
“Seen it, seen it, seen it on VHS...Nick, you do realize the cops are gonna find this place eventually? And that when they do, they’ll go after Go?”
“Great! We can blame it all on her! We’re in the clear!”
“Not exactly,” Tanner said. “There’s still a lot of other stuff we’ve gotta deal with if we’re gonna get you off. For example, your alibi for the morning Amy disappeared. Where were you, Nick? I really need to know.”
I chewed on my cheek.
“Nick, I’m your lawyer. You gotta tell me.”
“It’s not relevant,” I said.
“Nick!”
“Okay, okay: that morning I was making plans to kill Amy.”
“What?”
“The night before, I’d been really depressed about how Amy had been treating me, so I’d stayed late at the cafe after work and did a bunch of shots of espresso. I probably had at least 20, and didn’t sleep at all, so by the morning I was basically a crazy person. I got this insane idea in my head that I needed to kill Amy before she completely destroyed me. So I went home and spent a few hours researching on the internet how to murder someone.”
“Let me get this straight,” Tanner said. “There’s now a computer trail—which the cops could find—of your internet searches on the morning of the murder about how to kill someone.”
“Well to be more specific, the searches were about how to kill one’s wife.”
“Wonderful.”
“Oh one other little thing I forgot,” I said. “I also wrote a note explaining why I was going to kill Amy that day.”
“Please tell me you burned it.”
“I can’t really burn it because it’s on Google Docs.”
Tanner exhaled loudly. “We still might be okay here,” he said. “Are there any witnesses who can attest to the amount of espresso you had that night?”
“Just cats.”
He stood there thinking for a moment. “We might not be okay here.”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Eight Days Gone


 
 
There’s a bit of a problem that’s cropped up living at the health club: I brought $15,000 with me to live on when I disappeared, but where do you keep $15,000 in a 24 Hour FitClub? There’s no place to keep ten cents safe in a 24 Hour FitClub, or in any other health club. I guarantee at least five members of every health club join just to steal stuff, and 90% of the staff probably works there because they know they can supplement their crappy salary by pilfering the lockers. (Does anyone really think personal trainers make enough to live on by personal training?)
My initial solution was to store my money in a money belt, which I kept wrapped around me at all times. But as I started spending the money and breaking my 100s and getting change, I had more twenties, tens, fives, and ones, not to mention the coins. So the physical amount of money multiplied and eventually I needed a second money belt. Then a third. Now I’m up to eight.
This creates a couple of problems. First, I look really fat, because I wear the money belts under my clothes. A person who’s working out at a gym 24 hours a day but getting consistently fatter might raise a little suspicion.
Second, when I sweat while working out, the sweat is blocked by the money belts, so after a workout I have horizontal-striped sweat stains. Jeff and Greta have definitely noticed. They asked me about it yesterday, and I told them I’d donated half my sweat glands to Glands for Good, a nonprofit that gives sweat glands to people who don’t have them. 
The money news isn’t all bad, though. My overall financial situation is way better than I anticipated. I thought I’d be spending a lot on food, but people who use the weights at the club are constantly throwing away uneaten pieces of their protein bars. A quarter of a PowerPlexMegaBlast bar contains a day’s worth of nutrients for the average human. So hunger was the least of my problems. I now think it’s strange when I see a news story where they’re flying planes of rice to starving people in Africa. Instead of a plane of rice, they could just send like two boxes of protein bars.
Making my financial situation even better is the fact that I’ve actually started earning some money, thanks to Jeff. A couple days ago we were on the treadmills when Jeff said, “Hey Amy, how’d you like to make some extra cash tonight?”
I thought about it for a second. I hadn’t wanted to do this, but it would be nice to make some more money. “Fine,” I said, “but it’s 100 for an hj, 250 for a beej.” 
“No no,” he said. “I thought you might help me do a little locker room cleaning.” And he held up the master key to all the women’s lockers. “We’ll split what you find 50-50.”
I grabbed the key and headed to the locker room. My first cleaning session was a success: after Jeff’s cut I made $243.61. And I also made $100 more when Jeff ended up taking an hj!
 



NICK DUNNE: Eight Days Gone


 
 
After my talk with Tanner, I needed a drink. And not an espresso, a drink drink. So I headed to a bar that Andie’s younger crowd liked to go to: cheap booze, and everyone hopefully too drunk to recognize me.
I sat down at the bar and ordered a scotch. The bartender stared at me for a little too long, then shook his head and walked away. 
I couldn’t believe it. It had gotten to a point where I couldn’t get a drink in my own hometown. 
“What’re you drinking, scotch?”
It was an Asian girl, college-aged, cute. Although I couldn’t tell if she was cute because she was college-aged or cute because she was cute. 
“Trying to,” I said. “I have no idea why this guy won’t serve me—”
She was gone...and then 30 seconds later she was back with two scotches. She handed me one. 
“Cheers,” she said.
This was too easy. “Are you a tranny?” I said. “Oh wait, I guess since you’re Asian, the proper term would be ladyboy?”
“No, Nick Dunne, I’m not a tranny or a ladyboy. What I am is the one person in this bar who’s rooting for you. I think you’ve been getting a bad rap.”
“Oh come on,” I said. “You’re clearly just saying this so I’ll take you home, and then when I pull your pants down I’ll be shocked to see a penis, but then I’ll be like ‘what the heck’ and hook up with you anyway.”
“I’m serious!” she said. “I really think you’re innocent! Have you heard of the CSI Effect, where the public watches so much CSI that they think science can solve any crime?”
“Sure,” I said.
“Well I think there’s something called the Overwhelming Evidence Effect: the public has seen so many true crime shows where the person who did it is the same one who the overwhelming evidence suggests did it, that any time there’s overwhelming evidence that a person committed a crime, the public automatically assumes that person is guilty.”
“Yes! That’s totally it! Thank you. Now if only Dr. Rupta—”
“Fuck Dr. Rupta and his focus on evidence!” my new friend said, and ordered us another round of scotch.
My new friend turned out to be Rebecca, a senior at Fordham University who was interning at the New York Post. She’d flown to Missouri just to see if she could find a scoop about the missing Amy story that could help her career. I admired her chutzpah, and also her college-aged boobs.
After a few more rounds of drinks, Rebecca pulled out a Flip camera. “Nick, let’s do an interview, right now,” she said. “You’ll finally get a chance to tell your side of the story.”
I was tempted, but Tanner would never approve of it. “Thanks for the offer, but I can’t,” I said.
“How about this,” she said. “First I’ll interview you, and then my hand will interview your penis.”
It had become an offer I couldn’t refuse. 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
I’ve come to two decisions. 1) I’ve decided to leave the health club. 2) I’ve decided to go back home to Nick.
I know, it’s a lot to throw at you, so let’s just take them one at a time. First, why am I leaving the health club? Because Jeff and Greta are onto me. They strongly suspect I’m carrying money on my body, and are constantly saying things like, “My, you’re getting toned!” and feeling around my body for where I’m keeping it. And yesterday, when I was standing near them, one of my money belts with coins stuffed in it burst and change came pouring out of my shirt onto the floor.
 Given that Jeff and Greta are living at a 24 Hour FitClub, I have no doubt that they’ll try to rob me if they get the chance. So I need to leave, now. Before I do, though, I have to wipe down all the exercise machines I’ve used to remove my fingerprints. But I can’t remember which machines I’ve used, so I’ve got to wipe down every single machine in the club. It takes forever. I’ll stand in line waiting for an elliptical machine, and then when it’s my turn I’ll wipe it down and never even get on it. As if I weren’t attracting enough attention already.
But I’m almost finished, and in a couple hours I’ll be on my Segway again, heading back home. Which brings us to decision 2. Why am I going home? 
For the past week the news coverage of Nick has pretty much been the same stuff on repeat. But today there was something different. I saw the headlines on TV:
NICK’S VIDEO CONFESSION!
NICK’S DRUNKEN DECLARATION!
But the TV networks didn’t have the actual interview. For that, I had to pull out my iPad and go to the New York Post website. The video loaded up, and there was my husband. He was at a bar, clearly tipsy, and was speaking to a girl holding a portable camera.
“All right all right, I’ve got a confession to make,” he said. “I plotted to kill my wife. The morning of the day she disappeared, I spent all morning researching how to kill her. But I didn’t do it! Honest to God I didn’t! I also want to give a shout-out to all the ladies out there age 23 and below. Hit me up on Facebook!”
Well this wasn’t part of my plan.
Ok, I’ve got a confession to make, too. My plan wasn’t actually for Nick to go to jail. I originally thought that’d be fun, but on the Segway ride out from Carthage I realized what would be even better is if Nick became really famous through a long televised trial, and then right before the trial was over I’d miraculously return and get back together with him, and my status with my friends would go through the roof. But by coming out with this video, Nick is making himself as famous as any trial would make him. So there’s no need to wait for a trial, and I’m tired of sleeping in the shower and eating PowerPlexMegaBlast bars.
It’s time to go home.
 



NICK DUNNE: Nine Days Gone


 
 
Good morning! I sat in bed with my laptop to one side and Rebecca to the other. It turned out she did indeed have a penis, but it was fun so whatever.
I’d spent the last hour enjoying the reviews of my impromptu interview. If the reviews were any indication, it had been a success: while ugly women wanted me locked up, hot girls loved me ‘cause I seemed like a jerk, and a number of them had Facebooked me already.
The doorbell rang, and I got up and opened the door.
“Don’t you ever—ever—do something like that again!” said Tanner. “What’s wrong with you?”
“Hate to break it to you, Tanner, but hot girls seem to have loved it.”
“Juries are not made up of hot girls!” said Tanner. “Nick, here’s a rule for dealing with the press when you’re being investigated for murder: don’t tell them you plotted the murder.”
“Well technically, the murder I plotted wasn’t the same murder as the one that happened,” I said. 
 “Look, giving that interview was idiotic,” Tanner said. “But I’m actually glad you did it, because it gave me an idea. We need to do an interview with Dr. Rupta and go public with everything. All of it.”
“Everything?” I said.
“Nick, you are such an asshole that when people know the whole of it, they won’t believe any of it. They’ll think it’s impossible someone could be that much of an asshole. It’s a genius strategy: make yourself so hateful that people no longer hate you.”
“Isn’t this risky?” I asked.
“You just did a video where you confessed to plotting to kill your wife!”
Just then Rebecca walked in. Without her pants on. “Who was at the door?” she asked.
Tanner and I stared at each other awkwardly.
“I need a Clamato,” he said, and left.
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
The equipment is wiped down, my membership is cancelled, and I’m about to walk out the door of 24 Hour FitClub for the first time since I walked in a week and a half ago. For the last time I make my way through the cardio room, then turn left at the reception desk and head for the exit.
But Jeff and Greta are standing there, blocking my way.
“Hey darling. Where you going in such a hurry?” says Greta.
“I’ve achieved all of my fitness goals,” I say. “Time to go home.”
“Really?” says Jeff. “That’s strange. ‘Cause when I look at you, I see someone who appears to be carrying a little extra weight around.”
Greta nods in agreement. “You’ve definitely put on a few pounds,” she says. “But don’t worry about it, because we have a little weight loss program we’re gonna introduce you to.” They start walking menacingly toward me, and I try to do an end run around them, but Greta grabs one of those giant blue rubber balls from the stretching area and throws it at me. It hits me on the head, knocking me to the ground. As I’m lying there, dazed, I think to myself that now I finally know what those balls are actually for.
Jeff and Greta carry me into an equipment closet and rip off all my money belts. 
“You won’t get away with this!” I say. “As soon as I leave, I’m calling the police.”
“Go ahead,” says Jeff. “You do that, and we’ll tell management you were living here.” I realize I’m screwed. The fee for an early membership termination here is like a thousand bucks. I can only imagine what the fee would be for living in the club for a week and a half.
Jeff and Greta turn to leave, their arms full of my cash. Well, now their cash. “See? Our weight loss program really works!” says Greta.
“Hold on a sec,” says Jeff. “She’s our friend. I don’t think we should leave her with absolutely nothing. Do you?”
“You’re right,” says Greta, and she tosses me something. I pick it up. 
It’s a three-day guest pass to 24 Hour FitClub.
 



NICK DUNNE: Nine Days Gone


 
 
It was time to prep for my interview with Dr. Rupta. To help, Tanner had brought in his wife Betsy Bolt, a former news anchor turned media consultant. The three of us met at the St. Louis office of Betsy’s consulting firm.
“Okay Nick, here’s how this’ll work,” said Betsy. “We’re gonna do a mock interview. I’ll be Dr. Rupta, and I’ll ask you questions like the ones he’ll ask, and you answer them like it’s the real interview. And then we can help coach you on how to improve your answers. Ok?”
“Why can’t I be Dr. Rupta? That’s way more fun.”
Betsy rolled her eyes. “If we have time after, you can be Dr. Rupta.”
“What-ever,” I said.
“Let’s begin,” said Betsy, and then switched to her Dr. Rupta voice. “Nick, first question: can you walk our audience through the day Amy went missing?”
 “Sure,” I said. “Well first off, I got woken up at 6 a.m. by the fucking stupid cat...shit, I’m sorry, we’re on TV, I can’t say that. Let’s start again.”
Splat! My face suddenly felt wet. Because Betsy had spit on me.
“What the hell?” I said.
“Every time you mess up, I’m going to spit in your face,” Betsy said. “Now the mistake you just made is: don’t censor yourself in the interview. If you think ‘fucking stupid cat,’ then say ‘fucking stupid cat.’ We want the audience to see what an asshole you really are.”
“But do you really need to spit?” I asked.
“It works,” Tanner said. “It’s how she taught me to leave the toilet seat down.”
“Next question,” Betsy said, again assuming her Dr. Gupta voice. “Nick, what do you really think about your wife?”
I considered this for a moment. How should I answer this on TV? I finally answered by saying, “I love her.”
Splat!
“Okay okay. She can be mean sometimes, but she’s not so bad.”
Splat!
“She’s a pretty lousy person.”
Splat!
“All right, fine! She’s a complete and utter bitch and I try to cheat on her every chance I get!”
Betsy and Tanner smiled. 
“Told you it works,” Tanner said.
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
It’s early evening somewhere on the I-44. I’m parked behind a rest stop gas station, and I’m trying to catch some sleep on my Segway. Have you ever tried to sleep while standing on a Segway? Long story short: you can’t. Maybe this is why nobody’s ever used a getaway Segway.
My Segway and my workout outfit are now the only things I own. Forget figuring out how to return home without getting in a crapload of trouble for faking my own murder. I’ve just gotta figure out how to survive.
I pull out my cellphone, which is low on battery but has enough power to make one more call. I know what I must do.
 



NICK DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
It was the night of my live interview with Dr. Gupta, and Tanner, Betsy and I were at St. Louis’ fanciest hotel (which wasn’t in any way fancy) where the interview would take place. I’d been in hair, makeup, and wardrobe for nearly two hours, and when I finally emerged, Tanner and Betsy came running up to me.
“Come on, let’s go!” said Tanner, dragging me off to a private suite. I figured they were rushing to give me some last-minute coaching before the interview. But when we got inside the suite, they started undoing all the work that hair, makeup, and wardrobe had done: spilling mustard on my shirt, giving me shaving cuts with a razor, and using hair gel and a pillow to give my hair the slept-on look. 
“Wait, what are you guys doing?” I asked.
“We’re making you look like an asshole,” Tanner said. 
For the past 24 hours I’d been pressing Tanner and Betsy to give me scripted answers and tell me exactly what I needed to say to look like the biggest asshole ever. But their response was always the same:
“Just be you.”
There was a knock at the door. A woman with a headset, the producer of Dr. Rupta’s Office, stuck her head in.
“Sorry folks, but the interview’s on hold,” she said.
“For how long?” said Betsy.
“Maybe forever,” said the woman.
“What? Why?” said Tanner.
“Turn on your TV.”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
It was 9:30 p.m., and I was sitting in the bar of a casino a couple miles away from the rest stop gas station where I’d tried to sleep on my Segway. And at the table across from me was Desi.
“Sorry to bother you like this,” I said.
“Are you kidding?” he said. “I’ve always said, you can call me anytime, from anywhere, and I’ll be there for you.”
What a loser. “Thanks Desi, you’re an amazing person.”
Desi hadn’t asked me anything about my disappearance, or why I was letting this giant search for me go on, or anything else that might make me upset. He was just happy to be hanging out with me. Furthermore, he’d offered to let me stay at his lake house for as long as I wanted. This solved my short-term problem of how to survive. But it left unsolved my longer-term problem of how to go home without everybody hating me. If anything, it added to that problem, because once I was living at Desi’s lake house, he wasn’t going to want to let me leave. 
“Check it out,” Desi said, pointing up at the TV on the wall. “Breaking news on the missing you case. Who’s that woman speaking?”
I looked up at the TV. There was a press conference going on, and a good-looking young woman was at the podium in tears. A caption flashed on the screen: Andie Bates, Nick Dunne’s mistress.
“Excuse me, can we get some volume?” I asked the bartender. I needed to hear this.
Andie spoke haltingly in between sobs. “Nick told me his relationship with his wife was over and that he wanted a relationship with me,” she said. “But it was all a big lie.”
Well, well, well. She’d finally cracked.
Suddenly the TV coverage went to a split screen, and on the other side of the screen was another press conference with another cute girl in tears at the podium. A caption popped up: Katie DeNunzo, Nick Dunne’s other mistress. 
Katie started speaking. “Nick told me his relationship with the girl he was cheating on his wife with was over, and that he wanted a relationship with me,” said Katie. “But it was all a big lie.”
Suddenly the TV coverage went to a triple screen, and in the third section there was yet another press conference going on. This time I recognized the woman at the podium. It was Go.
“Nick told me his relationship with the two girls he was cheating on his wife with was over, and that he wanted a relationship with me,” said Go. “But it was all a big lie.”
My God. I thought Nick had been famous after the Flip phone interview in the bar. But after this? I had to figure out a way to get home.
And as I glanced across the table at Desi, who’d been staring at me longingly for 30 minutes straight, I knew I had to figure it out fast. 
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
The show was over. We’d been watching the three press conferences on TV, and when the last one finished, Dr. Rupta’s producer kicked the TV off with her heel. 
“Well?” she said. “What the fuck was that? You promised us an interview full of ‘bombshell revelations.’ Now all we’re gonna get is ‘bombshell revelations’ everybody already fucking knows about. We’re outta here.” And she turned to leave.
“That’s too bad,” said Tanner. “Because I thought Dr. Rupta might’ve enjoyed hearing about Nick’s new transvestite girlfriend.”
“The correct term is ‘ladyboy,’” I said.
The producer stopped in her tracks, and picked up her walkie-talkie.
“Mike up the Doc,” she said. “We’re on in five.”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Ten Days Gone


 
 
Desi’s lake house was pretty amazing. As he gave me the tour, I kept seeing one cool thing after another: 20-seat movie theater, infinity pool, game room, and on and on. It would be an amazing place to stay...if it didn’t belong to Desi.
“I’ve saved the best for last,” Desi said, as we came to a door at the end of a long hallway. “This is where you’ll be staying. I remodeled it just for you.”
He opened the door to reveal the room I would’ve fantasized about if I were still in fifth grade. There was pink heart-print wallpaper, a soft serve ice cream machine, a candy counter like at the movies, and ‘N Sync posters everywhere. Fifth grade was the one time we’d gone on an actual date, so that’s the only reference point he had for what I thought was romantic. 
I knew Nick’s interview with Dr. Rupta was about to air, and I wanted to watch it alone, but no matter how many hints I gave to Desi about how tired I was and how I wanted to go to sleep, he wouldn’t stop hovering. So I ended up watching it with him there. But I spilled some soft serve ice cream on the couch so he couldn’t sit next to me.
The big bombshell in the interview was that Nick had started dating a transvestite or ladyboy or whatever. It wasn’t a bombshell to me, though. When you’ve watched as much porn as Nick, nothing “normal” is capable of getting you off. I’m surprised he was just dating the transvestite and not having her pee on him. That would probably be next week.
“You look a little worn out,” said Desi when the interview ended. “Maybe you could use a massage.” Ugh. Massage was the classic guy-in-the-friend-zone suggestion. They always thought it would lead to something more, but it never did. Except them getting blue balls.
This one time, however, I was glad he’d suggested it. Because as soon as I heard him say it, I figured out how I was gonna get out of there.
 



Part Three: BOY GETS BITCH BACK (OR VICE VERSA)
 
 
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Eleven Days Gone


 
 
I could tell that the interview with Dr. Rupta went well, because during the entire interview Betsy only spat in my face twice. But no matter how well the interview went, I was going to be arrested. Soon. As Tanner said, even though they hadn’t found a body, whatever evidence there was pointed to me. And the cops had to look like they were doing something.
On the bright side, I now had Go’s house all to myself, because the police had arrested her in an attempt to pressure me into confessing. They’d gotten her on some obscure Missouri law against incest. She’d tried to argue that she and I never actually had sex, but the law was written in 1827 when hugging a sibling was considered incest. 
I’d thought about bailing Go out of jail by taking out a second mortgage on my house, but I was still pissed that she’d given that press conference, so I figured I’d let her stew for a few days. Besides, her bed was much comfier than the couch. And I was gonna enjoy it, because I’d be sleeping on a flimsy prison mattress soon enough.
 
 
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: Twelve Days Gone


 
 
Desi looked warily at the video camera and the script I’d handed him. “When I said ‘massage,’ I didn’t know it was gonna be weird massage,” he said.
“It’s just a little role play,” I said. “It’s not weird, it’s kinky. And recording it makes it even kinkier.”
“I don’t know how I feel about this,” he said, clearly uncomfortable.
“Look Desi, I’m a kinky girl. And if I’m gonna be with someone as more than friends, they’ve gotta be kinky. So are you down, or not?”
“I’m down, I’m down!” he said.
“Okay,” I said, getting behind the camera. “When I give the signal, you say the lines from the script. And...action!”
Desi began speaking into the camera. “Desi’s video diary, July 5th...” He stopped. “Wait, today isn’t July, it’s August.”
I gave an exasperated sigh. “We’re role-playing,” I said. “It’s make believe. Got it?”
“Got it,” he said.
“Okay, from the top. And...action!”
“Desi’s video diary, July 5th, 2012. Today I, Desi Collings, have decided I can no longer be just friends with Amy, and that I’m going to make her be more than friends with me whether she wants to or not. In a couple hours, I will go to her house and kidnap her. First, I will cut her in the kitchen so her blood gets on the floor. Then we’ll have a struggle in the living room, in which books fall the wrong way off the table, photos on the mantle miraculously stay upright, and the piano flips over...”
 
 



NICK DUNNE: Twelve Days Gone


 
 
Oh goody: they’re gonna arrest me today.
Gilpin called Tanner in the morning to give him a heads up that today was the day. And Tanner called me and told me to prepare to be arrested sometime around 1. I wasn’t really sure what “preparing to be arrested” involved. So I just ate a lot because I didn’t know when meal time was in jail, and also I searched my own anal cavity to make sure the prison guards didn’t find anything when they searched it.
After that, it was just a lot of sitting around Go’s house and waiting. Finally, at 12:50 p.m., there was a loud knock at the door. I opened it, ready to see Boney or Gilpin, or maybe a sheriff’s deputy.
But it was someone else.
It was Amy.
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: The Day of the Return


 
 
Omg, Nick was sooooooo surprised when I walked in. But that was nothing compared to his surprise when I said, “Niiiiiick!” and jumped into his arms.
My plan had been just too perfect. After Desi made the recording, I let him give me a massage (ew). During the massage I was a total tease. I’d let him get just to the point where my butt began, and then would suddenly be all like, “Hey! What are you doing?” And I kept putting his hands near my boobs and saying, “I have a knot right there,” but then wouldn’t let him actually touch the boobs. And like the good friend zone guy he is, he kept torturing himself and giving me the massage. 
Finally, when I couldn’t take it any longer, I said I was all massaged out, at which point Desi predictably went into his room to masturbate away the bluest of all blue balls. It was my window of opportunity. I grabbed the video, hopped on my Segway, and before you could say “Can you pass the Vaseline and kleenex?” I was out of there.
Now all I had to do was show the police the video where Desi confessed to kidnapping me, and everything would be forgiven. 
But as I said, my plan was too perfect.
 



NICK DUNNE: The Day of the Return


 
 
I was so stunned by what was happening that for a moment, I just let Amy hug me and stood there paralyzed. Amy took advantage of my momentary paralysis and briefly opened the shades to let the gaggle of reporters outside take pictures of us hugging.
When I finally I came to my senses, I pried her off me.
“What the fuck?” I said. “You frame me for murder and disappear, and now you just show up and think we’re all good?”
“Niiiick, I didn’t frame you for murder and disappear,” she said. “I was kidnapped by Desi!” She held up a thumb drive. “And I have his video confession to prove it.”
“Yeah, I’m sure that video is totally legit,” I said.
She snuggled up to me. “Did you find the Beats headphones I left for you at the end of the treasure hunt?” 
“Please. If that treasure hunt was real, why was every clue hidden in a place where I’d had sex with Andie?”
“Nick, is there any place you didn’t have sex with Andie?”
She had a point. Shit, maybe there were Beats headphones. I knew I should’ve checked the shed more thoroughly.
Amy started unbuttoning my shirt. “Nick, being kidnapped has made me realllly horny...”
Yuck. I started to push her away, but my attention was distracted by the TV, where there was a breaking news report. On one half of the screen was a photo of Desi, and on the other half a dead body was being wheeled out of a luxurious lake house.
“Holy shit, Amy! You killed Desi?”
Amy screwed her face up at me in confusion. Genuine confusion.
“Nick, I may be a bitch, but I’m not a murderer.”
I pointed at the TV. “Well then how do you explain that?”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: The Day of the Return


 
 
WTF????????
 



NICK DUNNE: The Day of the Return


 
 
There was a loud knock at the door. I looked at the clock: 1 p.m. on the dot. The police had come to arrest me. Apparently they hadn’t heard that Amy had returned.
I opened the door. Boney stood there holding handcuffs, with Gilpin next to her. “You’re under arrest,” she said.
I was about to point to Amy and explain everything, but it turns out I didn’t need to. Boney wasn’t talking to me. She was talking to Amy.
“Amy Elliott Dunne, you’re under arrest for the murder of Desi Collings,” Boney said, cuffing Amy. “You have the right to remain silent—”
“I didn’t murder anyone!” Amy said. “Desi kidnapped me and I escaped from his house while he was masturbating. I have a video to prove it!”
“And we also have a video,” said Gilpin. “A video of you killing Desi.”
 



AMY ELLIOTT DUNNE: The Day of the Return


 
 
WTF????????
 



DESI COLLINGS: Two Days After the Return


 
 
I have out Amy’d Amy.
You see, I was sick of being in the friend zone. I’d finally had enough.
Oh, and this wasn’t a recent turn of events. I’d had enough of it when I was 16.
I had to get back at Amy for what she’d done to me: making me waste my entire adolescence in the friend zone. I could’ve been fucking other girls the whole time. Uglier ones, sure, but high school girls. Instead, I wasted all my time on her. And she knew it.
But getting back at Amy was going to take a lot of planning, and a lot of patience. I needed the perfect opportunity.
So I arranged my life so I’d be able to follow Amy’s doings. I never lived too far away from her, and of course, I stayed right there in the friend zone, hearing about her life during our regular meetups for hikes or for an early drink right before she had an actual date. 
Amy told me she was thinking about disappearing. Since I was the friend who loved her so much I would never do anything to harm her, she could tell me anything and count on me to keep it a secret.
So when I saw that she went “missing,” I knew exactly what she was up to.
I also knew that she’d get into some kind of difficulty while she was on the run and need help, and when that happened, I knew exactly who she’d call. So I bought a cadaver and made it up to look like me. (Which I could do thanks to my years of makeup and special effects training that I’d undergone for this very purpose.) And then I shot a little security video of someone who looks just like Amy from behind (that would be me in a wig) killing me (that would be the cadaver).
“You’ll never pull this off,” you say. “They’ll figure out the body and video are fake.”
No they won’t. For two reasons:
Reason 1: It’s Missouri, and people are dumb.
Reason 2: Even if it weren’t Missouri and people weren’t dumb, with my family’s wealth and connections it’ll be easy to convince folks that a lengthy investigation isn’t necessary.
And what about me, you say? If the dead body isn’t me, then where am I?
I figured I’d go under the radar for a while by renting a little cabin in a dingy camping community in the Ozarks. Nobody’ll look for me here.
It’s actually not that bad. I’ve made a couple of new friends already. Their names are Jeff and Greta.
 



NICK DUNNE: Eight Months After the Return


 
 
Don’t get me wrong, life without Amy has been awesome. It’s just been a little different than I thought it would be.
For a few months, I took advantage of my newfound fame and hooked up with the hottest girls I’ve ever hooked up with in my life. It was fine and all, but it was never that fun. I think I’ve watched too much porn.
Anyway, I figured out real fast that hooking up with hot girls wasn’t gonna make my life feel complete. I needed something more, something deeper.
So I finally bailed out Go from jail, and we reconciled, started dating, and eventually got married, and now she’s pregnant. I couldn’t be happier.
I guess in a way, I owe Amy a big thank you. Because Amy taught me what was most important about being in a relationship with someone: trust. Go is the only person I can really trust in this world, so when I realized that trust is the key to a relationship, I was able to put aside those stupid societal conventions against incest and fully commit myself to my soulmate. 
Our baby’s gonna be a little girl, by the way. We’re praying she doesn’t turn out to be hot. And yes, we’ve already picked out a name.
NotAmy Dunne. 
 
 
 



AMY ELLIOTT: One Year After the Return


 
 
Tra and la! I’ve made it into a prison gang!
And not just any prison gang. I’ve made it into the gang with the hottest women: the GoneGirlz.
I’m low GoneGirl on the totem pole now, but I have no doubt that soon enough I’ll be at the top. You see in prison, it’s all about status. There’s no money, no cars, no fancy bar mitzvah you can throw for your son and invite your friends to and say, “Look how much better than you I am.” There’s just pure status. 
And as a hot girl, I’ve been playing the status game all my life. 
So I think I’ve finally found my home.
Here’s the thing, though: the ultimate status in prison comes from being able to make things happen in the outside world. And the ultimate way to make things happen in the outside world is to get back at those on the outside who’ve wronged you.
So while Nick, Desi, and the rest of them might think it’s over, they’d be wise to not let down their guard.
Because I’m just getting started.
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