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NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER • Lizzy and Diesel are back in a wicked adventure from Janet
Evanovich and Emmy Award–winning co-author Phoef Sutton. Before he was murdered and
mummified nearly a century ago, notorious bootlegger Collier “Peg Leg” Dazzle discovered and
re-hid a famous pirate’s treasure somewhere along the coast of New England. A vast collection
of gold and silver coins and precious gems, the bounty also contains the Stone of Avarice—the
very item reluctant treasure seeker Lizzy Tucker and her partner, Diesel, have been enlisted to
find. While Lizzy would just like to live a quiet, semi-normal life, Diesel is all about the hunt. And
this hunt is going to require a genuine treasure map and a ship worthy of sailing the seven
seas . . . or at least getting them from Salem Harbor to Maine. Greed is eternal and insatiable,
and Lizzy and Diesel aren’t the only ones searching for the lost pirate’s chest. People who have
dedicated their entire lives to finding it are willing to commit murder or make a deal with the devil
just to hold the fortune in their hands. One of those people may even be Wulf, Diesel’s
deceptively charming and enigmatic cousin. Wulf desires the Stone of Avarice. He also desires
Lizzy. It’s hard to say how far he’s willing to go to gain either one. Wicked Charms is a
swashbuckling adventure full of raiders, monkeys, minions, and mayhem. Lizzy and Diesel are
going to have to do everything they can to keep their heads above water and hope they’re living
a charmed life.
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AuthorsCHAPTER ONEMy name is Lizzy Tucker, and I live in a small, slightly tilted historic
house that sits on a hill overlooking Marblehead Harbor in Massachusetts. I inherited the house
from my Great-Aunt Ophelia when I was twenty-eight, and I’m not much older now. I share the
house with a tiger-striped shorthaired cat. When he was rescued from the shelter his tag said
Cat 7143, and it’s stuck as his name. Cat has one eye, half a tail, and I’m pretty sure he was a
ninja in a past life. I’m a Johnson & Wales culinary school graduate, and when I’m not being
asked to save the world I work as a pastry chef at Dazzle’s Bakery in Salem.It was ten o’clock at
night, Cat and I were watching television in bed, and a big, scruffy, incredibly hot guy walked into
my bedroom.“What the heck?” I asked. “Where did you come from?”“Originally? Switzerland, but
I was mostly raised in Southern California.”“That’s not what I mean. What are you doing in my
bedroom?”He kicked his shoes off. “I’m undressing. And then I’m going to bed.”“No! Not
allowed.”“Extenuating circumstance,” he said, peeling off his shirt. “I’m between places of
residence.”“I don’t care if you’re between a rock and a hard spot. You can’t stay here.”His jeans
hit the floor. “Of course I can. We’re partners.”“We’re not that kind of partners. We work together.
We’re not supposed to be…you know.”“Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I have total self-
control.”I leaned forward for a closer look. “Are those parrots on your boxers?”“I got them in Key
West. Cool, right?”Okay, I have to admit it. The whole package was cool. The guy’s name is
Diesel. That’s it. Only one name. And the name suits him because he plows over you like a
freight train. He’s over six feet of hard-muscled male perfection. His dark blond hair is thick and
sun-streaked and perpetually mussed. His eyes are brown and unreadable. His smile is like



Christmas morning. His attitude is deceptive—casual on the outside but intense on the inside.
His moral code is all his own.“All right. You win,” I said, knowing there was no way I could
physically remove him. “You can sleep on the couch.”He stuck his thumb into the waistband on
his boxers. “I don’t fit on the couch.”“Hey,” I said. “Wait a minute!”Too late. The boxers were on the
floor with his shirt and jeans.I clapped my hands over my eyes. “I can’t believe you just did that.”“I
sleep nude. Women don’t usually mind.”“I mind!”“I get that,” Diesel said. “Move over.”I have a
queen-size bed. Plenty big enough for me and Cat. Not big enough for me and Cat and Diesel.
Truth is, I wouldn’t mind getting romantic with Diesel, but we have an odd relationship. Diesel
isn’t normal. And it would seem that I’m not normal, either. I thought I was normal until Diesel
popped into my life shortly after I moved to Marblehead. Now weird is the new normal.The way
Diesel tells it, there are some people on Earth who have enhanced abilities that can’t be
explained in ordinary ways. They might be useful abilities, such as Diesel’s talent for opening
locks. Or they might be hellacious powers, such as calling down lightning or levitating a garbage
truck. Crazy, right? It gets even better. Supposedly there are seven ancient stones that hold the
powers of the seven deadly sins. They’re known as the seven SALIGIA Stones. If these stones
fall into the wrong hands, all hell will, quite literally, break loose. I’m one of two people in the
world who have the ability to locate the stones. Sort of like a human divining rod. Lucky me. So
far, Diesel and I have acquired two of the stones, nearly getting blown up and kidnapped and
chopped into tiny pieces with a broadsword in the process. When we find a stone, Diesel sends
it off to some higher power for safekeeping. At least that’s his story.“We’re not supposed to sleep
together,” I said.“Sleeping is okay. Getting busy, not so much.”Turns out if two people with
enhanced abilities get busy, one of them will discover that their special powers have gone up in
smoke. If I could be sure it was my special powers that would disappear, I’d be happy to take one
for the team. But what if it was Diesel who got cleaned out? I’d be on my own to save the world.
This wouldn’t be a good thing.I grabbed a pillow and put it between us. “Just to be safe,” I
said.“Sweetheart, if I decide to risk my abilities, that pillow isn’t going to save you.”—My alarm
went off at four-fifteen in the morning, and I rolled over into Diesel. He was deliciously warm, he
smelled like gingerbread cookies, and the pillow was missing.“Hey,” I said. “Are you awake?”“I
am now.”“Something’s poking at me under the covers,” I said. “That better not be what I think it
is.”“Maybe you should take a look just to be sure you’ve identified it correctly.”“That would be
awkward.”“I could deal,” Diesel said.“It might lead to…things.”I sensed him smile in the dark
room. “No doubt.”He moved over me and kissed me. There was some tongue involved, and heat
flooded into every part of me. So maybe I could save the world on my own if it came down to
that, I thought. Maybe I didn’t care if one of us lost our abilities. Maybe I just cared about running
my hands over every fantastic part of him, and then following it with my mouth, and then the
inevitable would happen. Oh boy, I really wanted the inevitable.“Damn,” Diesel said.“What? What
damn?”He slipped out of bed and got dressed in the clothes that were lying on the floor. “There’s
a problem,” he said.“Can you solve it?”“Absolutely.” He laced up his shoes. “I’ll be
back.”CHAPTER TWOThree weeks later, Diesel still hadn’t returned. Who cares and good



riddance, I told myself. My life was humming along just fine. Maybe it was a little dull compared
to chasing down enchanted objects with Diesel, but at least no one was trying to kill me or
kidnap me.Salem is half small-town USA, with its steepled churches, family neighborhoods, and
traditional New England values, and half spook-town USA, with whole chunks of town devoted to
the tourism industry built around the Salem witch hunts of the late 1600s.Personally I don’t buy
into the witch thing, but Glo, the counter girl at Dazzle’s, is smitten with the possibility that she
might secretly be Samantha Stephens of Bewitched. Truth is, if Glo channels anyone from that
television series, it’s Aunt Clara. Glo is four years younger than me and an inch shorter. So that
puts her at five foot four. She has curly red hair chopped into a short bob. She lives with a broom
she hopes will someday take her for a flight over Salem. Her wardrobe can best be described as
goth meets Sugar Plum Fairy.I’m not nearly as colorful as Glo. I have blond hair that is almost
always pulled back into a ponytail. My eyes are brown, my metabolism is good, and my
wardrobe lacks imagination. White chef coat, jeans, T-shirt, sneakers, and a sweatshirt if it’s a
chilly night.Glo and I had closed up shop for the day, and her latest boyfriend, Josh Something,
was giving us an after-hours tour of Salem’s Pirate Museum. Josh works as a guide in the
museum and was in period dress—a white puffy-sleeved shirt, black-and-red-striped breeches,
and a grungy leather knee-length frock coat. His brown hair was long and tied with a slim black
ribbon at the nape of his neck, and he usually wore a patch over his left eye. Since we were the
only ones in the museum, his patch was up on his forehead.“And look here, my lassies,” Josh
said to Glo and me, pointing to a grim replica of an unfortunate pirate prisoner. “This be a fine
example of pirate justice. ’Tis a nasty way to end a life. The lad would have been better off
thrown to the sharks.”The prisoner’s leatherlike skin was stretched tight over his skull and bony
frame, and his mouth was open in a perpetual silent scream. The creepy mannequin was
dressed in the sort of rags you’d expect to find on a desiccated corpse. And this phony-looking,
partially rotted thing was stuffed into a flimsy cage that hung from a rusted chain attached to the
ceiling. The rest of the room was filled with artifacts, both real and not so real. Cannons,
cannonballs, maps under glass, cutlery, jugs of rum, a stuffed rat, coins in a small open chest,
timbers, ropes, and weapons were all displayed in dim light.“It’s hard to get emotional over
something that’s so obviously fake,” I said.“Aye,” Josh said. “He be a bit worn. The scurvy dog
has been in that cage a good long time.”“I could try to put a spell on him to perk him up a little,”
Glo said.A while back Glo found Ripple’s Book of Spells in a curio shop, and she’s been test-
driving Ripple’s recipes ever since, with varying results.“It might help if you gave the cage a coat
of Rust-Oleum,” I said.I reached up and touched the cage, there was some creaking, dust sifted
down on us, and the chain separated from the bars. The cage crashed to the floor and broke into
several pieces. The imprisoned dummy flopped out, its peg leg fell off, the skull detached from
the neck, and its arm snapped in half.We all gaped at the mess in front of us. The prisoner’s
leathery skin was split where the arm had cracked, and a bone was protruding.“Aargh,” Josh
said.“I think that be a human bone,” I whispered.—It took the first cop five minutes to get to the
museum. He was followed by three more uniformed cops, two plainclothes cops, a forensic



photographer, and two EMTs.Everyone stared down at the broken cage and the ghoulish guy
with the bone sticking out of his arm, and everyone said pretty much the same thing…I was here
a couple days ago with my brother-in-law, and I thought this was a fake.By the time the coroner
arrived, a museum official was on the scene, the area had been roped off with crime scene tape,
and the body, which looked more like a giant Slim Jim than a human being, had been
photographed and outlined in chalk.The coroner was a pleasant-looking guy in a wrinkled gray
suit and wrinkled white dress shirt. He was my height, probably in his late thirties, wore Harry
Potter glasses, had sandy blond hair, and was soft enough around the middle to look cuddly. His
name was Theodore Nergal.Nergal slipped under the crime scene tape and knelt beside the
corpse. “Yep,” he said. “This guy’s dead.”One of the plainclothes cops looked over the tape. “It’s a
real flesh-and-blood body, right?”Nergal nodded. “It was flesh and blood before someone
decided to try his hand at mummification. Now it’s tanned hide and partly calcified bone.” He
pulled on disposable gloves, picked the skull up, and examined it. “There’s an entrance wound in
the back of the head where he’s been shot.” He shook the head, and there was a rattling sound,
like dice in a cup. He tipped the head forward, and a small lump of misshapen metal fell out of
the man’s mouth and plopped into the coroner’s hand. “This is a Lubaloy round manufactured
only in the 1920s,” Nergal said. “This man was shot some ninety years ago.”“Wow,” Glo said. “I
guess you’ll put out an APB for a perp with a walker and a hearing aid.”“Aargh, again,” Josh
said.Nergal set the skull in the vicinity of the corpse’s neck and stood. “Who found this?”“We
did,” I said. “Josh works in the museum, and he was giving us an after-hours tour. I touched the
cage, and it came crashing down.”“And you are who?”“Lizzy Tucker,” I said. “I’m a pastry chef at
Dazzle’s Bakery.”His eyes widened. “Do you make the red velvet cupcakes?”“I do.”“I love those
cupcakes!”Nergal went back to examining the Slim Jim, and Glo elbowed me. “He loves your
cupcakes,” she said.“I heard.”She leaned close. “He’s cute!” she whispered.“And?”“He’s not
wearing a wedding ring.”“And?”“Neither are you.”“I don’t think he’s my type,” I told Glo.“Okay, so
he examines dead people all day,” Glo said. “Nobody’s perfect. He probably has all kinds of
interesting hobbies.”“Excuse me,” I said to Nergal. “Can we go now?”“Of course,” he said, “but
don’t leave town.”“Really?”“Really,” he said. “I’m addicted to your cupcakes.”Glo elbowed me
again. “I think he might be flirting with you,” she whispered.“It’s the cupcakes,” I said. “It has
nothing to do with me. I’m leaving.”“I can’t leave,” Josh said. “I have to stay to lock up the
museum.”“I’ll stay with you,” Glo said to Josh. “This is just like one of those CSI shows.”I gave
everyone a wave goodbye and walked out of the museum into the warm July night. The
streetlights cast little pools of light onto the shadowy sidewalk. One of the lights flickered just as I
reached it, blinking out twice before flaring back to life, brighter than ever.I felt a chill ripple down
my spine and goosebumps erupt on my arms. A man was standing under the streetlight. He was
deadly handsome in a scary sexy-vampire sort of way. He had pale skin, piercing dark eyes, and
shoulder-length raven-black hair that was swept back from his face. He was dressed in a
perfectly tailored black suit with a black dress shirt. I knew him, and there had been times when I
thought his soul might be black as well. His name is Gerwulf Grimoire. Mostly known as Wulf. He



entered my life shortly after I moved to the North Shore. He’d introduced himself, touched his
fingertip to the back of my hand, and left a burn mark. The scar is still there.“Miss Tucker,” he
said. “We meet again.”“Nice to see you, Wulf.”“I’m sure that’s not true,” Wulf said, “but I
appreciate the lie. I’m here to relieve you of the coin you just found.”“What coin? What are you
talking about?”Wulf studied me for a beat. “You really don’t know, do you?”“I assume you’re not
looking for a nickel or a dime.”“Hardly. You’ll know soon enough about the coin. I’m sure my
cousin Diesel is looking for it as well and will enlist your aid. If you’re smart, you won’t get
involved. Consider this a warning.”“I’m not afraid of you.” Another lie.“I’m the least of your
worries,” Wulf said.There was a pop and a puff of smoke, and Wulf was gone. Vanished.A text
message from Glo buzzed on my phone. Locking up in ten minutes. Going to Ship’s Side on
Wharf Street for Jose Cuervo for me, and bringing cute coroner for you. Meet you there.—The
Ship’s Side was a glorified clam shack with the requisite gray shake siding on the outside and
decorated with nets, buoys, and lobster traps on the inside. We were seated at a round table on
the back porch overlooking Salem Harbor. Josh was still in costume and still in character.“I’ll
have a grog,” he said to the waitress.“Sorry, hon,” she said. “We don’t carry grog. You’ll have to
settle for beer.”“You see this?” Josh said. “This is another example of how mainstream society
refuses to serve the needs of my people.”“Your people?” I asked. “Do you mean pirates?”“We
prefer the term ‘Buccaneer Americans,’ ” Josh said.“So does the Buccaneer American want
beer?” the waitress asked.“Aye,” Josh said.“I can’t help noticing that you talk like a Buccaneer
American even when you’re not at work,” Nergal said to Josh.“ ’Tis a terrible curse,” Josh said. “I
speak Buccaneer all day, and then I can’t stop. My brain doth think in Buccaneer.”“I like it,” Glo
said. “Sometimes he says I’m winsome.”“True enough, ye be a winsome lass,” Josh said to
Glo.“Fortunately, I can stop speaking in coroner,” Nergal said.Josh nodded. “Speaking in coroner
after hours wouldst be a bummer.”“It seems like an odd occupation,” I said to Nergal. “Why did
you become a coroner?”“I was in debt after med school and this opportunity happened along. I
know it seems gruesome to the average outsider, but it’s really very interesting work. Why did
you become a baker?”“I flunked gravy when I was in culinary school, but I was good at making
cupcakes.”I felt someone lean into me, and a long arm reached out for the breadbasket. I
recognized the arm. It belonged to Diesel. He scraped a chair up to the table and positioned
himself between Nergal and me.“So what’s new?” Diesel said, giving my ponytail a playful tug.I
was momentarily dumbstruck.“Where the heck were you?” I said to him. “One minute you were
in my house and then next thing you were gone. For all I knew you were dead. I haven’t heard a
word from you in weeks. You didn’t even say goodbye.”“I was on a job. And I’m pretty sure I said
goodbye.”“The last thing you said to me was ‘I’ll be back.’ ”“And?”“ ‘I’ll be back’ is not
‘goodbye.’ ”Diesel took a roll from the breadbasket. “This is why I don’t work with women.”“You
do work with women. I’m a woman.”“Yeah, but I have no choice. I only had two options and Wulf
snagged option number one. He got to Steven Hatchet first.”I thunked my forehead with the heel
of my hand. “Unh!”Steven Hatchet is the only other person with the ability to recognize a
disguised stone. It’s sort of insulting that Diesel would consider Hatchet to be the number one



choice since Hatchet is flat-out nuts. He looks like an underbaked dinner roll with legs. He has
scraggly red hair, is around my age, and thinks he’s a medieval minion, serving his liege lord
Wulf.“You’re crowding the table,” I said to Diesel. “This table only has room for four.”“You’re
bummed, right?” Diesel said.“Yes! Go away.”The waitress returned with our drinks and asked if
we wanted to order food.Glo ordered a burger, Josh ordered fried clams, Nergal ordered a
lobster roll, and I ordered rice pudding.“I’ll have a lobster roll, too,” Diesel said.“No, he won’t,” I
said to the waitress. “He’s not with us.”“He’s sitting with you,” the waitress said.“He’s a squatter,” I
said. “Don’t encourage him.”The waitress gave him a full body scan. “If it was me I’d totally
encourage him.”“I’ll have a beer with my lobster roll,” Diesel said.“No, he won’t,” I said.“What kind
of beer do you want?” the waitress asked Diesel.“Surprise me,” he said. “And I’ll have a second
lobster roll to go. My monkey’s in the car and he’s hungry.”“That is so adorable,” the waitress said.
“What’s your monkey’s name?”“Carl,” Diesel said. “And it would be great if you could hurry things
along because Carl is probably gnawing on the steering wheel. We just got back from Sri Lanka,
and he’s still freaked over the elephants. There were lots of elephants.”“This is Theodore Nergal,”
I said to Diesel. “And the guy with the patch on his forehead is Josh the Pirate.”“Aargh,” Josh said
to Diesel. “Who be you?”“I be Diesel,” Diesel said.“What were you doing in Sri Lanka?” Nergal
asked Diesel.“This and that,” Diesel said.“Ah, one thing and another,” Nergal said.Diesel ate half
his dinner roll. “You got it.”“Was it difficult getting your monkey into the country without a
quarantine period?” Nergal asked.There was a long pause where no one spoke and everyone
looked at Diesel.“He’s a service monkey,” Diesel finally said.Not to mention, Diesel doesn’t fly by
ordinary means.“You’ll never guess what happened tonight,” Glo said to Diesel. “Josh was giving
us a tour of the Pirate Museum and one of the exhibits came crashing down at our feet, and it
turned out to be a real dead guy. That’s how we got to meet Dr. Nergal. He’s a coroner, and he
was awesome. He figured out that the guy had been shot, and he knew all about the gun and
everything. And he figured out the guy had been shot over ninety years ago.”“Impressive,” Diesel
said.Nergal shook his head. “Not at all. It was obvious.”“The head fell off when the dead guy hit
the floor,” Glo said. “And it was as if the instant Dr. Nergal touched the head he knew all this
stuff!”“He had a bullet hole in the back of his skull, and the round was still contained in the
cavity,” Nergal said to Diesel.The waitress brought the food, and we all dug in. Nergal was
halfway through his lobster roll when his phone buzzed. He read the text message and tapped in
a response.“This has been fun,” he said, pushing back from the table, leaving his share of the
bill, “but I have to be going. Duty calls.”“He seems nice,” Diesel said to me when Nergal left. “You
should consider going out with him.”“You think?” I asked.A half hour later we left the restaurant.
Josh walked Glo to her car, and Diesel and I walked up Wharf Street to my tan Chevy clunker.“I
sense a disturbance in the Force,” Diesel said.“Gee, I can’t imagine why. Maybe it’s because one
minute we’re in bed together, and then all of a sudden you get dressed and leave, and I don’t
hear from you for three weeks. And then I find out you’ve been in Sri Lanka.”“Well, where did you
think I was?”“I don’t know…a drugstore. I thought you were going out for condoms.”“Yeah,
looking back I could see where that might have been a possibility.” He slung an arm around me



and nuzzled my neck. “Maybe we should take up where we left off.”“You’re actually willing to risk
one of us losing our abilities?”“I think I could work around it.”“No way. I’m not taking the chance.
Besides, I’m not even sure I like you.”“Of course you like me. I’m fun.”“I had an earlier run-in with
Wulf, and now you’re here,” I said to Diesel. “What’s going on?”“Do you know about Martin
Ammon?”“I know he’s a billionaire.”“Martin Ammon is a publishing and media giant,” Diesel said.
“He owns a bunch of newspaper and media outlets in England and the U.S. He also has a
reputation as a devourer of companies, big and small. He’s an eccentric, power-hungry
megalomaniac. His great-grandfather was Billy McCoy, a notorious rumrunner during Prohibition.
McCoy’s partner was Peg Leg Dazzle.”“Was Peg Leg related to the bakery Dazzles?”“I imagine
all the Salem Dazzles are related, but I don’t know where Peg Leg fits in. Anyway, McCoy and
Peg Leg at some point in their illegal endeavors came across a diary and an accompanying coin.
The diary belonged to a pirate name Palgrave Bellows, and it detailed a treasure he’d hidden on
an island off the coast of Maine. The coin was supposed to help read Palgrave’s treasure map.
Unfortunately for McCoy and Peg Leg, the map wasn’t with the diary and the coin, and they were
never able to find the treasure.“A bunch of years ago the diary fell into Ammon’s hands, and he
became obsessed with finding the treasure. He bought a house on Marblehead Neck, and he
buddied up with a history professor. The two of them put a lot of time and money into the project,
but nothing came of it.”“How do you know all this?”“It wasn’t a secret. There were newspaper
articles about the diary and the lost treasure of the Gunsway.”“The Gunsway?”“That was the
name of the ship that Palgrave plundered. It originated in the Far East, and according to the diary
it contained unimaginable riches both ordinary and magical.”“Wow. Magical.”“Yeah, that’s where
Wulf and I come into the picture. The magical part of the treasure, if the diary is to be believed, is
the Avaritia Stone. The Stone of Avarice. Ammon never made a big deal about the stone in all his
interviews, but I suspect his real goal was to get his hands on it. He’s made joking references in
the past about his drive to acquire more and more money, and says that it’s appropriate his
parents named him Martin. If you combine his first initial with his last name it spells ‘Mammon,’
one of the seven princes of hell and the personification of wealth and greed.”“That wouldn’t be
my first choice for a prophetic name.”“Yeah, me either. I’d rather my name was B. Eergut.”It took
me a beat to figure it out. “That’s gross,” I said.Diesel grinned and tucked a loose strand of hair
behind my ear, his touch giving me a rush that went from my ear to my doodah.“Want me to try
again?” Diesel asked.“No. I want you to finish telling me about the treasure.”“Ammon managed to
get hold of the map that Palgrave Bellows fashioned. It was discovered during a ship restoration
project. Ammon tucked the map under his arm, and he still has it.”“So now Ammon has the diary
and the map.”“Yep. Problem is, the directions to the treasure are in code, and the code can’t be
read without the special coin. Ammon hired a team of cryptographers, but they weren’t able to
crack the code without it. So all attention turned to finding the coin.”“How long have they been
looking for the coin?”“Years. Ammon’s had a private investigator on the case.”“Looking for the
coin?”“Yes, but eventually looking for Peg Leg. After interviewing a lot of people, the PI
discovered that the coin and the diary were originally found together, but because McCoy and



Peg Leg didn’t completely trust each other, McCoy took the diary and Peg Leg took the coin.
Shortly after that, Peg Leg disappeared and was never seen again. It was thought he was shot
over a keg of rum, but it never went beyond rumor. Last week the Pirate Museum hung the
prisoner cage, and it caught the attention of the detective. The cadaver had been dressed in
pirate rags, but the peg leg had clearly been made in more modern times.”“I didn’t notice,” I said.
“It just looked like a wooden peg leg to me. And you know all this how?”“The organization that
employs me has had a man watching Ammon’s detective.”Diesel is a sort of cop. At least that’s
what he tells me. He works for a loosely organized hierarchy of People with Special Abilities. His
primary job was to keep his peers on the straight and narrow. When he was assigned the task of
finding the seven SALIGIA Stones, the cop part of his job became secondary.“I was being
brought back to Salem to get you into the museum when you took matters into your own hands,”
Diesel said.“It wasn’t intentional. I was just on a tour with Glo’s new boyfriend. How does Wulf
know about this?”“Wulf has his own underground and his own agenda. Hard to say how Wulf
knows things sometimes…he just does.”“So the idea now is that the coin is somehow attached
to the pirate skeleton?”“Maybe. Or maybe the history of the skeleton will lead to the coin.”“When
I touched the cage I felt a vibration just before it broke loose and fell to the floor. It wasn’t
especially strong, and I thought it was probably just my imagination.”“Honey, your imagination
isn’t that good.”“I happen to have an excellent imagination. Sometimes I imagine my life is
normal.”“Yeah, that’s a stretch,” Diesel said. “So maybe the coin was in the cage.”“If it was, it had
to be hidden somewhere. I didn’t see a coin.”“Who had access to him?”“The only one who
actually touched the skeleton while I was there was Nergal. I’m sure the EMTs had their hands
on him, but I left before they zipped him up and carted him off.”Diesel unlocked my car and
opened the driver’s side door for me. “I have stuff to do,” he said. “I’ll catch up with you later.”—
My house looks like it was sprinkled out with a lot of other houses from the big house saltshaker
sometime in the 1700s. The neighborhood is a mix of small houses built by cod fishermen,
shoemakers, carpenters, and mariners, and a few larger houses that were owned by merchants
and ship captains. Most of the houses still have a wooden sculpture of a golden cod above their
doorways, a symbol of good luck. My golden cod was getting a little worn around the fins, and I’d
had “paint your fish” in my mental to-do list for a while.I was later getting home than usual, and
Cat was waiting at the door. I snatched my mail from the mailbox, said hello to Cat, and went
straight to the kitchen. I poured some kitty crunchies into Cat’s bowl, adding a slice of
cantaloupe as apology for his delayed dinner. I browsed through my mail while Cat ate.Bills, junk
mail, more junk mail…Uh-oh. Letter from a publisher. A while back I’d had an idea for a
cookbook, Hot Guys Cooking for Hungry Women. I packaged up my ideas and recipes, and my
manuscript was making the rounds of New York agents and publishers. Unfortunately, no one
wanted it, and I’d come to dread opening the letters that were inevitably rejections.“What do you
think, Cat?” I asked. “Should I open it? Do you have a good feeling about this one?”Cat was
sinking his fangs into the cantaloupe and didn’t appear to care a lot about the letter.“Okay,” I said
to Cat. “Wish me luck.”I tore the envelope open and read the letter. Rejection. Crap!“It’s a great



idea,” I said to Cat. “And the recipes are perfect. I’ve kitchen-tested them. I don’t know why no
one wants to buy my book.”
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Ladyice, “Wicked Charms: A Lizzy and Diesel Novel Book 3. Lizzy, Diesel, Clara, Glo, Nergal
(the local coroner), Carl the monkey and the Cat are still searching for the remaining Saligia
Stones. A long dead pirate named Palgrave Bellows wrote a diary, drew a map and stated he
found a great treasure and buried it off the coast of Maine. A very wealthy man, a Mr. Martin
Ammon is in love with Lizzy' s cup cakes and signs her to a contract promoting her cup cakes,
cookies, etc. Lizzy and Diesel discover Ammon is after one of the Saligia Stones. The craziness,
nuttiness, dangerous situations and OMG' s make this third book a great read. I hope Janet
Evanovich writes book four in this series.”

Ebook Library Reader, “I liked it, but it didn't have quite the flavor of the first two.. I'd almost
decided that there weren't going to be any more Lizzy and Diesel books so I was really happy a
few months back when Wicked Charms was announced. I downloaded it to my Kindle first thing
the morning of June 23.I've never read a Janet Evanovich book I didn't like, and this was no
exception. I like paranormal books and there is enough of the otherworldly here to make it
interesting. I approached this one like I did the first two, suspending my disbelief and wading
right in. But it somehow didn't have quite the same flavor of the two previous books.Perhaps the
addition of Mr. Sutton as co-author can account to some extent for the change in perception. (I
actually thought Mr. Sutton was Ms. Sutton until I saw his picture; the name seems non gender-
specific.) This isn't necessarily BAD, it's just different.I was disappointed that Cat 7143 and Carl
weren't as much in evidence in this book. I love them both. A few reviewers said they found Carl's
frequent "Eeeps" annoying, but what else is a monkey going to say? I hope they both will be
more in evidence in future books. And Hatchet somehow didn't come across as quite as colorful
a character as he was in the first two volumes.AND are we actually developing a Ranger-Morelli
situation between Wulf and Diesel? This just doesn't seem right; I figured that at the end of book
seven Diesel and Lizzy would figure they'd saved the world so to hell with it and they'd have at it,
let the chips fall where they may, and Wulf would go on about the business of being the
consummate bad boy.I'm still looking forward to the next installment. We have Envy, Pride,
Wrath, and Sloth yet to go - I'm particularly curious to see what they will do with Sloth. I just hope
that we won't have to wait as long for installment four as we did for installment three.”

Proud 2b English, “Loved it. I know I can purchase any book by JE and it will be fantastic story.
Lots of laugh out loud moments too. This book and the others in the Lizzie and Diesel stories are
just another example of her excellent imagination.”

Paws For Louise, “Naughty but nice. Janet Evanovich is a talented author and my second
favourite. She writes in a flowing style which her Co writers copy well. This story is hilarious and
I'm currently rereading it. Lizzy is always in trouble but she is her own hero at times. Diesel is
delicious as usual. Definitely worth reading at least twice.”



Ann, “A delightful read. I started reading it as soon as I received it in the mail - I have recently
moved, and was therefore unable to find the 2 previous books, which would have been nice to
have read before embarking on nr. 3, but there you have it.It was a delightful read, but over much
too soon - or perhaps I read too fast ? Can't wait for the next installment !”

Jan, “Great fun. These books are great fun, laugh out loud in places, Carl is hilarious.”

Me and him williams, “Love it. Great read from Janet evanovich as usual funny”

The book by Janet Evanovich has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 2,621 people have provided feedback.
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