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By Janet Evanovich

The Stephanie Plum novels

One For The Money

Two For The Dough

Three To Get Deadly

Four To Score

High Five
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Hard Eight

To The Nines

Ten Big Ones

Eleven On Top

Twelve Sharp

Lean Mean Thirteen

Fearless Fourteen

Finger Lickin’ Fifteen

Sizzling Sixteen

Smokin’ Seventeen

Explosive Eighteen

Notorious Nineteen

Takedown Twenty

Top Secret Twenty-One

Tricky Twenty-Two

Turbo Twenty-Three

Hardcore Twenty-Four

Look Alive Twenty-Five

The Knight and Moon novels

Curious Minds (with Phoef Sutton)

Dangerous Minds

The Fox and O’Hare novels

with Lee Goldberg

The Heist

The Chase

The Job

The Scam

The Pursuit

with Peter Evanovich

The Big Kahuna

The Diesel & Tucker series

Wicked Appetite

Wicked Business

Wicked Charms (with Phoef Sutton)

The Between the Numbers Novels

Visions Of Sugar Plums

Plum Lovin’

Plum Lucky

Plum Spooky

And writing with Charlotte Hughes

Full House

Full Tilt

Full Speed

Full Blast


Praise for Janet Evanovich’s books:

‘A laugh-out-loud page-turner’ Heat

‘Utterly delightful’ Cosmopolitan

‘Pithy, witty and fast-paced’ Sunday Times

‘Romantic and gripping. . . an absolute tonic’ Good Housekeeping

‘Among the great joys of contemporary crime fiction’ GQ

‘Slapstick, steam and suspense’ People

‘Evanovich’s characters are eccentric and exaggerated, the violence often surreal and the plot dizzily speedy: but she produces as many laughs as anyone writing crime today’ The Times

‘Fast, funny and furious. . . keeps the reader breathless’ Publishers Weekly
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A mysterious disappearance, an enormous fortune and a Czech oligarch – it’s the weirdest and wildest challenge yet for Janet Evanovich’s bestselling sleuths Fox & O’Hare.

FBI Agent Kate O’Hare plays by the rules. Charming con man Nicholas Fox makes them up as he goes along. They’re working together to tackle the out-of-bounds cases ordinary FBI agents can’t touch.

Next up: the mysterious disappearance of the Silicon Valley billionaire known as the Big Kahuna. His model wife and shady business partner are more interested in gaining control of his company than in finding him. They need a dead body. . . not a living Kahuna.

The only lead is the Kahuna’s drop-out son, who’s living the dream in Hawaii. To get close to him, Kate and Nick go undercover in the surfer community. For Kate, there is nothing more horrifying than setting up house with Nick Fox. If they don’t catch a break soon, waves aren’t going to be the only thing she’ll be shredding (or bedding).
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Kate O’Hare’s favorite outfit was her blue windbreaker with the letters FBI written in yellow on the back, worn over a black T-shirt and matching black Kevlar vest. She had reluctantly relegated the outfit to the back of her tiny closet, which now overflowed with an assortment of designer clothes and resort-casual beachwear. The designer clothes and beachwear were all acquired during her recent stint of undercover work. Tools of the trade, she told herself. Unfortunately, it was Nicolas Fox’s trade. He was a brilliant con man and a world-class thief. She’d arrested him two years ago, and he’d charmed his way out of a lifetime in prison by offering up his unique talents to help the FBI take down the worst and most elusive criminals.

Now she had the impossible job of acting as his handler. When conventional police work couldn’t get the job done, the FBI set Fox loose to run questionably legal cons and undercover operations on out-of-reach bad guys.

Some days Kate wondered whether she was managing Nicolas Fox or he was managing her. Today was one of those days. It was noon, and she was standing in the middle of the Beverly Hills Saks Fifth Avenue dressed in black slacks, a black-and-white striped shirt, red suspenders, white gloves, and a black beret. Her face was painted completely white, except for her bright red lipstick. She was surrounded by a sea of similarly dressed men and women, possibly hundreds of them. It was a flash mob of mimes, and they were all doing classic mime stunts, trying to get out of invisible boxes and climb invisible ladders, struggling not to get blown away by nonexistent wind.

“This is ridiculous,” Kate said to the mime standing next to her. “In fact, this has got to be the most ridiculous, humiliating plan you’ve ever devised. And that’s saying a lot.”

The mime next to her was Nick Fox. “You have a short memory,” he said. “Dressing as mimes can’t compare to some of the humiliating situations we’ve experienced together. And besides, this is all your boss’s fault. He gave us this case. I merely came up with the brilliant plan to solve it.” He silently threw an imaginary lasso at Kate and pretended to pull her in to him.

“Get a grip,” Kate said. “Not gonna happen.”

A growing crowd of shoppers and sales clerks had gathered around the flash mob. Kate scanned the room. The entire store, including two security guards, was entranced by the spectacle.

“Think about it,” Nick said. “In the last five years, three high-end jewelry stores have been robbed in New York, Chicago, and Las Vegas while onlookers were distracted by flash mobs. It’s actually pretty brilliant. Anonymously organize a flash mob over the Internet, and you’ve got a crew of a hundred people unwittingly helping you commit the crime, all without having to split the money a hundred ways. It’s perfect. And it’s designed to be a surprise piece of performance art, so participants are encouraged to keep the time and place private.”

Kate narrowed her eyes and stared at Nick. “I get that. What I don’t get is how you happened to be on the guest list of the best-kept secret in Los Angeles. And why you think this mob is going to cover for another robbery. I’d better not find out you’re somehow involved in this.”

“I’m hurt. It’s as if you don’t trust me. We’re supposed to be partners on this assignment.”

“You’re a world-class con man. Of course I don’t trust you.”

“Yeah, but you like me, right?”

Kate blew out a sigh. “Yes. Mostly.”

Nick flashed a crooked grin at Kate. Even with the white-face makeup, Kate had to reluctantly admit, he had a great smile, and Nick Fox was outrageously sexy in his tight-fitting black mime pants and black-and-white striped shirt.

“It’s noon,” Nick said, “and the flash mob is supposed to dissipate in three minutes. If it’s going to happen, it’s going to be soon.”

Kate looked over at the Graff jewelry counter. A pair of Manolo Blahnik–clad feet poked out from behind the counter, toes up.

“Crap,” Kate said. “Man down at Graff.”

Nick and Kate pushed their way through the traffic jam of mimes and stared at the woman stretched out behind the counter. She was lying on the floor, breathing but not moving. She had on a red bandage dress, a name tag identifying her as Beth the Fine Jewelry Manager, and a tranquilizer dart stuck into her thigh. The counter was open with the key still in the lock.

Kate pulled the dart out of Beth’s leg and felt for her pulse. “She seems okay,” Kate said, “but she should get checked out. Why isn’t there better security here?”

“The security guards are watching the flash mob.”

“Call for medical assistance and then call security.”

Nick placed the calls and gestured across the room at a young female mime wearing a black minidress and striped knee socks. “Well, that’s something you don’t see every day.”

Kate rolled her eyes. “The minidress-Seriously.”

“No.” Nick pointed to the 110 carats of pink, yellow, green, and blue diamonds on the woman’s wrist. “A mime wearing a fifty-five-million-dollar Graff watch.”

“How do you know it’s a fifty-five-million-dollar watch?” Kate asked.

“It’s the Graff Diamonds Hallucination watch. It was unveiled at Baselworld in 2014 and is the most expensive watch ever created. It was on loan to the Beverly Hills Graff this month. Let’s get a closer look.”

Kate placed the dart next to the unconscious woman and tagged after Nick. “Weren’t you on vacation in Switzerland during Baselworld in 2014?”

“You know, I think I might have been. Strange coincidence, no?”

“No,” Kate said.

“You aren’t going to ask me if I was contemplating snatching the watch, are you?”

“No again,” Kate said. “I already know the answer.”

The woman in the black minidress turned, stared directly into Kate’s and Nick’s faces, and took off running toward the exit. Kate pushed aside several mimes and plowed through a crowd of onlookers. Nick was right behind her as they burst out of the store, onto Wilshire Boulevard. They pulled up short when the female mime jumped into a white Econoline van parked on the street, and the van took off down Wilshire.

“This is a role reversal for me,” Nick said, hands on hips, catching his breath. “Usually the beautiful woman is chasing me.”

Kate thought he might be referring to her as the beautiful woman, but she wasn’t willing to put money on it. She yanked the valet out of a red Ferrari idling in front of the store. “FBI. I’m commandeering this vehicle.”

Nick jumped into the passenger seat, gave the valet ten dollars, and mimed a thank-you. “Mimes aren’t supposed to talk,” he said to Kate. “It’s all about storytelling using your body language.”

Kate held her white gloved middle finger up to Nick and pressed her foot down on the accelerator. She chirped her tires, and went from zero to seventy miles per hour in three seconds.

The van took a hard left onto North Camden Drive, bounced off a parked car, and swerved wildly before regaining control. Kate rounded the corner and caught up to the van just as it turned right onto Santa Monica Boulevard.

“Well, you caught up to them,” Nick said. “What’s next?”

The back doors to the van burst open, and two mimes armed with semiautomatic AR-15 rifles took aim at the Ferrari. Kate veered to the right, and a stream of bullets struck the left side of the car. The mimes took aim again and Kate swerved left, leaving a bunch of fresh bullet holes in the right side of the car.

Nick looked at the holes. “I’m pretty sure these weren’t here when you borrowed this car. I hope your insurance covers commandeering.”

The van swung a right onto Rodeo Drive and accelerated past the Ralph Lauren and Vera Wang storefronts, cutting around cars, blowing through traffic lights, and barely missing people attempting to cross the street. Kate was less than a car length behind it. She had one hand on the wheel, and the other on the horn.

She turned to Nick. “Are you wearing your seatbelt?”

Nick tightened his seatbelt. “I’m not sure I like where this is going.”

Kate pressed the accelerator to the floor, and the Ferrari lurched forward, and rammed the back of the Econoline. The impact set off the Ferrari’s airbags and sent the two gunmen tumbling around the back of the van.

Nick beat down the airbags and looked out over the bullet-hole-riddled hood of the Ferrari at the crushed front end. It was locked onto the rear of the van, which careened wildly down Rodeo Drive, towing the Ferrari behind it.

Pedestrians were screaming and scrambling to get out of the way.

“It’s like they’ve never seen two mimes driving a Ferrari in a high-speed chase with international jewel thieves,” Nick said.

“Let’s try to slow this freight train down,” Kate said, slamming her foot on the brake.

Nick looked out at the wheels of the car. The brake pads were smoking, and burnt rubber from the tires lined the street behind them. The Econoline was slowly losing speed, but its momentum still carried it forward.

“In zero point two miles, you will have reached your destination,” the Ferrari’s computer announced.

Nick looked down at the map on the touch screen. “It looks like this car was programmed to find the Beverly Wilshire hotel before you commandeered it. By the by, you know that Rodeo Drive dead-ends at Wilshire Boulevard, right?”

Kate still had her hand on the horn. “Holy shit pickles. Hang on.” The van and the Ferrari, still locked together, sped through the intersection of Rodeo and Wilshire, pinballing off cars. They jumped the curb and plowed through the Beverly Wilshire’s outdoor dining area, demolishing a dessert cart but miraculously avoiding hitting any guests.

The two vehicles crashed through a plate glass window into the hotel lobby, and finally came to a halt just in front of the concierge desk.

“You have reached your destination,” the Ferrari announced and burst into flames.

Kate and Nick jumped from the car, rushed to the van, and pulled the three dazed mimes to safety before handcuffing them. Hotel staff rushed in with fire extinguishers and worked at getting the blaze under control. Police cruisers and fire trucks screamed in the distance.

“When you think you’re going to die, it really puts things in perspective,” Nick said, wiping away a stray bit of cheesecake from Kate’s cheek . . . the last remnants of the now-deceased dessert cart. “Money doesn’t mean too much if you don’t have love in your life.”

Kate drew in close to Nick, reached into his jacket, and pulled out the Hallucination watch. “That explains why you pocketed this fifty-five-million-dollar watch.”

Nick grinned at Kate and ate the cheesecake from his finger. “What can I say? It’s my nature. I see things of great beauty, and I must have them.”

OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
JANET
EVANOVICH

PETER
EVANOVICH

THE
BIG KAHUNA





OEBPS/images/ch1.jpg





OEBPS/images/book.jpg
ANET
NOVICH

PETER

J
EVA






OEBPS/images/9781472260932_FC.jpg
JANET
EVANOVICH

THE NO.1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR
"

KAHUNK®






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





