
This story uses characters and locations based on the Gunslinger Girl manga written 
by Yu Aida and published in monthly shōnen magazine Dengeki Daioh. The 
characters of Kara and Michele are original to myself. 
 
 

“The Cyborg Wears Prada” 
A Gunslinger Girl Original Story by Kiskaloo 
 
 
One Thursday morning during their second month as a fratello, Michele 
appeared at Kara’s dorm room, dressed in a silk suit of the darkest 
charcoal and wearing stylish sunglasses. 
 
Michele had called in a favor with the French DGSE, who sent one of 
their female agents earlier in the week to give Kara lessons in how to 
dress, apply makeup, sit, walk and speak like a lady. 
 
Michele placed two boxes down on the bed. Kara went over to them 
and opened them. The first contained a burgundy long sleeve wrap 
dress with leather trim and the second contained a pair of knee-high 
burgundy leather boots. 
 
“They’re beautiful,” Kara said. “For me?” 
 
“Yes. Go ahead and try them on,” Michele said, stepping out of the 
room. Kara removed her t-shirt and jeans and put on the dress, 
cinching the leather belt. She then pulled on the boots and examined 
herself in the mirror. 
 
“Okay!” she called out, and Michele opened the door. 
 
“Yes, that will do nicely,” he said. “We’re going out,” he added and 
turned, Kara following after. 
 
It was Kara’s first time off the compound and she was excited. Out 
front of the cyborg dorm was a sleek black sports car. As she 
approached the passenger side, she noticed the prancing horse logo of 
Ferrari embroidered on the tan leather of the headrest. Michele opened 
the door for her and she settled in to the soft leather. She reached 
down and used the controls to adjust the seat to a more comfortable 
setting. 
 
“What kind of car is this?” she asked. 
 



“This is a Ferrari 456M GTA. The GT stands for Gran Turismo, which 
means it is designed to drive at high speed for long distances in 
excellent comfort. Personally, I feel it is one of the best cars Ferrari 
ever built.”  
 
Kara leaned back into the seat and watched the scenery flash by. They 
drove into downtown Rome and Kara marveled at the controlled chaos 
that was daily vehicular traffic in the capital city. Michele pulled the car 
into the entrance of the Hotel de Russie and parked. A valet came 
forward to collect the key while a doorman came forward to take the 
small bag Michele removed from the trunk. 
 
As they walked into the ornate lobby, Michele went to the front desk 
and checked in and they were shown to their suite, which overlooked 
the garden. She peeked into the bedroom and saw two twin beds. 
 
Michele motioned for Kara to have a seat on the couch and he sat 
down in a chair across from her.  
 
“While we’re supposed to be a fratello, the plain fact is that you and I 
will never pass as brother and sister,” Michele noted. “For one thing, I 
am 23 years your senior. For another, you inherited your facial 
features from your Japanese mother.” 
 
“I’m sorry,” Kara replied. 
 
“On the contrary, your looks are an advantage. People will remember 
you, but they will think you an exchange student or tourist. They won’t 
mentally connect you to any events the police may question them on. 
But you will need to dress attractively in addition to looking attractive. 
 
“I chose this hotel because it is near the Via dei Condotti, which is the 
center of fashion shopping in Rome. The problem is what type of 
clothing to choose. If we go with what a normal Roman teenage girl 
would wear, you’d clash something fierce with my apparel and a 40-
year old man with a teen-aged girl is going to draw the wrong type of 
attention towards us. 
 
“While a teenaged Italian girl would not be caught dead in the types of 
outfits I want you to see, with the proper make-up, I believe you can 
pass for being in your early 20’s. And I think that will make it much 
easier for us to operate together, since we can pass for business 
colleagues or a couple. I’ve scheduled a make-up and hair dresser 



service for you,” Michele noted as he rose. “When they’re done, we’ll 
go shopping for more outfits.” 
 
They rode the elevator back down into the lobby and walked to the 
health and beauty center. Michele was waiting for Kara when she 
stepped out. The make-up they applied highlighted her natural 
features and her hair shined from the washing and conditioning 
treatments. Michele had ordered a full set of cosmetics and hair-care 
products to be prepared and sent to the room. 
 
“You look very nice,” Michele complimented. 
 
“Thank you,” Kara replied. 
 
They exited the hotel and walked down the Via del Babuino and into 
the Piazza di Spanga, filled with tourists dressed for the summer 
weather in t-shirts, jeans and shorts. They continued on to La Fontana 
della Barcaccia, where they found an empty seat on the bench. The 
flowing water had a cooling effect and they rested for a few minutes 
before climbing the Spanish Steps to the Trinità dei Monti church. They 
then went back down the steps and crossed the Piazza to the Via dei 
Condotti. Kara saw plenty of men and women in fashionable outfits, 
however, and she understood why Michele thought such a look would 
be an effective one for them. 
 
They made their way down the various stores, purchasing new outfits, 
shoes and accessories. The prices were eye-popping to Kara, but 
Michele only objected to some of Kara’s style choices. They arranged 
for each purchase to be forwarded to the hotel and then continued on. 
When they reached the Via del Corso, they turned right and started 
back towards the Piazza del Popolo and their hotel. 
 
“I’ve arranged for us to have a private dinner on the terrace at Le 
Jardin,” Michele said, referring to the hotel restaurant. They were 
shown to a private table for two in a corner with views of a garden and 
the Piazzetta Valadier. Dusk was falling on the city and the maître lit a 
number of candles. Soft music played in the background and the air 
was filled with the sweet smell of flowers – both from the large 
bouquet in the centerpiece and the garden. The meal was specially 
prepared by the head chef and was the traditional nine courses in 
length. They talked of many things, but not of the compound, the 
Agency or their work. It was full evening by the time they finished 
their coffee and petit fours. They walked back to the Piazza del Popolo 
and admired the Roman architecture at night under the lights and 



listened to the cascade of water in the fountains. They then returned 
to the hotel and went to bed. 
 
 
The End 
 


