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CHAPTER ONE  EYES IN THE DARKNESS

  
Trieste Harbour, 21 December 2004, 23:55 Local Time   

The moonlight shimmered off the rippled surface of the Adriatic Sea. It cast a light on the 
shady docks, exposing the many alleyways that looked over the harbour. Smoke from 
machinery created a shiny veil of mist over the quayside. A man wearing a wetsuit slipped 
silently into the dark water. He wore a facemask and carried a large oxygen tank on his back. 
Men walked along the dockside, but the frogman, went unnoticed as he swam towards a 
luxury yacht.   

Silently, he made his way around to the stern of the vessel. The name, Malachite was painted 
on the back in gold and blue text. Some lights were on, on board the yacht. The sweeping 
shape of the bow gave it the look of a bullet. The water was extremely cold, and he could feel 
it even through the wetsuit. The water was dark and without a light he could see very little of 
the ship under the water. He swam around the propellers, and along the side of the craft. A 
ladder hung over the side of the yacht s bow, and he climbed up it, scrambling quickly over 
the deck. A wooden walkway led aft from the point where he had boarded. He heard voices 
from inside one of the cabins. They spoke in a mixture of Italian and bad English. Silently he 
padded along the deck, to where there were two large glass doors leading into a sumptuously 
furnished living area. There were brown leather sofas and the walls were covered in complex 
woodcarvings. There were also several portraits of a German Wehrmacht officer adorning the 
walls. The man looked towards a passage that led to the cabins. He heard the sound of a door 
closing shut, and faint footfalls. A shadow began to grow along the white painted walls. The 
man produced a silver coloured Walther PPK from inside his wetsuit. He quietly made for the 
glass doors. Hiding behind the walls, he waited for the man to come into the large living 
room. Quietly he attached the silencer to his Walther. Two men entered the room; both 
wearing faded jeans and leather jackets.   

What s the delay, huh? This town gives me the creeps. Too many cops about. The one man 
said. He was clearly Italian judging by his accent.    

Yeah, the boss will know what s going on. His companion replied.   

I just hope he doesn t take too long, man.   

The two men left the room, and the frogman came back in again. He made his way towards 
the cabin where the two had just come from. He crept, Walther in hand towards the cabin 
door. He swiftly pushed it open and quickly scanned the room. When he was certain that he 
was alone in the room, he reached into the inside pocket of his jacket, and produced some 
explosive. He pulled the button out of the side of his watch and stuck it into the block of 
explosive. He planted enough explosive to destroy the entire upper section of the yacht, but it 
wouldn t sink it. The two men came back towards the room. The frogman dived into the 
cupboard and shut the door.   

Fifteen minutes later, he was becoming impatient. He turned on the backlight on his watch. It 
was now twenty past midnight local time. The two Italians were on their bunks. They were 
talking to each other, and he didn t know how long it would be until they went to sleep, if 
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they did at all. The PPK had its silencer attached, so other people on board the yacht would 
not hear the shots. He crouched ready to pounce on the two Italians. He held his PPK in his 
right hand and was ready to push the cupboard door open with his left. The regulation pistol 
of MI6 was the Walther P99, but for this operation he chose the PPK, because it was smaller, 
and more streamlined than the P99, which was larger, but more powerful. The advantage of 
the PPK s shape was that it was easier to conceal than its larger cousin.  

The two Italians were sipping coffee when the cupboard doors burst open and the man in the 
wetsuit appeared. He shot both in the head before they even knew what was going on. The 
man walked across to where the two corpses lay. Each of the Italian men had a bullet hole in 
the middle of his forehead. That coffee s a bit strong, I d say." The frogman remarked as he 
went towards the door.   

He checked to make sure that there was no-one else coming and he made his way back to the 
living room. He heard voices from a nearby room. He could just make out the words, Is 
Dino on board? one man said.  

Si. came the reply. He s in his cabin.   

These words encouraged him; he wanted Dino Ballasini on board when the explosives went 
off. He quietly made for the glass doors and crept out and over the side of the yacht, down the 
ladder and into the cold water. He silently propelled himself with his arms and legs back to 
the shore.   

At twenty-five past midnight, he made it back to shore. He unzipped his wetsuit, revealing a 
dry, Brioni suit underneath. He walked towards a café on the dockside that was still open. He 
sat down at a table and ordered a cappuccino. He waited a few minutes and then reached for 
his watch, which was the remote detonator for the explosive. As was standard for MI6 
watches, by rotating the bezel ninety degrees, he would set off the blast. He thought for a few 
moments about the men on board the yacht. Ruthless thugs, they deserve what they re going 
to get. He then rotated the bezel, and an explosion rocked the harbour. The yacht was 
obviously loaded with explosive, because the luxury vessel exploded into a colossal fireball. 
The explosion lighted up the whole of Trieste harbour. The man sat back in his chair, 
satisfied with the evening s work.   

He got up out of his chair after reflecting for a few moments. The few people who were still 
in the café ran to the dockside in a frenzied panic. They flames that consumed the yacht grew 
high into the air, filling it with the smell of burnt oil and gunpowder. He walked down an 
alley towards where his car was waiting, a few blocks down. As he walked he felt very 
uneasy. His instincts told him to beware, but he carried on walking down the dimly lit street.   

It took him a few minutes to reach his car, but he could still not shake off the feeling that he 
was being watched. The walk felt like two hours rather than a couple of minutes. The scene 
was quite spooky in the dimly lit street. It was the perfect place to be ambushed. Men could 
pop out of any of the many pitch-black alleyways and put a bullet in him. It felt like eyes in 
the darkness were watching him. His heartbeat quickened dramatically as he neared his 
Mercedes Benz saloon. He reached into his pocket for the key, and inserted it into the slot on 
the door. He heard a sound from inside one of the buildings across the street. There was a 



 

7 

muffled thud, like something being knocked over in the dark, and birds exited the building 
through one of the top windows. He stood on the spot, frozen by his uneasy feeling. He 
decided that he d be better off in his car, and began to climb in. Once he was half way into 
the car, a bullet smashed his skull and he fell to the ground, killed instantly.                                            
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CHAPTER TWO  PERSONAL VENDETTA

  
MI6 Headquarters, London, 22 December 2004, 09:55 GMT  

When Bill Tanner arrived at his office at MI6 headquarters in London, he found M looking 
particularly nervous. She hated losing one of her agents, which Tanner could understand, but 
this was different. She was shaking, and looked particularly angry.   

You look terrible. Tanner said. Don t you want to go home for the day?

  

No thank you Mr. Tanner. she said. I m quite all right.

  

It doesn t look like it, M Tanner said to her, clearly seeing something was very wrong.   

Did you know that 004 was killed in the early hours of this morning on a mission in 
Trieste?   

Yes, I was called by Moneypenny this morning. She told me.

  

James Bond and Robinson walked into M s office fifteen minutes later. The two greeted M 
and Tanner, before the Chief of Staff started his brief. Right, now that we re all here, 
Tanner glanced at Bond, who was notorious for arriving late. 004 was killed early this 
morning in Trieste. Bond and Robinson were taken aback by the news. Bond looked 
especially grim, as he had worked with 004 on several assignments. He was tracking down 
an Italian gang boss called Mario Ballasini.

  

The Sidewinder? Bond asked.  

The same. M said.  

Tanner continued, We ve suspected him for being involved in some serious arms smuggling. 
Getting high tech weapons to arm his gang, as well as to sell to various militia and armies.

  

Has he made any sales? Bond asked.  

As yet we haven t heard of any big orders. Tanner said.  

M interrupted, But he has been in negotiation with the Iraqis, and several high ranked Iraqi 
officers were in Trieste, dealing with Mario s brother Dino.

  

Whom 004 put out of action, as well as the crew of his yacht, the Malachite. Tanner told 
Bond.  

When was this? Bond asked.   
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This morning. Tanner answered A few minutes before 004 was killed. Bond stood in the 
office, surrounded by silence as all four gathered their thoughts about the events that had just 
been reported.  

Now, about this Sidewinder. Ballasini has a huge empire covering the whole of Italy, from 
Trieste, to Naples to Sicily. He s also been found to be involved in heroin and diamonds. 
Tanner said.   

I m sending you to Trieste, M told Bond. Moneypenny has made the arrangements. You ll 
have to tread carefully, 007. We haven t got a photograph on file, and we have no idea where 
he is. His thugs are distributed in every major city in Italy, and you can t trust anyone. He has 
enough money to tempt even the most honest of people, as I suspect 004 found out. M 
warned 007.  

One point that may help you, 007. This Mario Ballasini drives a red Ferrari 355. Robinson 
told Bond.   

I m sure there aren t too many red Ferraris in Italy, Charles. Bond said sarcastically.  

That is beside the point, 007. Tanner said. You need to get to the bottom of this arms 
scheme before the Iraqis can make a deal with Ballasini. Tanner handed Bond a photograph 
of a young girl. She was seen with Dino on the night on which 004 killed him. She was not 
on the yacht. Our contact in Trieste said she was seen going back to a hotel in the city. He ll 
fill you in when you arrive.

  

You can t afford to make any mistakes, 007, or you ll end up shot as well. M warned. All 
right, that is all. She said. Robinson and Tanner left the office first, and as Bond was 
walking out the door she called him back. I didn t want to say this in front of the other two, 
but 004 was my nephew.

  

What? 007 asked, shocked.   

She was my sister s only child. She raised him alone, and worked herself to the bone to send 
him to the finest schools and university. She doesn t know yet, and I don t want to tell her 
until you ve apprehended the man who shot him.

  

Why didn t you want Bill and Charles to here this? Bond asked.  

Because I didn t want word to get out that I am getting you to pursue a personal vendetta on 
my behalf, 007. It could cost me my job!   

* * * * *  

Q was at work on a pair of sunglasses when James Bond walked into his office. Ah, 007, 
there you are! He said, looking slightly irritated.  

Keeping busy, Q.? Bond asked.  
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Very busy, thanks to you. It is an awful lot of work fixing my shattered creations, which you 
bring back from your jobs.

  
Oh, terribly sorry, Quartermaster. James Bond apologised. His use of the more official term 

to describe the equipment officer highlighted the insincerity of Bond s apology.   

Now, lets get onto some new gear I ve prepared for you. The two walked over to a table 
where a few items were laid out. Now, hand me your wristwatch, please. Bond gave Q his 
Omega Seamaster watch. Q held it up to the light, and examined it closely. Incredible! Q 
remarked. It s almost in pristine condition! Q looked impressed, and Bond allowed himself 
a smile. However, I m replacing it with this Omega Speedmaster. Q gave 007 the new 
watch. It had a bigger face than the previous Omega, but had several stopwatch dials in the 
face. It had a stainless steel strap and the face was coloured black. I think you ve met your 
match with this timepiece, 007. It has several rather nifty features.

  

And what about all the usual refinements? Bond interrupted.   

Just listen to me, 007. Note three buttons on the right hand side of the watch. The top button 
controls a bug detector. If there are any bugs, the seconds hand on your watch points towards 
them like a compass needle. Now, the hours dial on the stopwatch shows the proximity of the 
bug. When it is at 0, the bug is within two centimetres. At 2, it is two metres away and so 
on.

  

Very useful Q, gives a man some privacy after hours.  Bond said.  

Really 007, I produce high tech covert equipment for you and all you can think about is you 
sordid love life. But let s move on. The bottom button comes out, and is a tracking device. 
Now, it works on the same principle as the bug detector. The minutes hand on the stopwatch, 
points in the direction of the person it s tracking, and I have put a small LED in the bezel. By 
pressing the middle button you activate it. The frequency of the flashes from the LED shows 
you the proximity of the tracking device. When you are within about fifty metres of the 
tracker, it flashes about once every second.

  

Excellent. Bond said, looking slightly bored of Q s lecturing.   

Q produced a PDA. Now, 007. This device has a GPS system built into it. It is also 
compatible with your watch s tracking device. It shows a readout accurate to about two feet, 
of where the subject being tracked is.

  

Wonderful, anything else?   

Oh, only a couple more items, 007. Won t take more than half an hour. Bond hoped that Q 
was joking. Now, by inserting your pistol into this case, you make it invisible to metal 
detectors. Q handed Bond a sheath for his pistol. It is made of a dense mixture of rubber 
and carbon fibre, which absorbs the signal from the metal detector rather than reflecting them 
back.

  

Ingenious. 007 remarked again.  
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Now, your attaché case. I ve built in a special feature. The handle has a 100 000 volt 
security system. It is activated by these sunglasses. Q gave 007 the sunglasses that he was 
working on when Bond came in. Twist the strap 90 degrees, and it shocks whoever is 
carrying it.

  
Thank you Q, now I ve got a plane to catch, so I can t hang around.

  

Just make sure you look after this equipment, 007. It cost the British taxpayer an awful lot of 
money to make.

  

Don t worry, Q. I ll bring this stuff back without a scratch, guaranteed. Q shook his head 
and Bond left the room.                                      
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CHAPTER THREE  ITALIAN HOSPITALITY

  
Trieste, 22 December 2004, 16:00 Local Time  

The architecture in Trieste reflected the city s past. It was a complex mixture of Italian and 
Austro-Hungarian styles. The streets were lined with cafés and restaurants. The taxi dropped 
James Bond at the Miramare Castle. Moneypenny had arranged for the Italian contact to meet 
007 here. He walked into the castle and in the entrance a man wearing a Brioni suit; similar to 
the one Bond was wearing. The man walked up to 007. What is the time? he asked.   

Time for afternoon tea. Bond replied. That was the arranged password.   

Welcome to Trieste, Mr. Bond. My name is Sergio Fellini. I will be assisting you on your 
mission.

  

Well, thank you. Where do we go from here?   

You have been booked into the Excelsior Hotel. That is where Miss Rosi is.

  

Who? Bond asked.  

The young lady who was seen with Mr Ballasini. She was followed to the hotel room, and 
she has not left since Dino was killed.   

The drive from the castle to the hotel was only a few minutes. The hotel was situated right 
next to the harbour. The sun was setting over the water, creating an immensely beautiful 
scene. The sails of yachts poked the red sky, and the smell of the sea wafted up through the 
streets and alleys.   

Bond s hotel suite was pretentiously decorated with huge chandeliers, extensive sculptures on 
the walls, and paintings that depicted events in the history of Trieste. It had a large balcony 
with a view over the harbour, as well as a huge bedroom. Bond gave the porter a generous tip 
and then sat down on one of the large settees.      

A few minutes later Fellini joined him. Okay, Mr. Bond. Miss Rosi is in suite 172. Do you 
want to meet her?   

Yes, arrange it for me would you? Meanwhile, how about a drink in the bar?   

Of course. The two men went down in the elevator, into the lobby, where a restaurant, bar 
and a small casino was situated. Bond and Fellini occupied a table, and ordered drinks. 
Vodka Martini. Shaken please. Bond said.  

I ll have the same, thanks Marco. Fellini said.   

Do you know him? Bond asked.   
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Yes, he is one our agents. Fellini whispered. The drinks arrived and they talked about the 
job at hand.   

There are several Iraqis in town, I have been monitoring them for a few days now. They met 
with Dino on the night on which your man destroyed the Malachite.

  
Where are they now? Bond asked.   

Staying at another hotel. It s on the other side of town. The Hotel Greif Maria Theresia.

  

I ll have to do a recce around there tonight. After I ve met Miss Rosi, of course. 007 told 
Fellini. Bond looked towards the stairs coming from the rest of the hotel. An extremely 
beautiful woman walked down the stairs. She wore a shimmering blue dress, and lots of 
jewellery. She made her way past the bar, towards one of the gambling tables.   

Now that s something, Sergio! Bond said to Fellini.  

Oh my god! the Italian agent replied. It s Miss Rosi. The woman sat gracefully at a table 
with several other people playing baccarat. It s the first time that she s been out of her suite 
since two nights ago. The two men sat at their table whilst watching the proceedings at the 
table from a distance. After a few minutes Bond got up and moved slowly towards the table. 
There was a vacant seat on the lady s left hand side, so Bond sat down.   

Mind if I join you? he asked.  

Not at all. Rosi replied.   

The game carried on for about fifteen minutes before Bond asked her, Been a bit bored all 
alone in your suite Miss Rosi? The lady turned to him, looking shocked and worried. Don t 
look so worried. He said, trying to avoid making a scene at the table. Rosi still said nothing. 
Well, it looks as though the excitement of the game is getting to you. Why don t you join me 

for a nice quiet drink? Rosi was hesitant to accept Bond s invitation. I promise it won t do 
you any harm. Bond tried again to convince her.   

Eventually she agreed, Okay, if you tell me your name.

  

Bond, James Bond. He announced as they left the table. I hear you had a bit of a fright 
two nights ago.

  

I don t know what you re talking about. She said to Bond, although she didn t convince 
him.   

Anyway, Bond continued, What ll you have to drink?

  

Tequila, she said. And you?   

Vodka Martini. Bond answered. Shaken, not stirred.
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They ordered the drinks and moved over to a table. Miss Rosi was very concerned that this 
James Bond knew so much about her. She felt very uneasy with him. How did he know she 
had stayed in her hotel suite for the last two days? Was he spying on her? The two made light 
conversation about the weather, and the architecture for a few minutes, until Miss Rosi had 
the courage to ask, What do you want with me, Mr. Bond?   

Would you be heartbroken if I said information? Bond asked, unsure of the response he 
would get. She looked even uneasier now, and Bond could see a frightened sweat appearing 
on her forehead.   

Are you a cop? she asked.   

No. Bond replied, But why don t we go and discuss this matter somewhere a little more 
private? There is a chilled bottle of Bollinger in my suite. We could talk about things quietly 
and peacefully, without being disturbed.   

* * * * *  

Bond and Rosi walked out onto the balcony of 007 s suite. It s beautiful. Rosi said as she 
looked out over the black waters of the harbour. The gutted hull of the Malachite was still 
there.   

What connection did you have to Dino Ballasini? Bond asked, not wanting to waste more 
time. It was already ten o clock, and he still wanted to pay the Iraqi generals a visit.   

I don t know who you re talking about. She said.   

Bond grabbed her arm and squeezed it hard. You re lying! he said sternly. He tightened his 
grip until she eventually pleaded to him to stop.   

I ll tell you everything if you tell me who you re working for. Bond thought about her 
proposition. He was reluctant to reveal his mission to her. He could not know if she was 
working for the enemy or not. He detected fear in her, and this led him to believe that she was 
not in league with The Sidewinder , Mario Ballasini. His instinct told him to trust her. Bond 
had always relied on his instincts throughout his career as an agent of Her Majesty s Secret 
Service.   

Eventually he decided to tell her; I work for the British Government. It was a standard 
reply he had used many times before. The more you tell me, the better I can protect you. 
Bond though that this would be the best way to approach her as she was obviously frightened 
and Bond thought that she would do anything for protection.   

The girl gave in to him. I was Dino s girlfriend, but I hated him. He was a very violent man 
and he beat me often. There was nothing I could do, because he had so many thugs that if I 
displeased him they would kill me. That s why I stayed in my suite. I was worried that they 
might come after me when Dino was killed.

  

Then why did you come out tonight? Bond asked.  
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I was so bored, James. I had dreamed about meeting a man like you, a real man, not like 
Dino and his impotent henchmen. They walk around like they own the world, but they are 
cowards. They obey orders only out of fear, and that s what makes them seem big and 
tough.

  
Well, I hope that I don t disappoint you? Bond said. Antonia leaned towards him and 

wrapped her arms around him. She gently kissed him, but he was still trying to get 
information. Does The Sidewinder mean anything to you. He asked.   

Antonia looked disappointed, but answered anyway. Yes! That is Dino s elder brother, 
Mario. Dino always called him Big M . Bond was happy that Rosi was starting to tell her 
story. Bond could tell that she was telling the truth. She was a totally innocent young girl, just 
mixed up with the wrong people.   

Have you heard anything about Iraqi generals in town? Bond asked, hoping that she would 
have further clues about them.   

Yes, I saw three of them on the Malachite on the night on which it was destroyed. Dino 
displayed me like a trophy to them. I felt so helpless, because they looked so cruel and 
ruthless. Even more so than Dino, who would have killed me if I had done anything against 
him, especially in front of these men.   

Do you know where they re staying?   

Yes. They are at the Hotel Greif Maria Theresia in the old section of town, away from the 
harbour.

 

Her story matched Fellini s, so Bond was satisfied.   

Bond smiled at her, and asked What was it you were trying to tell me earlier?   

The girl smiled back at him, and began to kiss him again. I don t know about you but I ve 
had a long day. Bond said as he took the straps of the young girl s dress off her shoulder and 
let the dress slip off.   

* * * * *  
      
The city of Trieste was divided into two fairly distinct sections. The old section of the city is 
on the lower slopes of San Giusto hill, and the modern section fronts on to the harbour. The 
old section was dimly lit. The old fashioned housing style created a mysterious and intriguing 
mood in the streets.   

James Bond was driving a Saab 93 belonging to Fellini. The Hotel Greif Maria Theresia was 
a refurbished nineteenth century villa located deep in the old section of Trieste. The streets 
were pretty much deserted except for the occasional car parked on the side of the road. Bond 
felt like he seemed out of place driving through the streets at midnight when nobody else 
was. He didn t want to draw attention to himself. He was armed with a Walther P99 in Q s 
special sheath. His black attaché case was on the passengers seat beside him. He had left Rosi 
asleep in his hotel suite. He left via a secret exit that Fellini had shown him earlier that day. A 
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few blocks down the road; Bond saw the old villa on the right hand side of the road. It was 
surrounded by very well kept gardens, which were full of green plants despite it being winter. 
He pulled into the hotel s driveway. He got out and picked up his case. Hoping that he would 
not be seen and questioned, he made his way to a less used side entrance.   

The lobby of the hotel was decorated with Crimson coloured carpets. There were numerous 
paintings on the wall, and luckily nobody at the reception desk. He briskly walked over to the 
elevator and made for the top floor. According to Fellini s information, the Iraqi generals 
were staying in Suite 37, one floor from the top. There was no movement whatsoever in the 
hotel. When he reached the top floor, 007 began preparing his method of reaching the 
generals in order to plant a sensitive microphone so that he would be able to listen to their 
conversations.   

Inside Bond s attaché case, was a black kernmantel rope. He attached this to a mechanical 
repelling device, which was hooked to the curtain rail of the window on the top floor s 
landing. He strapped a small harness around himself, and began to climb out of the window. 
He had used this technique before, although last time he did it was to plant plastic explosive 
on an armoured glass window. A small control on his wrist regulated the speed at which he 
went down the wall. His feet made contact with the window ledge, almost without any noise. 
Bond was very satisfied. He slowly slid the window open, making sure that he made no noise 
whatsoever. He placed the bug on the inside of the window. Fellini had provided him with 
some fast working adhesive to stick the bug to the window frame.   

007 gently stepped away from the window ledge, and pulled a lever on the controller for the 
rappelling device. Fellini s brilliant gadget pulled 007 up the wall of the hotel, and back to 
the window where he had exited the building. He put all of the kit back in his case, and went 
back down in the elevator. Brilliant, this Italian Hospitality! Bond said as he stepped 
outside.                     
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 
THE WRITING S ON THE WALL

  
When Antonia Rossi woke up, she found herself alone in James Bond s bed. She heard the 
shower running, James was obviously in it. She lay there for a few minutes, feeling the soft 
kiss of the sheets on her bare skin. She was thinking about her encounter with the 
Englishman. He had asked her lots of questions about her late boyfriend, Dino Ballasini, and 
his brother, Mario, also known as The Sidewinder .   

A few minutes later, Bond walked out of the bathroom, looking very refreshed, and wearing a 
towel as he walked over to the dressing room. When he came back he was dressed in black 
trousers and a light blue cotton shirt. Are you ready for breakfast? Bond asked.   

I don t want to leave the room. I m scared, James.   

Fine. But don t get up to any mischief. Bond joked.  

He met Fellini in a café next to the harbour. They sat at a table, from which the view of the 
gutted Malachite was clearly visible. They ordered light breakfasts and then got talking about 
Bond s visit to the Iraqi s hotel.   

We ve been listening in on the bug, but it seems the general s are not awake yet. Fellini 
told 007. After breakfast, you should come down to our office, and see what s happening for 
yourself.   

Good. Bond said. I think we re making progress on this case.

  

* * * * *  

Sergio Fellini s office was full of filing cabinets. There was a leather topped desk and several 
bookshelves. Fellini had a radio on his desk, which was listening in on the bug. He turned up 
the volume for 007 to be able to hear. Two voices were talking, clearly both Iraqi.   

Where are the weapons now? one of the voices asked. I want them delivered so that we 
can go back. That bombing is attracting all kinds of cops to this town.

  

They re on the Giulia. Mario will deliver when the time is right.

  

No, Hassan. We must go to him. This waiting is killing me. For two days we ve been unable 
to leave this confounded room.

  

Bond was intrigued by this conversation, he was sure this would lead them straight to 
wherever Ballasini was hiding. What is the Giulia? Bond asked.  

It is a cargo ship belonging to a large Italian freight company, Vesuvius Shipping. It is based 
in Naples.

  

Is the Giulia in Naples? Bond asked.  
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It could be, but we must check that up for you. Give us a few hours and we will let you 
know. In the meantime may I suggest seeing the sights of Trieste?

  
That would be great, but there s a little something in my hotel suite which is more than 

capable of keeping me satisfied for a few hours.

  
Fellini laughed. My dear Bond, when will you learn to keep focused while you re on a 
mission?

  

* * * * *  

Antonia was lying on the bed reading a magazine when Bond entered the room. You 
bored? he asked.  

Of course, she said. You have left me here, alone for nearly two hours, James.

  

Dreadfully sorry. James said. But Fellini s got a useful lead from the bug I planted in the 
Iraqi generals hotel suite.

  

How did you manage that, James?   

Oh, just skill. Bond said. Maybe I should show you sometime!

  

Antonia smiled at Bond. She was now much happier, since she had found an ally that was 
also against the Ballasinis.   

What can you tell me about the Giulia? 007 asked.  

It s Mario s freight ship that he uses to transport cargo in. When Dino met the generals on 
board the Malachite I overheard them talking about it. Dino was going to take them in the 
yacht to Naples to meet Mario, and hand over some weapons to them.

  

Thanks, Antonia, you ve been a great help. Bond kissed her and asked, Are you sure you 
won t come downstairs for a drink?   

No thank you, James. Mario s men are there, James, I saw them last night. They were at the 
baccarat table. That s why I was so willing to co-operate with you, James! She laughed 
quietly. I just wanted to get out of there.

  

Oh, well. Bond said. And I thought it was my overwhelming charm.

  

* * * * *  
        
The restaurant in the Excelsior hotel was full, as was usual for two nights before Christmas. 
Fellini and Bond sat near one of the walls of the Restaurant. Fellini said to Bond, See those 
two men on the other side of the restaurant, they re Ballasini s men.   

Well, Sergio, don t you think we should move closer and listen to what they re saying.
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No need to worry about that, James. Fellini reassured him Our agent, Marco, the bartender 
has all the tables bugged.   

Bond pushed his sleeve up, and looked at his watch s second and hour hands. The seconds 
hand was pointing at the saltcellar in the middle of the table, and the hours hand was at zero. 
How right you are, Fellini. Bond said.   

For about half an hour Bond and Fellini went through Vodka Martinis. By seven o clock the 
two Italian men had left the table. Fellini and Bond went to the back of the bar, where Marco 
was waiting to play back their conversation. The first fifteen minutes were random 
conversation, but after about twenty minutes the topic of conversation switched to Antonia 
Rosi. She s obviously scared, she hasn t come out of her room since she saw us last night. 
One of the men said.  

Si, she is being careful, but she has the Englishman protecting him.

  

Do you know who the Englishman is, Vincenso?

  

No, who?

  

James Bond, British agent 007, with a licence to kill!

  

Really? he asked, sounding shocked and surprised. What are we supposed to do now?

  

That is easy, my friend. Do you know what James Bond s fatal weakness is?

  

No.

  

A beautiful women.

  

That girl!

  

Si, Vincenso, that girl. She is the key to Mr. Bond s undoing. If we get rid of the girl, we 
will make him very angry, and he will try and find us, so we will let him come, but lay an 
ambush for him, just like we did for the last one. Bond took it that they were talking his 
colleague, 004. The conversation was certainly getting interesting.   

How do you know this?

  

Mario told me. The man said. This James Bond is quite well known to him. Although 
Mario doesn t know what he looks like. I only found out when I heard him talking to that 
Rossi girl last night.

   

When do we get her, then? Vincenso asked.   

That is easy, my friend. Look across the room.   
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Oh my God, there he is.

  
Right, so he left the girl in his room, so now is the time to strike. We go and get her and then 

Mr. Bond will an easy target.

  
My God! Bond said loudly, as he looked at his Omega. It was over twenty minutes since 

the men left the restaurant. Bond ran out of the restaurant, and towards the elevator. It could 
not seem to go fast enough for Bond. Although he was pretty certain that the job would have 
been finished by now, he just hung on to the hope that they were like so many other villains 
that he had come across in his career, who spent long amounts of time taunting their victims 
before killing them.   

The door was slightly open and Bond felt his heart sink. He pulled out his P99, and pushed it 
open wide enough to let himself in. As he did this, he noticed some blood on the door handle. 
The main living room of the suite was a shambles; the men had obviously had to fight to 
subdue Antonia. Drops of blood on the carpet led to the bathroom. Antonia had obviously 
dashed to the bathroom and locked herself in, because the lock on the door was shattered, 
clearly by the two Italian men barging their way in. As he entered the bathroom, he saw 
Antonia lying on the floor, with her silk nightdress, ripped to shreds, leaving her half-naked. 
Her chest had two bullet wounds, which had pierced her lungs. Left on the floor was a 
Beretta Model 92 pistol, and written on the wall of the bathroom, with Antonia s blood, was 
the word SIDEWINDER .   

The writing s on the wall. Bond said to himself. He often used light humour to suppress his 
feelings, because he feared that any remorse or sadness would be detrimental to his work. 
Fellini caught up with him, and entered the room. He found Bond standing over the body in 
the bathroom.   

James! he said. Bond was silent. I m very sorry  

We need to get to Naples. Bond said.                   
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CHAPTER FIVE  MEETING THE SIDEWINDER

  
Naples, 24 December 2004, 08:00 GMT  

James Bond arrived in Naples early in the morning. He had driven throughout the night to get 
there. With him was Italian agent Sergio Fellini. The harbour dominated the view from the 
Saab, and Mount Vesuvius loomed in the background of the scene. The sky was overcast, and 
the buildings all had an unwelcoming look about them. Bond had been in Naples in summer, 
but it looked threatening without the bright blueness from the sky and sea. Instead the scene 
was grey, which made the old buildings look quite drab. Bond looked out over the harbour. 
He saw several large cargo vessels.     

You see that large grey coloured ship out there in the sea, Mr Bond? Fellini asked. It is the 
Giulia.   

007 saw it anchored about two miles out to sea. Looks like quite a ship. Bond said. The 
ship was very large, obviously able to transport large quantities of arms around the world. 
The arms are probably stored well down below, so that when inspected it appears that it is 

just carrying ordinary cargo.   

Our agents have inspected it, it appears to be carrying machinery manufactured by 
Ballasini s plant here in town.

  

We must check the plant out, Sergio. Bond said.   

We ve organised an appointment for you with Ballasini. You re posing as an employee of a 
construction company, looking for a machinery supplier.

  

Construction? Bond asked. You ought to know that it is not my talent.   

From what I have heard, most certainly not.

  

* * * * *  
       
Mario Ballasini s plant was situated next to the seaport. It looked like any of the other 
factories in Naples. It was painted blue, and had the large letters, Vesuvius painted on the 
huge front doors. By now it was eleven o clock. Bond knew that time was short. He had 
guessed that Ballasini would probably want to ship the weapons out on Christmas when there 
would be a minimal number of people at the harbour who could delay his operation.   

Bond parked the Saab in the main parking area at the plant. He wore a charcoal coloured 
Brioni suit, a blue shirt and a striped tie. At the door, a security guard approached him. Can I 
help you? he asked, in a deep, menacing voice.   

Yes, I am Boldman. James Boldman, from the Transworld Consortium. I m here to see 
Mario Ballasini. Bond had used this alias several times before.   
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Follow me please. The security guard said. The entrance narrowed into a passage with a 
flight of stairs at the end. The stairs were bare metal, and the whole place had a chilly feel 
about it. The main area of the warehouse was a mass of stacked crates and boxes. Bond 
assumed that they contained weapons.   

After a few minutes of walking, the two reached what looked like a makeshift office 
consisting of a few pieces of sheet metal bolted together. A sign reading Mario Ballasini 

 

Director was nailed to the door. The security man knocked three times on the door. A harsh 
voice barked, Come in!   

Mr James Boldman to see you, boss. The Italian security guard announced. Mario Ballasini 
was exactly what 007 had expected. He got up from his chair, and strode across the floor to 
Bond He was missing a finger on his left hand, and had a huge scar across his face. He wore 
an expensive dark blue suit, and a white shirt. He had a distinctly menacing air about him, 
like many of the villainous men that James Bond had met previously in his career.  

Ah, Mr. Boldman. He said, with an evil looking grin that accentuated the features of his 
pockmarked face. You are interested in machinery?   

Yes, as a matter of fact I am. Bond said, while looking about the room. It was not unusual 
for a man in Ballasini s position to have camera s hidden in an office such as this one. There 
were several points that looked suspicious. Mirrors were a good place, and one hung in the 
office. It is possible for there to be one-way glass, and a camera mounted behind it. Bond 
avoided looking towards any potential camera hiding points in case the men who had killed 
Antonia had sent Mario a photograph allowing him to identify Bond.  

So, you are from England. Ballasini said. Why do you come to Naples to look for a 
machinery supplier?   

Our present chap has been rather a disappointment. Failed to make dates, and you were 
recommended by one of our Italian contacts.

  

I see. Ballasini said. Your story sounds suspicious to me, Mr. Boldman. Many people 
have tried to become involved in my affairs. They are all dead. Mario sat down behind his 
desk, and typed something into his computer. The keyboard was concealed under the desk. 
Bond realised that his fears were right. Mario did have a hidden camera in his office.   

Bond broke the silence in the office by saying, I don t quite follow, Mr. Ballasini.

  

Oh, I believe you do, Mr. Bond.

  

Bond was surprised that he had been identified so quickly. He played for time by saying, 
You mean Boldman.

  

No, 007, I do not mean Boldman. We are not as poorly stocked with information as you 
might think, Mr. Bond. I believe that you are well acquainted with my friend Sergio Fellini?   

Fellini? Bond asked, shocked.  
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Yes, my dear Bond, your Italian friend Fellini.

  
So, he s been working for you all this time.

  
Oh no, Mr. Bond. He s only recently joined my little organisation. Ballasini let 007 think 

about his friend s betrayal. It s amazing what five million will do to a man s conscience! 
Ballasini laughed.   

Okay, Mario. Bond said. Go on about your plans.    

Not before you tell me what MI6 wants with me. Ballasini said, trying to keep his front as a 
businessman.   

Come off it, Mario. We both know what I m talking about. The room was filled with 
silence after Bond had spoken. The illegal arms dealing.

  

Ballasini frowned in a way that made him look even more fierce than usual. It seems that 
you know too much Mr. Bond, so I will have to exterminate you.

  

Surely not before you show me what you re up to. Bond said.   

No, Mr. Bond. This would give you a chance to escape or call for help. But, I m afraid you 
are now beyond help. Hand me your attaché case. Bond gave Mario the case, and the villain 
looked at it as though he expected it to have some kind of booby trap. His security searched 
Bond and removed his Walther P99. Ballasini removed Q s sheath from the pistol. And what 
may this be, Mr. Bond? he said, as he examined the gun s cover.   

An anti metal-detector sheath. Bond informed the Sidewinder, who looked fascinated at 
Bond s gadgetry.   

I m afraid MI6 s attempt to halt my operations has resulted in the death of two of it s 
agents. As he said this he picked up the attaché case, and began to walk out of the room. As 
he did so, Bond produced his sunglasses, and twisted the strap ninety degrees. 100 000 volts 
of electricity surged through the Sidewinder s body, sending him whimpering to the floor. 
The security guard raised a Beretta in 007 s direction. Quickly 007 kicked the pistol out of 
the Italian s hand. As he did so the pistol went off sending a bullet through the metal that 
made up the office s walls. The door was wide open and 007 ran for it. Out on the corridor 
was a crate of weapons. Bond picked up an Uzi submachine gun with which to fight his way 
out of the factory. Two men appeared from around a corner, but the fast-firing Uzi peppered 
them with bullets.   

Bond ran down several flights of stairs. He tried to remember the way that he had come up. 
After about two minutes of running he found himself in a sort of cafeteria. With three tables 
and six chairs at each table. A man appeared in the doorway into the cafeteria, he didn t 
appear to be armed, but Bond didn t want to take any chances. Also wanting to conserve 
ammunition, Bond picked up one of the sharp knives off the table, and through it at the man. 
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The knife lodged in the muscle between two of the man s ribs, and he collapsed onto the 
floor.   

Bond was certain that he had come the wrong way, so he turned around and made his way 
back the way he had come. Bond knew that he had not killed Ballasini, so he expected to 
come face to face with the Sidewinder any moment. He ran for another flight of stairs, which 
went down into what seemed to be a basement. It was another room full of crates. They all 
had the markings of Vesuvius Shipping, Naples on them. Bond heard a large group of 
people running towards the room, so he hid behind one of the crates, Uzi at the ready. Bond 
felt the straps of his holster bite into his shoulders, as he tensed up. Luckily the men ran past. 
There were about ten, and they would have killed 007 before he was able to shoot all of them.   

Bond waited a minute after the men had run past before making his move. There was a large 
corrugated iron door on the warehouse. He ran towards it and rolled it up. It led to a parking 
area. There were several large trucks, some loaded with crates, and some empty. There were 
also several off road vehicles and 

 

Mario Ballasini s Ferrari 355 GTS. He ran to the red 
sports car and looked at the ignition key slot. Bond could not believe his luck that the key to 
the Ferrari was in the ignition. He jumped into the driver s seat, and turned it on. The huge 
V8 of the red beast growled like an untamed lion. Bond put the car into gear, and accelerated 
off out of the parking area. The tar seemed to go on forever, then Bond saw the exit, it had a 
boom gate across it and there was a man operating it. Obviously the guard thought that it was 
Ballasini and began to raise the boom. Bond stopped just before the gate, and looked at the 
Italian security guard. The man looked shocked. Bond said, Thanks awfully old chap! He 
raised the Uzi and shot the man. Several rounds impacted into the man s chest, and he fell 
over. The boom began to lower, but Bond put his foot on the accelerator and powered 
through before it fell. He drove off at high speed saying, Fascinating building, that.   

* * * * *   

The house that Fellini had rented for himself and 007 was quite a shabby looking place. The 
window shutters hung off their hinges and the windows were grimy and smeared. Bond knew 
that a shiny Ferrari 355 would look very suspicious at a place like that, so he parked a few 
hundred metres up the road. He knew that he would have to be quick. If Ballasini got hold of 
Fellini before Bond arrived he would probably run away.   

Bond looked through the glove compartment of the Ferrari, and found a Beretta .25 pistol 
inside. He removed it and put it in the pocket of his jacket and then walked down the road. 
He arrived outside the run down house in which he and Fellini were staying and pushed the 
gate open. He walked boldly up the path to the front door, and knocked on it. He heard 
movement from inside the house, and footsteps were getting nearer to the door.   

The brass handle on the door began to slowly open. Bond took the Beretta out of his jacket 
pocket. When the door was about a foot open, Bond barged it with his shoulder, and knocked 
Fellini to the ground. He dashed in and found Fellini with his nose bloodied lying on the 
floor. The door had obviously made heavy contact with his face when Bond had barged it 
open.   

No, James! Fellini shouted in desperation. Don t shoot me!  
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No? And why shouldn t I, it s no less than you deserve, traitor! Bond said back.   

I give you the money, James. Just don t kill me.   

I don t need your money, Fellini, I just need some answers. Bond told him.   

I can explain everything, James. But please put that gun away. Bond lowered the pistol, 
and pulled Fellini back onto his feet. He handed him a handkerchief to wipe the blood from 
his nose. James, I m so sorry. Three of Ballasini s men arrived here with AK 47s. They said 
that they would kill me if I didn t help them. They said they would give me five million US 
Dollars if I set you up to meet Ballasini, so he could kill you.

  

And he damn near did, Sergio. Bond informed him. Now, tell me what you know about 
what Ballasini is doing.

  

They told me I must get you to go to the warehouse before Christmas day, because they will 
be shipping the weapons out on Christmas Day at eleven o clock at night. Fellini was 
providing useful information to Bond. But please, James. I m not a villain, please believe 
me. Sergio pleaded.   

I might believe you, if you do me one little favour. Bond said. You need to get this 
message to London. Bond scribbled a note on a scrap of paper that he found lying on the 
coffee table that dominated the furnishings of the poorly equipped living room.   

I ll do it, Fellini said, clearly eager to regain Bond s trust. He had thought the Sidewinder 
had the edge on Bond, but when 007 had escaped from Ballasini s office, he realised that he 
had seriously under estimated the British agent.                    
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CHAPTER SIX  OPERATION VESUVIUS

  
A forest fifty miles outside Naples, 24 December 2004, 22:00 GMT  

The freezing December night air bit viciously into James Bond s skin. Only Italian Special 
Forces DPMs (disruptive pattern material camouflage garments) protected him from the cold. 
Bond and Fellini were in a small foxhole dug on the edge of the forest. Fellini turned on a 
homing beacon to guide the British aircraft to the Drop Zone.   

Bond s message to MI6 headquarters in London had read: 007 to HQ, send SAS 
immediately. DZ to be confirmed. Somewhere near Naples.

  

A few minutes after turning on the beacon, the sound of four turbo-prop engines were heard. 
They belonged to a Lockheed C-130 Hercules . There they are. Fellini reported to Bond. 
The drone of the engines grew louder until Bond could tell they were almost overhead. A 
light on the starboard wing of the Hercules flashed, indicating that the SAS squad had jumped 
out. Bond heard the Hercules fly over and power off into the night.    

Fellini spotted the first of the SAS parachutes. They were hard to see as the material which 
the canopy was made out of was a matt black colour, making it almost impossible to see at 
night. The men also wore DPMs that made them blend into the darkness even more. The first 
soldier was about fifty metres above the ground when Bond spotted him. His landing was 
perfect and he quickly gathered in his billowing chute. The canopies of the chutes were very 
small, allowing the SAS men to come in and land more quickly than with a conventional 
sized parachute.  

Fellini flashed an infrared strobe. The goggles worn by the SAS showed the flashing strobe, 
and they moved towards Bond and Fellini s position. Just before they got to the foxhole, 
Bond jumped out to greet the SAS men. There were eight of them in total. Each wore DPMs 
and plastic helmets similar to those worn in ice hockey. The men carried a variety of 
weaponry. Two of the men had foldable sniper rifles strapped to their backs, and several were 
equipped with explosives. Each man carried a Sigsauer 225 9mm pistol as a sidearm. A small 
box of extra supplies was also dropped.   

Sergeant McKnight. The squad leader reported to Bond.   

Commander Bond. 007 replied, and the two men shook hands.   

McKnight signalled with his right hand for his men to converge on the position. Two men 
carried the extra supply crate, which contained equipment for Bond and Fellini as well as 
medical supplies and a radio. The ten men squeezed into two Land Rovers that Sergio had 
managed to commandeer and they drove towards the run down rented house.   

* * * * *  
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The little house was a squash for the ten men. A few of the SAS men really monopolised the 
one shower that the house had. They ate the standard-issue Meals Ready to Eat, often called 
MREs. Some of the men joked, calling them Meals Rejected by Ethiopians. Bond was used 
to the finest fare, and these meals did not do his taste buds any good.   

At midnight, when everyone had settled down, Bond briefed the men on the operation that 
they were about to undertake. There was a large blackboard for Bond to brief the men with. 
He stuck up a large photograph of a ship. This is the Giulia, men. It is Ballasini s transport 
ship. The men looked at the photo for a few seconds and then bond continued, It is going to 
be shipping out in a little under twenty four hours. There will be two targets on this raid. 
They are Ballasini s warehouse in town, and the Giulia. The raid will begin at 2200 local 
time, just before the ship leaves. We will split into two squads, one of which will handle the 
ship, and the other the warehouse. The two squads attacks must happen at precisely the same 
time, so that the men on the ship can t warn those in the warehouse and vice versa. Bond 
paused to let the men contemplate the plan.   

Excuse me, Commander Bond. McKnight said. What exactly is this Ballasini up to, and 
what are we looking for?   

Bond was surprised by the question. He had assumed that they had been informed of the 
background to the situation. Ballasini s busy dealing high tech arms with the Iraqis. Some 
of the men in the room had done some fighting in Iraq, and looked unhappy at the idea of 
Iraqi re-armament. Ballasini is often referred to as The Sidewinder. It is his alias name in the 
Italian underworld. He is extremely dangerous; I only just managed to escape from his 
warehouse myself. He is very well protected, and you can expect fierce resistance.

  

Do we have enough men, sir? McKnight asked.   

Yes. You SAS boys are more skilled than Ballasini s thugs. Bond had always had great 
respect for the SAS. Its men were tough, clever and skilful fighters. He had worked alongside 
SAS men before, and had great confidence that this operation would succeed. Now, 
according to our Italian agent, Fellini, Mario Ballasini will be onboard the Giulia when it sets 
sail. He is the prime target; we need to seize the arms as well.   

Will they be hidden, sir?  
Yes, McKnight. Ballasini has a machinery company as a front; all crates containing 

weapons will be disguised as crates carrying machinery parts. Bond paused again, before 
saying, Right, now try and get a few hours sleep, tomorrow will be a long day.

  

* * * * *   

The excitement of the operation coming to its climax made Bond unable to sleep. This job 
had consumed him totally. It had been an intense few days, with everything happening almost 
simultaneously. It was a miracle that he had got to the bottom of Ballasini s operation so 
quickly. The Italian police had been on his trail for months and come up with barely 
anything. In fact, the general consensus of opinion had been that the man was clean. MI6 had, 
however been convinced that this was just an excuse made by the Italian police to give up 
looking for him. This had prompted M to send 004.   
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Bond s thoughts moved to the innocent victim in this whole mess, Antonia Rossi. The 
introduction of a woman into the mix stirred up Bond s anger even more. He had had many 
girlfriends throughout his career, and so many had been killed. He used to be able to see all 
their faces when he closed his eyes and thought of them, but the number of dead women was 
too great for him to picture them all. One face was never far from mind, and that was his 
beloved Tracy. She was the one woman that Bond could never forget, even if he tried.   

The desire to avenge Antonia was a huge force pushing Bond forward to the big operation. 
He would be attacking the Giulia, along with Fellini and three of the SAS operators. By eight 
o clock in the morning all were awake, and they greeted each other with  Merry Christmas 
wishes. Fellini had managed to wangle a dozen eggs from the local police station s cafeteria, 
and treated the men to scrambled eggs. This was a relief to all after the MREs that they had 
eaten the previous night.   

By eleven the men were quiet, in anticipation of tonight s operation. Bond unpacked his kit 
from the crate that was sent with the SAS drop. He unpacked a set of fatigues made out of 
disruptive pattern material, and a small rucksack to carry his other kit in. This was a medical 
kit consisting of bandages, morphine and disinfectant. Also he carried some plastic explosive. 
He put on the fatigues, and a belt on which he would carry ammunition and grenades. A 
small radio was attached to the collar of the DPMs and there was a pressel-switch on the 
front. It was a small rubber dome used in case the enemy was too close for Bond to speak. By 
tapping on the pressel, a burst of static would come through on the radio. One tap meant no, 
two meant yes. Bond picked up his weapons, a Sig and an MP5. He carried several spare 
magazines for each in the belt.  

* * * * *  

The team attacking the Giulia drove about twenty miles up the coast, to a spot where a large 
ship was waiting to pick them up. It was a shabby looking fishing trawler. The sides of the 
vessel were covered in rust and grime. The hull was black, with streaks of white and green 
across it. A motorised dinghy took the men out to the ship. They sat in it and put their 
equipment next to them. The ride out to the trawler gave each man a short moment to 
contemplate what he was about to do.   

Bond glanced over at Sergio Fellini. He had insisted that Fellini stay close to him at all times. 
Sergio had betrayed him once already, and although Bond didn t suspect that he would do it 
again, he wasn t prepared to take the chance.   

The trawler was crewed by a shabbily dressed group of men. They were all Italian agents, and 
they used the vessel as base of operations and communications. The British had used the 
same idea as well. A hairy, dirty looking man led Bond, Fellini and the SAS men down 
below decks, where a high tech centre of communications was in operation. Millions of 
Pounds of equipment was kept on the vessel. Men were constantly manning the computers 
and radios.   
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The five men who would attack Mario Ballasini s cargo ship gathered around a small table. 
Laid out on the tabletop was a rough plan made by Italian intelligence from information 
gathered during the regular inspections carried out while the ship was in port.   

Bond was the first to start talking. Ballasini is probably somewhere deep in the bowels of 
the ship. We ll have to fight our way through the ship until we get there. Bond looked at the 
first of the SAS men. He was a ragged looking man in his thirties. One side of his face had 
awful burn marks. His same was Macfarlane. Okay sergeant. Bond started. Your role is to 
blast your way through the thugs.  Macfarlane carried an L85 carbine, a smaller version of 
the SA80 assault rifle.  

The second man in the squad was Sergeant Davis, who carried a G3 sniper rifle, as well as an 
MP-5. He was to cover the other members of the squad while in the open above decks, which 
was very likely to occur at some point in the raid. While not playing this role the MP-5 would 
allow him to join the assault below decks.   

The third SAS sergeant, named Philips was the demolition expert. Should it come to that, he 
was ready to blow the ship up. He carried Plastic Explosive in a rucksack, and an MP-5 with 
which to defend himself, and if necessary, join in the charge through the ship.  

For a few minutes all the men sat silent. Bond broke the silence by talking in the microphone 
that was clipped onto the collar of his black fatigues. White King to Black King. Are you in 
position?   

Affirm, White King. Black squad is ready. It was McKnight, who was leading the squad 
that was to attack the Vesuvius warehouse. They were Black squad.   

White squad was Bond s squad. Each man was assigned the name of a chess piece. Bond was 
King, Macfarlane was Rook, Davis was Bishop, Philips was Knight, and Fellini was Pawn.   

* * * * *  

It was an hour before the trawler was in position. The Giulia dwarfed the fishing boat. Bond 
looked out of a porthole, and saw the black steel of the cargo ship in front of him like a huge 
wall. He glanced down at the water line. No part of the red bottom of the hull was showing, 
which meant that she was fully loaded. Bond glanced at his Omega, which read five minutes 
before midnight.   

Black King. Bond said into his radio. Prepare to attack in five minutes.

  

Affirm. McKnight replied. Synchronisation of the two strikes was crucial.  

All the men in white squad wore black spandex wetsuits, and rebreathing kits. Each man also 
carried two magnets. These were used to attach themselves to the Giulia s hull, and they 
would attach their rebreathing kits to these magnets so that, if the attack went wrong while 
they were aboard they could jump off and recover their sets from their temporary storage 
spots. The five men dived into the harbour. The water was extremely dark at midnight, and 
they needed lights under water. The first to attach himself to the hull was Macfarlane, who 
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was the most experienced diver in the team. The ship s generators were humming as she 
prepared to make way. He attached his breathing kit to the magnets and tapped his pressel 
switch four times. The four bursts of static that came through on the other team members ear- 
pieces indicated to them that they were at the point of entry. Bond and Fellini carried the 
lightest weaponry, so they had to carry their means of entry to the ship. Strapped to Bond s 
rebreathing kit was a telescopic pole that was assembled in seconds by the experienced SAS 
team. They had carried out assaults like these many times before in training as well as on 
actual operations. Bond glanced at his Omega again. One minute until midnight. They needed 
to get a move on. Fellini was carrying a thirty-foot Kevlar ladder, which was unrolled by 
Philips. Davis, secured to two of the others by short ropes, then swam out a few metres and 
hoisted the pole, hooking the ladder over the ships rails. The five men scrambled up in 
seconds. As soon as they were all safely aboard, they found a quiet corner and removed the 
wetsuits. Underneath the suits, were their DPMs. Each man took out his weapons, and 
checked them over quickly. They had been soaked in Silverspeed and oiled so that the 
immersion in water would not affect them at all.   

Bond held his MP-5 firmly in his hands. It was a masterpiece of weapons engineering. Its 
firing system was developed in World War II on the German MG42 machine gun. Bond 
carried the SD version, which was specially configured for special-forces operations. It was 
silenced, which reduced the muzzle velocity and range, but that was unlikely to be an issue 
on such a close-quarters operation like this. The five men began to move out of the room. 
Bond led the way. He swiftly opened the door, and quickly checked that all was clear. He 
gave the others a thumbs-up signal and they all moved out of the room. They tried to move 
without creating heavy footfalls, which was quite difficult on a metal deck with heavy-duty 
combat boots on.   

* * * * *  

The strike on the Vesuvius warehouse got off to a good start. McKnight heard the four bursts 
of static from Macfarlane s pressel, indicating that the strike was getting under way. On 
hearing the signal, McKnight made a hand sign to his men and they burst out of their cover. 
McKnight dispatched the two men guarding the back entrance of the warehouse with his 
MP5SD. The five men dashed across the open area to the door. The squad set up was more or 
less the same as the white squad. There was one sniper, two utility men, but no demolition 
man. Instead there were two men armed with L85 carbines to plough their way through 
Ballasini s employees. McKnight pushed the steel door open, and the men rushed through it. 
The room that they now found themselves in was completely deserted. It was a large 
warehouse, without a single crate that had been there the previous day when Bond had 
visited.  

Faint sounds of activity could be heard in the next room. The five men ran across the bare 
floor of the warehouse and grouped around the steel door that divided stood between them 
and Ballasini s men. McKnight smashed the door opened, while the two SAS men who were 
armed with L85s sprayed lead across the room. Several Vesuvius employees were hit, and 
fell to the ground either dead or badly wounded. A few men armed with fast-firing sub-
machine guns appeared from behind walls and fired towards McKnight s men. None of their 
bullets hit any of the SAS men because they were really just sticking their guns around the 
wall and firing. The two L85s barked back at the men, which persuaded them to throw their 
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weapons to the ground and surrender to Black squad. Two of McKnight s men handcuffed 
the Italians with the flex-cuffs that they had brought in their rucksacks. Meanwhile McKnight 
and the two L85 men went to search for more people in the warehouse. As had been 
expected, the warehouse was more or less deserted. Several men were found in the upper 
levels of the warehouse. James Bond had given McKnight a rough idea of where all the major 
features of the warehouse could be found. He had mostly just seen it while he was making his 
hurried escape the previous day.   

After a few minutes, the entire warehouse had been searched. All surviving employees had 
been arrested, and the squad was extracted. Ballasini s office was searched, and all the 
documents detailing the arms deals were seized. McKnight glanced briefly through them. 
Brilliant. He said to himself. This will certainly lead to several arrests.

  

McKnight looked at his watch. All the men s watches were synchronised down to the last 
second. It was twelve minutes past twelve. He spoke into his radio, Black squad complete. 
This indicated that to Bond that the warehouse was secure. Two quick bursts of static 
returned over the radio, signalling Bond s affirmative response. It also indicated that Bond 
was in a situation where he was unable to speak. McKnight waited anxiously for more 
information on White squad s progress.  

* * * * *  

Bond looked down at his Omega once again. It read four minutes past twelve. The team were 
stealthily making their way through the many passages of the vessel. There was no decoration 
whatsoever. The walls were painted a cream-colour. Bond breathed in the smell. It was the 
distinctive smell of fresh paint. The whole situation puzzled Bond. The Sidewinder had 
surely does many arms deals before this one. In which case he would have needed a vessel to 
transport the weapons. This vessel had clearly never done any long distance sailing. From his 
naval experience Bond knew very well the wear and tear that a ship experienced on a long 
distance voyage. Either Ballasini had only just got into the arms business, which was unlikely 
because his set-up was very advanced. The other possibility was that Ballasini had previously 
been supplying arms to a local militia, which didn t require long distance transport.  

The five men continued to quietly make their way through the Giulia. The cabins walkways 
were almost entirely empty. After two minutes of walking they made a contact. A man was 
leisurely walking through the ship, whistling. Fortunately there were several small recesses in 
which they could wait to ambush the man. The whistling warned the five men, and gave them 
sufficient time to hide completely. The man walked past without noticing their presence. As 
soon as he was a few feet past them, Bond emerged from his hiding place, swiftly moved up 
into position behind the man. He smashed the man s skull with the butt of his Sig. The sailor 
fell to floor, limp and unconscious.   

Having hidden the knocked out sailor in a cupboard the squad continued through the ship. 
They started to hear the sound of talking. They began to move slowly as they approached the 
double door. It was now nearly ten past twelve. Bond was anxious to hear from McKnight in 
Black squad. Now, however, his main concern was the next room. He put his ear against the 
door, and could vaguely hear talking. There were obviously lots of people in the room, 
because several conversations were taking place at once, which meant that Bond could not 
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hear any of them clearly. He turned his head and looked at the other men. The SAS men 
looked calm and collected, as if this was nothing out of the ordinary for them. Fellini, on the 
other was sweating profusely and shaking with fear.   

Bond knocked both doors open and the five-man squad surged through the doors. As soon as 
they were in the room, they fired warning shots up towards the roof. All of the men jumped to 
the floor. Bond could not be sure how many of them were armed, so he shouted, Everyone, 
get up with your hands in the air. And throw any weapons that you may be carrying onto the 
floor.

  

The men stood up with their hands in the air. Bond glanced over the group. There were 
roughly twenty-five men in the room, which appeared to be a cafeteria. There were rows of 
tables, which had salt and pepper cellars on them. There was a coffee machine in the middle 
of the room, which most of the men had been gathered around when the White squad stormed 
the room. One man got up with a pistol in his hand. As he was lifting it, a bullet from Davis s 
G3 rifle pounded into his chest, throwing him backwards, and onto the floor. The incident 
discouraged any further attempts to shoot one of the squad members.   

The group then split up. Bond, Macfarlane and Fellini went for a look around, while Davis 
and Philips stayed with the prisoners in the cafeteria. The three men were walking down yet 
another corridor when a voice came through on Bond s radio, Black squad complete. The 
voice belonged to McKnight. Bond was unsure whether there were any of Ballasini s men 
around, so he tapped his pressel switch twice, indicating an affirmative.   

The men continued for a minute, before a door opened behind them. Three men appeared, 
armed with pistols. Drop your weapons. The first man growled at Bond, and his squad 
members. The three men dropped their weapons. Bond stared angrily at Ballasini s men. The 
third of the Italian men raised his pistol toward Bond. He felt really helpless, as there was 
nothing he could do. The Italian squeezed the trigger, and Bond shut his eyes, expecting a 
bullet to slam into his body. The gun made a soft sound, and 007 felt a tranquilliser dart 
pierce his neck. His head felt faint, and a dizzy feeling enveloped his body. He stood for a 
few moments, unconscious before he fell to the steel floor with bone crunching force.                  
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CHAPTER SEVEN  NOTHING AND NO ONE

  
When 007 came to, a bust of a German wehrmacht officer was staring him at. His vision was 
very blurry due to the head blow that he had sustained. He found himself in an office, laid out 
and furnished very similarly to Mario Ballasini s office in his warehouse.   

This is my father, Mister Bond. Ballasini appeared from behind a curtain, motioning 
towards the bust with his hand. He was in the Regia Aeronautica, before he lost his wings 
after being expelled. He had shot two of his superior officers in an argument, and was 
imprisoned. After a few months, he and several others escaped the prison, and joined the 
Germans, who were unaware of their bad record in Italy. He failed to get into the Luftwaffe 
but they allowed him to join the infantry.   

Really? Bond asked, pretending to sound interested.   

Yes, Mr Bond. Really. He had astounding success. He killed many of your countrymen, and 
also many Americans.

  

So you expect to be impressed by his record?

  

No, not at all, Mr Bond. Ballasini said, in his menacing tone. I would not expect a British 
to understand the honour which an Italian has for his father.

  

Bond felt his temples pounding at this insult. His hands were bound by very coarse ropes, 
which had made his skin raw from the rubbing they had sustained when Bond s fists 
tightened in anger. He glanced at his left wrist. His Omega was gone. Ballasini had obviously 
done his homework, and new all about Q s various standard issue watches. He sat there in his 
fatigues, bound with no way of defending himself. He just hoped that the Sidewinder would 
give him the long speech describing his views and plans as most of the other villains he had 
dealt with had given him. This would give him time to formulate a plan to get out of this 
mess.   

Well, to continue Mr Bond, my father joined the Mafia after the war. He became involved in 
Heroin smuggling into America, and became on of the best smugglers in the Mafia. After a 
disagreement with several of his fellow Mafia brothers, he left and changed his identity. You 
do not just leave the Mafia, Mr Bond. There will always be those who come after you. At the 
end of the sixties, he set up his own smuggling operation, here in Naples. Over the next few 
years he became one of the most feared men in all Italy. He is famous for the assassination of 
many Mafia leaders. I was only ten when he was killed in a motor accident. I think it was 
fitting that he should die this way. No man could kill my father. Only he controlled his life, 
and death. He had a passion for speed, and women. He and my mother both perished that day. 
I feel sorry for my mother. She was a very naïve, innocent girl. She was not even aware of 
father s activities. Is that not something Mr Bond? Even your secret service could never live 
up to that level of secrecy.
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I suppose not. But we have no evil to hide, Mario.

  
Evil, Mr Bond? And who said that he was evil? Who are you to judge?

  
Mario expected no reply, and Bond didn t give one.   

Look at this gun, Mr Bond. Ballasini produced a pistol from a holster on his belt.   

Walther P38. Bond said, instantly recognising the weapon.  9mm. Standard Wehrmacht 
issue.

  

Very good. Ballasini said, with an evil smile creeping along the right hand side of his face. 
This is one of the finest pistols ever made. This gun shaped my father s empire. It has lain to 

rest many powerful men. Housed within this gun is my destiny. As long as it survives the 
spirit of my father survives.

  

That s very nice, Ballasini. Now would you please come to the point? I m getting tired of 
this stinking room. Bond said.  

Do not try and aggravate me Mr Bond. You ll find that if you do, your death will be a 
particularly slow and painful one. If you behave, I may make it more comfortable. After all, 
Miss Rossi is waiting for you. You wouldn t want to make her wait longer than she needs 
to?

  

Bond s face went red and hot with rage.   

Now, if you would stop disrupting me, maybe I could get to the point. Ballasini said 
calmly. Did you think that you could stop me? My father before me has already laid down 
my destiny. MI6 cannot stop this. It is like trying to stop a freight train with your bare hands. 
Things are now in motion, that cannot be undone Mr Bond. My empire has been growing 
every day. It covers almost the entire globe. Soon I will be able to destroy your country. The 
world will be thrust into a third great war, and a new superpower will come into being.

  

Please, Mario. I have heard this speech so many times, from countless people who are now 
dead, and have been forgotten!   

You are very sure of yourself, Mr Bond. But given your current situation, this would seem 
to be foolishness. Mario glanced around the room. There were two men with powerful SPAS 
15 shotguns trained on Bond, as well as Mario with his P38.   

But do you think that if I die, we will give up and leave you alone?

  

Yes, Mr Bond. I do. What can your M do? She would have lost two agents to me already. 
Do you think that she would risk a third?

  

And what about the others?
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Oh you mean your fellow raiders. Yes, I have caught all three of them! They are currently 
being locked away in the hold of my ship.

  
Only three caught? Bond thought to himself. There was still hope. One was still free.   

And how do the Iraqis fit into this scheme?

  

Well, they are my allies. They hate your country, and the Americans. Any enemy of yours is 
a friend of theirs.

  

So they ll fight along side you?

  

Absolutely. They are entirely at my command. They don t know of my future plans. For 
now, all they need to know is that I am rearming them to kick your people out of their land. 
But when your troops are removed, I will reveal my plans and the Western world will be 
destroyed.

  

Bond sat and nodded, as he contemplated the enormity of Ballasini s evil scheme. He was 
truly a huge danger to Britain and her allies. He had to stop this madman. After a few 
moments of very uncomfortable silence Mario Ballasini spoke once more, Well, Mr Bond. I 
have really enjoyed our conversation, but now it is time to kill you. He raised his pistol 
pointing it at Bond s forehead.   

Playing for time, Bond said, You wouldn t kill a bound man would you?

  

Ballasini thought for a few moments. You re right Mister Bond. That would not be right. 
After all, I m soon to become the most powerful man on the planet. Why should I be scared 
of a helpless, unarmed man?

  

Bond tried to hide a smile. Ballasini was a typical vain criminal. One of the men came over to 
Bond and untied the ropes that bound his hands. All the while, both Ballasini and the second 
man kept their guns trained on Bond. After the ropes were untied the man stepped back and 
took up his shotgun again.   

Bond reflected that his being unbound had not helped him, so he needed to play for some 
more time, to allow the last free team member to arrive and save him. How about a last 
drink, Mario? Bond asked.  

Once again Mario took a few moments to think, and then he said, Well, why not Mister 
Bond. You are unarmed, there are three guns aiming at you head. Your fellow raiders have 
been rounded up, so there is not risk for me. He said this proudly as if he was an invincible 
God. What will it be? Mario asked.   

A vodka martini. Bond said. Shaken, not stirred.

  

Ballasini pushed a button on his desk, and a man walked into the room, and bowed before 
Mario, who said, A vodka martini for our guest. The man nodded. Shaken, not stirred. 
Mario added as the man walked out. 
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The man returned with the drink in a few moments. Bond began sipping the drink slowly. He 
wanted to give the last member of the SAS team time to locate him. After a few minutes he 
could go no slower and finished the drink.   

Now, Mister Bond, at least you can die happy. You have been a fine audience, and I 
appreciate it that you have listened so nicely to my plans. Now, however, your time has 
come. I will come to power, Mr Bond. Nothing and no one will stop me. He allowed the 
words to sink in before saying, Goodbye, James Bond! He lifted the Walther P38, and 
aimed it once more at 007.   

The next few seconds felt like an entire lifetime. The world slowed down, as Bond stared up 
the barrel of a pistol in the hands of a madman. Sweat beaded on his forehead, and steadily 
accelerated down his cheeks. Sweat built up between his fingers until it felt like they were 
stuck together. Bond s heart rate sped up at an alarming rate. He started to feel dizzy because 
of the tension. A smile began to build on the face of the Sidewinder . Bond found himself 
thinking, Why doesn t he hurry up and pull the bloody trigger?   

Slowly Mario s finger began applying pressure on the trigger. He was making his moment of 
victory over James Bond last as long as possible. He whole face was covered in a sadistic 
smile that spread deep lines across his blemished face. His guards stood impatiently, sensing 
blood and waiting for Ballasini to strike the killing blow.   

Suddenly a red dot began darting around on Mario s chest. It was the laser from Davis s G3 
sniper rifle. A glimmer of hope shone for Bond once more. He just hoped that no one noticed. 
The dot stopped at Mario s heart. He heard some scurried movement behind him, and 
realized that one of the guards had noticed the laser-targeting beam.   

Boss! The man shouted as he dashed across to Mario. The face of Ballasini looked angrily 
at the man who was moving towards him. His mouth opened to speak. The guard jumped in 
front of Mario as the window of the room shattered. The guard took the bullet from the G3 in 
the chest. As the Sidewinder fell he fired, hoping that he would hit Bond. Instead, the bullet 
shattered the bust of his father.   

At the same time that the bullet hit the guard, 007 had jumped forward onto his stomach and 
in a single movement rolled across the floor and kicking the shotgun from the second guard s 
grasp.    

Mario s pistol had slid across the floor, and under a cabinet when his hand had hit the ground. 
007 saw his Sig on the table next to where he was lying. The guard who had been shot lay 
whimpering on the floor, but the second of Ballasini s men was getting up with a Beretta 
Model 92 in his hand. Before the man could fire Bond kicked him with his left boot. The 
steel-toed boot shattered the Italian thug s jaw, and he collapsed to the ground unconscious. 
Bond reached for his pistol, and spun around pointing at Mario, who lay on the ground 
clutching a broken wrist.   
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Mario Ballasini had given Bond time to get out of his sticky spot, but 007 was not going to 
extend Mario the same courtesy. He squeezed the trigger, and the bullet sliced through 
Mario s chest and pierced his heart. Nothing and no one? Bond asked the lifeless corpse.   

* * * * *  

Bond was lying on his bed, with a glass of Bollinger when his mobile phone started ringing. 
Bond here he answered.  

Thank you, James. Said the voice on the other end of the line. It was the voice of Barbara 
Mawdsley, M. It was most unusual for M to call her agents who were out in the field. Also 
she had referred to him as James, which was a true indication of real gratitude towards her 
best agent.   

No problem, Ma am. He said, unable to avoid feeling a little proud of himself.   

How about a little leave, 007? she asked in her friendliest voice, sounding more like a 
sales-woman than the head of MI6.   

Maybe just a little, Ma am. Bond said graciously.   

Very well, Bond. And thank you again. M said.   

Bond pushed the end call button on his phone, and lay back on the bed with a great feeling of 
victory and joy.   

Who was that? the hotel room service girl on Bond s bed asked.  

Oh. Just the office. Bond answered.   

And? What did they say? She asked excitedly.  

We ve got two weeks of rest and recreation dear. Bond said, with a big smile on his face.    

The End Of  

SIDEWINDER  

But  

JAMES BOND WILL RETURN     

         


