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Kara walked out into the courtyard, admiring the parked two-tone blue 
and silver Bentley Arnage RL. 
 
“Magnificent,” she breathed as she ran her hand along the front 
fender. 
 
“I thought you liked high-performance sports cars,” Ferro noted as she 
came down the steps. 
 
“This is a high-performance car,” Kara noted. 
 
“A six meter car that weighs…” Ferro opened. 
 
“About three tons,” Kara replied. 
 
“…is your idea of high-performance?” Ferro finished. 
 
“It will do 0-100km/h in about 6 seconds,” Kara noted.  
 
“Hopefully you’ll be a bit kind on these old bones and keep the full-
throttle launches to a minimum,” Isabella D’Angelo said with a chuckle 
as Henrietta wheeled her over to the car. 
 
“Of course, Madame Chairwoman,” Ferro noted as she opened the 
door. Henrietta helped the Chairwoman into the right passenger seat 
and then went around to the left while Giuse collapsed the wheelchair 
and placed it in the trunk. Kara had been selected to drive since 
Michele had put her through an executive protection course, which 
included security and evasive driving. 
 
“This is like sitting in an English palace,” Kara muttered as she slipped 
behind the wheel. Every surface inside the car was swathed in creamy 
tan or blue leather and burled walnut wood, the switchgear gleamed in 
sterling silver and chrome and the wool carpeting looked inviting to 
the touch. 



 
“My late husband was a firm believer in English bespoke automobile 
craftsmanship,” D’Angelo noted. “Yet he was always a Bentley man 
and not Rolls Royce. I believe he, too, enjoyed the more sporting 
nature of Bentleys.” 
 
Kara turned the ignition key, the 6.75L V8 engine inaudible inside the 
car, the only indication of its presence the tachometer needle slightly 
moving. 
 
“Ferro, this is Jean. Are you ready?” came the voice over her earpiece. 
 
“Yes,” Ferro said. She motioned to Kara, who put the transmission into 
Drive. She pressed the accelerator pedal and the three metric tons of 
weight effortlessly accelerated out of the Chairwoman’s residence and 
onto the streets of Rome. Jean and Giuse tailed them in the former’s 
Mercedes CL, Rico in the back seat. 
 
They reached the onramp to the A1 without incident and Kara 
accelerated to 150km/h, staying in the right lane as much as possible 
to protect the Chairwoman. Their destination was Reggio Calabria, a 
bit over 650km south at the tip of the “boot” of Italy and the location 
of the Straight of Massina Bridge. The first cable between each tower 
was to be laid the next day and a celebratory event was planned with 
Chairwoman D’Angelo and other dignitaries present. Due to her 
physical condition, the Chairwoman needed to be driven to the event 
and after the attempt to kidnap her the previous year, it was decided 
to take her armored Bentley as it could be more easily defended. 
 
“Do you need to rest, Chairwoman?” Ferro asked 90 minutes later as 
they approached Naples. 
 
“I’m fine, thank you,” Isabella replied. Ferro activated the radio. 
“We’re continuing onto the A3.” 
 
“Acknowledged,” Giuse replied. “Remind Kara that the A3 is mostly 
unimproved, so the PRF might make their move there.” 
 
They drove through Naples and connected to the A3, which would take 
them all the way to Reggio Calabria. The drive was mostly through 
industrial and residential areas through Salerno and on to Polla. From 
there, it turned into more rural and agricultural in a valley between the 
Pollino Mountains. Further on, the road entered the mountains and 



valleys of the Sila Plateau and then exited out onto the coast down to 
Pizo, where it cut back inland. 
 
As they passed the Strada Statake 112 intersection at Bagnara Calabra 
30km north of Reggio Calabria, a Fiat Stilo pulled out in front of them 
in the right lane. 
 
“Hold on!” Kara said as she slammed on the brakes and they were all 
thrown forward into their shoulder belts from the deceleration. 
 
“What the fuck were they thinking?” Ferro snarled. 
 
A black Alfa Romeo 155 Q4 pulled alongside on the left. The 
passenger-side front tinted window lowered and the barrel of a Beretta 
PM-12S2 submachine gun swung out. 
 
“Gun on the left!” Henrietta said and leaned towards Isabella to shield 
her. 
 
A spray of 9x19mm shells impacted along the driver’s side, almost 
literally bounced off the thick armored sides and glass. Kara swung the 
wheel hard to the left, knocking the Alfa into the guardrail and causing 
the gunman to duck inside and the driver to scramble to maintain 
control.  
 
Kara hit the “Sport” button on the dash and then pressed hard on the 
accelerator, the Bentley surging forward on a wave of power and 
torque. The Stilo tried to block them, but she smashed into the back of 
it and literally pushed it out of the way, causing it to spin into the 
inside guardrail. 
 
“Rico!” Jean yelled and lowered the right-side windows. Giuse leaned 
inwards to give Rico a clear shot and she cut loose with her Sig SG551 
carbine, peppering the Stilo with bullets as they sped by. 
 
While the Alfa only had half the horsepower of the Bentley, it was less 
then half the weight so it was able to stay close in the traffic. The 
assailant tried again with the Beretta, but again it had little effect, 
deflecting off the sloped rear window. By now the Mercedes had 
caught up and Rico started pouring fire into the Alfa, forcing them to 
break off their attack on the Bentley. Rico successfully hit the driver, 
causing the car to crash into the barrier and ride it, flipping onto it’s 
side and coming to a stop in a shower of sparks. The Mercedes drove 
past. 



 
“Assailants neutralized. Ferro, report,” Giuse said. 
 
“Driver is fine,” Kara shouted, concentrating on threading traffic at 
north of 200km/h. Now that their back was clear, she slowed back 
down to 150. 
 
“The package is fine. Protector is fine,” Henrietta reported. 
 
“We’re fine,” Ferro replied. 
 
“Acknowledged. Pull off at the next emergency bay,” Giuse ordered. 
 
There was a rest area a few kilometers ahead and Kara pulled off and 
parked at the far end, Jean’s Mercedes pulling up next to it. Ferro and 
Kara exited while Henrietta opened her door, but stayed with the 
Chairwoman. 
 
Kara examined the damage, which actually wasn’t too bad. The bullets 
had made little dents in the doors and there were paint scrapes and 
scratches from where she had slammed into the Alfa, but for the most 
part the car looked to be in good shape. 
 
“Well done, Kara,” Giuse said as he came up. Henrietta slipped out of 
the back and ran over to him. 
 
“How are you, madam Chairwoman?” Jean asked as he leaned in. 
 
“Fine, thanks to you all. Is everyone safe?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, ma’am. We should be safe the rest of the way.” He turned to 
Kara. “How’s the car?” 
 
“Mechanically and structurally sound,” Kara replied. “It’s fine for the 
rest of the journey.” 
 
“Very well, let’s continue on to the hotel,” Jean ordered. Kara nodded 
and everyone returned to their cars. The final ten kilometers to Reggio 
Calabria and the bridge site were without incident and the ceremony 
went off successfully. The drive back to Rome was quiet and shorter 
thanks to a Polizia Stradale escort. 
 
 
The End 


