
  
    [image: Malibu Express]
  


  
    
      
        [image: Title Page 1]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2025 by Arlene Sidaris and Mark Alan Miller

        All Rights Reserved.

      

      

      
        
        First Edition, 2025

      

      

      
        
        Cover artwork elements used by permission from Malibu Bay Films

        Layout and design by Sean Duregger

        Interior formatting by Mark Alan Miller and Sean Duregger

        Edited by Mike Watt

      

      

      
        
        The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living, dead or undead is coincidental and not intended by the author.

      

      

      
        
        No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790, Encyclopocalypse Publications expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

      

        

      
        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Foreword

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

    

    
      
        Image Gallery

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      If you’re holding this book, odds are you know exactly what you’re in for. Or maybe you just like your paperbacks hot, fast, and a little dangerous. Either way, welcome.

      I grew up in the glow of late-night cable, where Malibu Express always felt like a secret handshake from another universe. Before streaming, before everyone knew what “cult classic” meant, Andy Sidaris movies were midnight transmissions from a world where the rules didn’t matter. A world where a private investigator named Cody Abilene could outrun hitmen in a custom Chevy, flirt his way through a mansion full of suspects, and somehow solve the case…usually without putting down his Budweiser.

      Malibu Express isn’t just a time capsule of 1980s excess, it’s the start of the Sidaris legacy: bullets, babes, wisecracks, and sun-drenched noir that never takes itself too seriously. Andy’s genius was making it all look effortless. Fast cars, big hair, private islands, rocket launchers, and more silk robes than any one man should ever own…none of it accidental, and all of it a joy.

      When Arlene Sidaris trusted us to adapt the catalog, it wasn’t about nostalgia for its own sake. It was about keeping the party alive. A wild, sunburned celebration of everything that made these films feel forbidden and fun. Brad Carter starts us off on our literary Sidaris journey with Malibu Express and Hard Ticket to Hawaii, and he gets that. He’s not just retelling the story; he’s dialing in the sleaze, the smarts, and the strange sense of cool that makes Cody Abilene a fucking legend.

      Why novelize Andy Sidaris films? Despite my own personal nostalgia and love of these films, we feel the world could use a little more bad behavior, a little more champagne, and a reminder that sometimes, the detective in the speedo is the only one who gets the job done. These books are for anyone who’s ever rented a VHS just because the box looked a little too good to be true.

      Thanks for picking this up and for keeping the Malibu Express rolling.

      
        
        Sean Duregger

        Managing Editor

        Encyclopocalypse Publications
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      Cody Abilene stomped harder on the accelerator, gripping the wheel so tightly that his knuckles popped. The Chevy’s heavily modified engine roared in response. The speedometer climbed past 120 mph and Cody forced himself to look away. Having grown up at auto racetracks, he knew all too well what would happen if he wiped out at that speed. Goodbye, Cody Abilene; hello, road pizza.

      He thought of himself as a good driver. Under normal circumstances, he could handle just about any automobile, even at high speeds. After all, he’d won his fair share of drag races, of both the sanctioned and unsanctioned varieties. But these circumstances were anything but normal. For one thing, there was a topless woman riding shotgun, and she kept trying to climb onto his lap and press her considerable assets against his face. And for another thing, there was the small matter of the helicopter behind them. It was flying low in hot pursuit as Cody raced down the dusty two-lane desert road. He might have been able to deal with one of these complications, but both of them working in concert? That was just too much to juggle. Hell, even Cody’s father—famed NASCAR driver Jimmy Dean Abilene—couldn’t have even approached peak performance under such circumstances.

      The topless woman who wouldn’t stay put in the passenger seat was June Khnockers, a rising star on the independent drag race circuit. It was Cody’s considered opinion that June had a future as the first female NASCAR champion or a nudie magazine centerfold, possibly both. Her reflexes behind the wheel were just as impressive as her rack. And that was saying something. She was currently attempting to use that impressive rack to distract Cody from the task at hand. As far as distractions went, it wasn’t so bad.

      “Now, June, goddamn it, I can’t do that right now,” Cody snapped, swatting her hand away from his crotch.

      “Oh, come on.” June started to wriggle across the center console. She grabbed her breasts, pressing them together. “Don’t you want to have a little fun?”

      “Well, yeah, but…” Cody jerked his head to the side and narrowly avoided being blinded by one perfectly pink erect nipple. “Baby, this just ain’t the time for it.”

      “It’s always time to have fun!”

      Cody had the car’s engine cranked as high as he could manage. The needle of the tachymeter was crawling into the red. The engine temperature was doing the same. Something was wrong under the hood, and unfortunately, pulling over and letting the pit crew take a look wasn’t an option.

      Good Lord, can things get any more complicated? Cody wondered.

      As if on cue, his thought was answered by a short burst of gunfire. The three idiots in the helicopter had opened fire. Cody figured it was coming, but he flinched all the same. At least the gunfire persuaded June to finally take their situation seriously. Her smile disappeared. She dropped back into the passenger seat, covering her breasts with her hands like she’d suddenly developed a sense of modesty.

      “Oh my God, they’re shooting at us!” she wailed.

      “You noticed that, huh?” Despite everything, Cody had to laugh. “What do you think I’ve been trying to tell you for the last five miles, woman?”

      “I’m sorry, it’s just…” June tucked her goodies back into her jumpsuit and ran the zipper up.

      Cody took a second to marvel at how quickly his life had gone off the damn rails. He thought back to where it all began. Was it really just a week ago?

      Lord have mercy…
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      Exactly one week before Cody was fending off a feisty half-naked woman while eluding a trio of helicopter-riding hired killers, he was enjoying a quiet Sunday. He spent the morning at the beach, watching the bathing beauties and the surfers. Once he’d done enough work on his suntan, he’d grabbed lunch from Tony Alvarez’s hot dog truck, then headed to Vic’s Gun Club to pop off a few rounds. It might have been a weekend, but that was no excuse for passing up a chance to work on one’s marksmanship. And Cody was painfully aware of how much work he needed in that regard. As his daddy would have put it, Cody couldn’t hit the broad side of barn.

      He parked near the front door of the gun club and popped the trunk to get his gun. He stored the gun—a nickel-plated .44—in a beautiful gun case. It was zebra patterned Italian leather with a crushed velvet interior. He felt like a real stud carrying it into the club. Even the wealthiest members of the club admired it.

      Vic’s was a high class joint, frequented by doctors and lawyers and stock broker types. Cody maintained his membership as two birds/one stone deal: he could sharpen up his gun skills and make the kind of connections that any decent private detective needs. Not that Cody thought of himself as merely a decent private eye. No, he was top-shelf investigator for hire. It said so on his business cards, after all. Right there in black and white: Cody Abilene, Top-Shelf Private Investigator.

      That day, there was no one on hand to admire his fancy gun case. Business at the club was slow on Sundays and Cody had the range all to himself, except for the club’s resident instructor, John Strickland, an unsmiling gargoyle with Coke bottle specs and a meticulously maintained comb-over. If there was a high school in hell, Strickland would make a great vice principal.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Abilene,” Strickland said. “How about taking lane number two. I assume you’d like the standard target.”

      Cody followed Strickland to the designated shooting lane. He set his fancy gun case on the ledge of the cubicle. The clasps made a solid thunk-thunk as he opened them. You couldn’t beat those Italians for fine craftsmanship.

      “I still say that .44 is too much gun for someone so…” Strickland looked up, like the word he was searching for might be on the ceiling. “Someone so accuracy challenged.”

      Cody ignored the implied insult and dumped a speed loader into the chamber of his Smith and Wesson beauty. He gave the chamber a spin and snapped it closed. Like the Italian leather case, the gun was a reflection of Cody’s personality: cool, powerful, and just a little bit flashy. At least that’s how he liked to think of it. He’d read somewhere that guns were just phallic symbols that men used to represent their manhood. That’s what he got for leafing through old issues of Cosmopolitan while he waited for his turn at Fantastic Sam’s.

      Strickland sighed. “Okay, Dirty Harry, what will it be today, moving or stationary?”

      “Moving.”

      Strickland brought out his heavy sigh for an encore. “You sure about that?”

      “One hundred percent, my man.” Cody put on his ear protection, got into his stance, and prepared to take aim. Phallic symbol or not, the .44 was a heavy son of a bitch, so he used a two-handed grip.

      “Here we go!” Strickland slapped a pair of protective earphones on his head and hit a switch on the wall, activating the moving target.

      Two feet by two feet and made of cardboard, the target was printed with the outline of a human torso on its center. There was a bull’s-eye over where the heart should be. The target hung from an overhead track by two lengths of monofilament line. Cody waited until it slid into his line of fire, then popped off a shot. The .44 jumped in his hands.

      “Wide left, Mr. Abilene!” Strickland had to shout to make himself heard.

      Cody tracked the target as it moved then fired again.

      “Wide right!”

      Cody narrowed his eyes and squeezed off two quick ones. He didn’t need to hear Strickland hollering to know he’d missed the target altogether. The next two shots were just as bad. The last one went so high over the target that it shattered one of the overhead lights.

      Strickland reeled in the target and presented it to Cody.

      “Well, it’s not my worst effort,” Cody said, admiring his handiwork. The target had two bullet holes in it, although both of them were well outside the torso outline.

      Strickland gave him a stern look over the top of the Coke bottle lenses. “Actually, I agree.”

      Cody tugged off his ear protection. They went into the fancy case, alongside the still-hot barrel of the .44.

      “That’s it?” Strickland asked. “Six shots and you’re done?”

      “I got places to go, partner.”
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        * * *

      

      The first place he had to go was the Willow Springs Raceway. It was a dinky little track out in the middle of the desert, but it had a certain charm. For weeks, June Khnockers had been using it for practice, and she’d been bugging him to come out there and watch her do speed tests in her new Oldsmobile stock car. She was practicing for an upcoming race in Baja and wanted Cody’s opinion.

      Yeah, that ain’t all she wants, Cody thought as he wheeled his cherry red DeLorean into the raceway’s back parking lot.

      Even before he got out of the car, he could hear the steady roar of an engine cranked to maximum power. If he had to guess, June had it well over 120 mph, even on the curves. He had to admit it, the girl was good. Fearless with cat-like reflexes and a body that could stop traffic? God had been feeling generous the day he made June Khnockers.

      Cody climbed the back stairs to the observation tower/announcer’s booth and stepped onto the balcony. He walked through the empty booth and onto the balcony. Rodney Vargas was there, snapping photos of the action with one of her many cameras. This particular one had a telephoto lens so long it could probably double as an astronomy gadget. Her fingers danced around the apparatus, making adjustments to the focus as she took action shots worthy of the covers of all the trade magazines. Cody considered it one of the crimes of the century that Car and Driver hadn’t offered Rodney a fat contract.

      They went way back, Cody and Rodney. Once upon a time, she’d been on his father’s pit crew, changing tires as fast as any man had ever managed. But she’d gotten tired of the life and traded her impact driver for a camera a few years back. Cody still caught up with her regularly, at the races or at one of the nearby bars. Despite their history, he’d never gotten a straight answer when he asked for the story behind her name. Cody figured it was sort of like the inverse of that old Johnny Cash tune. Rodney’s daddy must have figured she’d have to get tough or die with a boy’s name. Or hell, maybe it was the only name her parents could agree on. Either way, she was one hell of lady and one of the few who seemed immune to his amorous advances. Cody told himself that there were plenty of rumors about her batting from the other side of the plate, but deep down, he knew that his ego was the only reason he entertained such notions. And hell, if that was the way she wanted to swing, who was he to say anything about it?

      Cody tiptoed across the metal balcony until he was alongside her. He draped his arm around her shoulders and leaned in to whisper a greeting in her ear.

      If she was surprised, she didn’t show it. She simply turned her camera toward him and took a shot of his face in extreme close up.

      “You keep sneaking up like that, some lady is going to kick you in the goodies,” she said.

      Cody laughed. “You’re one tough cookie, Rodney.”

      She stuck out her tongue and blew a raspberry. “Your biggest fan is just about to finish up for the day. I’m sure you’ll be eager to rendezvous with her in the locker room.”

      “How do you know I’m not here just to see you?”

      “Yeah, right. Even a Texas boy like you wouldn’t survive this ride.” Rodney laughed and went back to taking photos of June’s car.

      Cody hung around to watch the Olds hug the curves for a few more laps, then headed downstairs to the locker room. As such places went, this one wasn’t so terrible. Sure, the aromas of BO and deodorant soap hung heavy in the air, locked in an eternal battle for supremacy, but the floor was clean enough and there was both a hot tub and a massage table on site. Cody removed his Stetson and his sunglasses, then hopped up on the massage table and lay down to wait for June to appear.

      He didn’t have to wait long. He’d just gotten comfortable when she entered the room. Even if she’d have been completely silent, he’d have known she was coming. June went through life with a cloud of expensive French perfume hanging over her. Even after an afternoon spent sweating in her driver’s jumpsuit, she still smelled good.

      Cody sat up and watched he pause in front of her locker and start to undress. He whistled appreciatively.

      “Well, is that all you got to say?” she asked, turning to face him. She unzipped her jumpsuit and pulled her arms free of the sleeves. Another quick move and her sports bra was gone, letting loose two double handfuls of fun.

      For a moment, Cody was speechless as he took in the sights.

      “Come on, what do you think?”

      “I think they’re dynamite.”

      She rolled her eyes. “I meant the driving.”

      “Same answer for the both the driving and the body,” Cody said. “They’re dynamite.”

      “You got a one track mind, cowboy.” She kicked her way out of the jumpsuit’s legs and crossed the space between the lockers and the massage table in a series of hip-rolling strides.

      Cody smiled. “I reckon I’m just as God made me.”

      June leaned in for a kiss, then shoved him back down on the table. She had him out of his boots and his jeans in seconds flat.

      “Now let’s see if you can get me across that finish line,” she purred.
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        * * *

      

      As he drove away from the raceway, Cody figured the day had gone so well that it would be greedy to expect anything more. He drove the DeLorean back into town, steering with one hand and using the other to hold his mini tape recorder close to his face. He committed a short description of the day’s activities to tape. The trade magazines said that all private detectives should own such a recorder and use it to keep track of daily activities. Of course, the article only meant that it should be done in the course of an investigation, and Cody hadn’t been investigating anything beyond the June Khnockers’ pleasure points, but he liked to get in the habit. If he wanted people to take him seriously as a detective, he needed to act the part. That’s why he had the tape recorder, the fancy business cards, and a nickel plated phallic symbol loaded with hollow points.

      Home was a 35-foot Sea Expedition yacht anchored at the Blue Sky Yacht Club’s private marina. The yacht had one living room, one bedroom, a bathroom with a shower, and a barebones galley. None of them could be called roomy, but Cody liked to think of them as cozy accommodations. The yacht, which Cody had christened Malibu Express, was anchored with its stern against the dock. Cody had backed it up to that spot over a year ago and hadn’t moved it since. Truth be told, he wasn’t much of a sailor. He just liked the self-contained nature of yacht living. Plus, just about every sunset was postcard-worthy.

      As he climbed out of the DeLorean, he noticed three figures standing on the dock, just a few feet away from the slip reserved for the Malibu Express. Cody recognized them right off. The tall one in the navy sport coat was Douglas Wilton, the president of the yacht club and superintendent of the marina. The two shorter figures, both clad in floral patterned Hawaiian shirts and white sailing caps, were the Martindales, George and his wife Claudia.

      From what Cody could tell, the Martindales were haranguing good old Doug about some petty complaint. This came as no surprise to Cody. The Martindales were the marina’s resident busybodies, who were always sore about something. At any given moment, they had a litany of grievances to air, many of which involved Cody and the Malibu Express.

      As Cody walked down the dock towards his assigned slip, he learned that the subject of the Martindales’ latest complaint was the large doorway that Cody had installed on the back of his yacht. Well, the doorway was actually built into a large square of Texas post oak which was anchored directly to the dock itself. Cody liked it. He thought it was a genius idea, a doorway that opened directly onto portion of the slip that abutted the stern of the yacht. The doorway was tasteful too, painted as it was to look like the caboose of an Old West train. Cody had paid a grad student at USC to do the work, and she’d earned every penny. Her skill with paints and varnish was outshone only by her skill in the bedroom.

      Claudia Martindale was waving one pudgy hand at the door, calling it a “garish eyesore” when Cody drew up alongside Doug.

      “Hey, Doug, how’s it hanging?” Cody tipped his hat. He turned to Claudia and repeated the gesture. “Afternoon, ma’am.”

      Claudia, a hatchet faced woman with drooping jowls, put a hand to her chest and gasped. Her husband muttered and grumped. Cody favored him with a smile and was preparing to speak more pleasantries when Doug cleared his throat and jumped in.

      “Mr. Abilene—er, Cody—this isn’t the first complaint I’ve had about this monstrosity you’ve erected,” Doug said. “As president of the yacht club, I must ask you to remove it.”

      “That’s a shame,” Cody sighed. “Most things I erect receive rave reviews. Just ask any of the ladies who’ve stepped through this doorway.”

      “And as members of the committee,” George huffed, “we demand you do so immediately.”

      Cody shook his head. “Now, that’s no way to talk. I should remind you folks that my daddy founded this yacht club over twenty-five years ago. On top of that, he built this doorway in loving memory of my mama, God rest her soul.”

      Doug didn’t look impressed, and the Martindales seemed even less so. Claudia crossed her arms under her considerable bosoms, averted her gaze, and sniffed.

      “Come on, Doug,” Cody continued, “you know Daddy is at this very moment representing the yacht club in the TransPac. Got the club logo right there on the hood of his car, alongside the logo for Regina’s Sandwich and Massage Shop. Where’s the goodwill?”

      “Some representation he’s giving the club,” George said, clapping a hand atop his goofy sailor cap to keep the wind from dragging it off his bald head. “He’s lost four times in the last six days. Just what is he doing out there?”

      “Well, he’s got that all-girl crew, you know.” Cody smiled. “Probably just keeps getting blown off course.”

      Doug’s mouth twitched as he tried to stifle a smile. He turned to the Martindales and offered his best explanation. “You’ll have to excuse Mr. Abilene. He’s always been an eccentric young man. But he’s telling the truth about this, well, art installation. Tacky as it may be, it is indeed a memorial to the late Mrs. Abilene. She was terrified of planes, cars, and boats. Trains, however, were something she loved. And to honor her memory, Cody hired a young up and coming artist to render this portrait of a locomotive.”

      Cody couldn’t have said it better himself. Despite the Martindales’ grumbling, he considered the matter closed. He tipped his hat to the trio, then stepped through the doorway and onto his boat.

      He grabbed a beer from the fridge, and since he’d worked up quite a sweat during his encounter with June, he hit the showers. There truly were few pleasures in life more satisfying than a shower beer. It was the sort of thing that God had intended when he invented the pop top can.

      Once he’d scrubbed himself clean and swallowed the last drop of Budweiser, he wrapped himself in a towel and headed for the galley to grab another beer… and found himself staring down the barrel of a gun.

      “Goddamn, I sure hope that’s a cigarette lighter,” he said.

      The gun-wielding assailant was a bikini-clad brunette. Standing close beside her was a similarly attired blonde. If they were burglars, they sure as hell weren’t planning on hiding any stolen merchandise on their persons. Their bikinis didn’t amount to much more than a few strings and some palm-sized scraps of fabric. Cody may not have cared their unannounced entry, but he approved of their fashion sense.

      “Say your prayers, big guy,” the brunette said and squeezed the trigger.

      Cody closed his eyes against a spray of cold water. He snatched the squirt gun from her hand and tossed it over his shoulder.

      “Cute toy,” he said. “But I’m afraid I’m going to have to confiscate it.”

      The two women giggled as they moved to flank him, like they were preparing to pounce and wanted to cut off his escape route.

      “I’m May,” the brunette said. “And this here is my friend, Faye.”

      “We just arrived from Corpus Christi on my daddy’s boat,” Faye explained. “We’re in the slip right next to you.”

      “Guess that makes us neighbors,” May said. “Since we’re gonna be here for a while, we figured we should get to know you.”

      Faye placed a hand on his shoulder. “It’s the neighborly thing, after all.”

      Cody stepped across the room and lowered himself onto the loveseat, his new neighbors following close behind. They plopped down, one on either side of him.

      “How the hell did you manage to get past my security system?” Cody asked. The system in question wasn’t anything more than a lock on the door, but it was the best lock available at Ace Hardware. The salesman promised that it was made of American steel, which had to count for something.

      “Never mind that.” Faye scooted closer, pressing her thing against his. “We haven’t got our water hooked up yet and wondered if we could use your shower.”

      May moved in, draping an arm over Cody’s shoulders. “Don’t worry, we won’t use too much water. We’ll shower at the same time. You know, to practice conservation.”

      Cody smiled, glancing heavenward to offer silent thanks for his good fortune. It seemed that even on a day like this, there was always room for improvement.

      “Well, ladies,” he said, “never let it be said that an Abilene turned away in neighbor in need. Follow me.”
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      Contessa Luciana De Rossi pushed through the double doors of the California field office of the Federal Technology Crime unit at precisely 5:30 pm. She prided herself on her punctuality. Along with her keen fashion sense and even keener intellect, she considered her perfect timing to be her best quality. Well, her perfect timing and her perfect body, which she rigorously maintained through a strict diet and exercise regimen.

      She slipped off her designer sunglasses and glanced at the front desk receptionist. “Contessa Luciana for Douglas Wilton.”

      The receptionist was a mousy young woman in an ill-fitting pantsuit. If time were not of the essence, Luciana might have tried to work the conversation around to fashion advice. Perhaps another day.

      The receptionist nodded curtly. “Deputy Director Wilton is in the Strategic Ops office on the second floor. He’s expecting you.”

      Luciana thanked the receptionist and headed for the elevators. Her high heels rang out like hammers on an anvil as she walked down the marble floors of the corridor. Every set of eyes she passed turned her way. This was such a regular occurrence that Luciana had long ago quit noticing the stares. She rode the elevator alone to the third floor. Upon arrival, she stepped out and headed for the Strategic Ops office.

      Although it was a large room, it felt tiny, cluttered as it was with all manner of computer equipment. At this hour, most of the desks were empty. Even government security agents punched the clock at the end of the day. All that remained was a skeleton crew of the most dedicated operatives and engineers. They were so engrossed in their tasks that they didn’t spare her a second glance. She tried not to take their disinterest amiss, even though she was wearing her newest, most flattering Versace ensemble.

      She made her way through the maze of cubicles to the conference table at the back of the room. Doug Wilton, looking characteristically unfashionable in his navy blazer and khaki slacks, was waiting for her there. He didn’t rise from his swivel chair or offer any pleasantries. As usual, he was all business when matters of national security were up for discussion.

      “Have a seat,” he said, gesturing to an empty chair on the opposite side of the table. “We have a real problem, Contessa.”

      “Let me guess,” she said, dropping her clutch purse on the table and lowering herself into the chair. “This problem involves our Soviet friends.”

      “That’s correct.” Doug nodded. “The Russians are at least five years behind us in computer technology, but they’re stealing our stuff right out from under us. We can’t seem to get a handle on who’s doing the dirty work. Could be government, could be organized crime. Over there, is there really much difference? Whoever it is, they’ve been working overtime to close the technology gap.”

      Luciana peeled off one black glove then the other. “Naturally. But how are they doing it?”

      “First, they tried going through a bank in San Francisco, but the IRS was onto them before they could do much damage. Now, the bastards are setting up industrial fronts, buying stuff under the guise of supplying to our allies. Once the shipments make it overseas, Russian operatives embedded in the governments of these friendly nations clone the technology then send it along to Moscow. Our own agents in the Kremlin say that they’ve amassed quite a technological arsenal. It’s just a matter of time before our own cutting edge gets back on us.”

      “Ah, yes, very intriguing,” Luciana said, “but what has any of that got to do with me? I was having a nice vacation on the Riviera when I was recalled to this office.”

      Doug leaned forward, elbows on the table. “We’ve been investigating some of the players in computer research and development, trying to get a fix on who’s dirty. I’ll spare you the boring details, but the short version is that our investigation has led us to the doorstep of one of your old friends, Lady Lillian Chamberlain.”
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