
Table of Contents

The Brazilian Job

Also Available



	[image: image]


	 
	[image: image]







[image: image]



The Brazilian Job 


[image: image]





The searchlight swings across the courtyard between the outer wall and the main block. I heft my leg over the top of the barbed wire, which runs the length of the wall. It is a thirty feet drop onto the tarmac below. It’s lucky I don’t get vertigo. A mistimed jump and I could end up doing myself some serious damage. I’ve already ripped the back of my catsuit on the barbed wire. Isn’t that typical? I timed the manoeuvre perfectly but some of the wire was loose and a gust of wind caused it to flutter upwards just as I was halfway across. Now I have a chunk of finest leather missing from the back of my thigh. A couple of inches higher and it could have been really embarrassing. Not that I ever get embarrassed. I am a Fembot. We are above such things. But it would look rather unprofessional to arrive at a cell door, in the middle of a prison break, with a heavy tear across my backside and a pair of union jack knickers on display. Especially in a prison full of sex-starved men. Nobody here will have seen so much as an exposed ankle for months. And, sadly, I don’t have the time to play around.

The search light moves away and I launch myself from the top of the wall. The drop takes one point three six seconds. I cannot disguise the thud as my feet hit the tarmac but that is the only noise I will make. I am in full stealth mode and that means even another Fembot would have difficulty detecting me. Luckily, androids have never been employed as prison guards. The unions would never allow it. There are, however, guard dogs. A regular patrol paces the perimeter but my audio sensors have already detected their handler’s footsteps and calculated their position. The warder and his canine companions are out of sight on the far side of the complex. The dogs could pick up the scent of a human being even at this distance but they will not be able to detect me. I have no scent at all at the moment; not even a dab of Chanel No. 5. I feel naked without it. But a girl has to make sacrifices when she’s one of the United Kingdom’s top secret agents.

This, of course, is one of Her Majesty’s own prisons, though I doubt whether Queen Elizabeth has ever visited the place. It is an ugly red brick affair, a late Victorian monstrosity which looks even grimmer in infra-red. 

I slip silently across the courtyard to a heavily secured metal gateway. My utility bag contains a set of keys which I use to unlock the chains. I move through quickly and secure the gate behind me before making my way along a short alley. This is the route the prisoners are herded along each day on the way to their morning constitutional.

I bring up a schematic of the interior as I move towards a door at the far end of the alley. I cannot believe how lax the security is. There are no motion sensors or closed circuit television cameras; just prison warders and locked doors. The British Museum has better security than this and I’ve broken in there dozens of times. Well, twice. But then I suppose people don’t often want to break in to a prison. Most of the villains in here are desperate to get out and I have been locked up enough times to have some sympathy with them. But the men here are the hardest criminals in the land and most of them deserve to be locked up.

The keys get me through the outer door with ease. The building is dark inside, the walls grey and featureless. A set of iron bars at the far end of the corridor are the only obstacle. On the other side of them, I move towards a kitchen area, shrouded in darkness, and through there on to the cell block itself. This will be the tricky bit. I can’t get near the individual cells without passing at least one, possibly two, real life warders. I am under strict instructions not to shoot anybody – the men are just doing their jobs, after all – and in any case my boobs, though fully loaded, are not fitted with silencers. If I start shooting, I’ll wake up the whole prison.

Thankfully, the boys at K Division have come up with an effective alternative. I can see a dim light ahead, around the corner. My sensors detect the breath of two guards, sat just out of sight. I pull out a small canister from my utility bag, twist the end and roll it gently around the corner. The gas is invisible and virtually undetectable. British prison officers are not fitted with state of the art nasal receptors like I am. Unfortunately, the gas takes two or three minutes to fill up the room so I will have to stand here like a lemon with my back to the wall while the warders head off to the land of nod. Finally, I hear a thunk as one of the officers slumps in his chair. I take that as my cue and round the corner.

From here, it is a simple matter to move into B Wing. The keys I brought with me have got me this far but I will need to purloin another set to get any further. The gantry itself is unmanned. According to my data banks, the warders take it in turns to do hourly checks of the cells, but these two will not be checking anything for the next half hour.

I move through another two sets of iron grills into a communal area and then up a flight of metal stairs onto the gantry running either side of the block. A line of grim prison doors run the length of the building, each with a lock and a peep hole. There are coughs and snores coming from inside some of the cells. I move swiftly along the east side. Even I can’t stop myself making a little noise on these daft metal floors, but the sound of my feet is barely audible.

There it is up ahead. Cell 7B. I pull the flap back on the peep hole and put my artificial eyeball to the glass. The lights are out but I can make out the bunk bed on the left. Two figures are lying there; one on top, one below. I just hope my man has done as he is told. Ever so quietly, I pull back the bolts on the door and insert the key into the lock; then I swing the door open as gently as I can.

The creak is negligible but I feel the man on the top bunk tense at the noise. He sits himself up in bed and grabs a pair of thick, square framed spectacles. He puts them on and peers casually across the cell at me. Even in the dark, I feel like he is eyeing me up. There is some light from the corridor so he can probably make out a silhouette. I can see him much more clearly, using my night vision sensors. He is a handsome devil with short, curly hair and a cocky expression.

‘Well, then,’ he says, in a confident whisper, pulling back the blanket and swinging his legs over the side of the bed. ‘And who might you be?’

‘Never you mind,’ I reply.

He does a double take. He wasn’t expecting a woman. But he smiles broadly all the same.

I place a finger to my lips and step towards him before he has the chance to say anything else.

‘Honey,’ I whisper, ‘this could be your lucky night.’

––––––––
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The roar of the helicopter could wake the dead. I am having to dampen my audio receptors to block out the mad cacophony. It’s typical. I go to all that effort to sneak quietly into the prison and now the whole world knows what I am doing. The alarm bells are clanging, the search lights are blazing and a small gaggle of prison officers are desperately trying to follow us up onto the roof. It’s a good thing they are not armed. We would be sitting ducks up here, if they started shooting at us. And as the warders are not actually criminals, I wouldn’t be allowed to fire back. That’s Britain for you. We’re all terribly decent to each other, even when we’re breaking out of prison.

My newly acquired friend is staring up at the helicopter with an amused grin on his face. He can’t believe his luck. A prison break out, organised just for him. A short rope ladder drops down and I gesture for him to grab hold of it. The chopper cannot land up here as the roof is heavily sloped. The convict gestures gallantly for me to go first but I shake my head. He is the important one here and, in any case, I don’t want him staring up at my huge arse. We have only just met.

Prison officers are battering on the metal hatch behind us. That was the route we took up onto the roof. I glance back at it. The lock is broken so it should hold for a few minutes, at least.

The prisoner has already started climbing the ladder. He sways a little as he reaches the top, but hands reach out of the helicopter and pull him on board. I grab hold of the rope and start to follow him. As soon as my foot is on the bottom rung the chopper begins to rise. I hang on for dear life as it sweeps rapidly away from the prison roof. They haven’t bothered to wait until I am on board. Some people have no consideration. It’s lucky I have an iron grip and no sensitivity to the cold. The wind is freezing up here, especially with that hole in my catsuit. I inch up the rest of the ladder. Hands grab hold of me and I clamber on board the helicopter.

The prisoner grins across at me, his eyes glinting behind his chunky glasses. He is wearing a set of headphones now, handed to him by the copilot. ‘I don’t even know your name!’ he bellows. The chudder of the rotor blades is deafening. Luckily, a small microphone is attached to each headset.

‘Sally!’ I yell back. ‘Nice to meet you, Alfie.’

––––––––
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Alfred Carter thuds down onto the bench in the back of the van. The helicopter has touched down in a field and we have skipped across to a VW Transit. Carter thumps his ears and watches through the back windows as the helicopter takes off. ‘Couldn’t hear myself think in there,’ he admits cheerfully, turning his attention to me. All at once, the amiable expression disappears. ‘Now why don’t you tell me what the bloody hell is going on?’

I blink. ‘Erm...I’ve just rescued you from a top security prison.’

‘I know that. I just want to know why.’ His eyes meet mine. The man has a striking confidence. Even when he is angry, he is in complete control. ‘Some dolly bird turns up on Monday afternoon for a visit and tells me to slip a Mickey Finn to my cell mate.’

I engage my cockney dialogue translation matrix. I have a feeling I am going to need it. The “dolly bird” was me, funnily enough. I had red hair then and a different face plate, so it is hardly surprising he doesn’t recognise me.

‘So I slip him a pill on Thursday evening,’ he continues, ‘and send him off to beddie byes. Then you turn up.’ He looks at me dubiously. ‘Some other bird I’ve never met. Now, look, I’ve been around. I know all sorts of people. The London mob. All the best thieves and pickpockets. And there’s not one of them’s got the nous to organise something like this. Waltzing into prison in the dead of night. Helicopters on the roof. So, come on, love. Tell me. What’s it all about?’

‘Alfie...’

‘Mr Carter to you,’ he snaps.

I let out a sigh. The man is so ungrateful. ‘Mr Carter. You’re quite right. I’m not a criminal. At least, not any more. I’m working for the government.’

The engine starts up and the van pulls out of the field into a quiet country road.

Carter presses his back against the metal wall. ‘I knew it. It’s a set up. What are you trying to rope me into?’

‘Nothing you can’t handle.’ I give him my best, winning smile. ‘Everything will be explained. You never know, you might even enjoy it.’

––––––––
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A row of chairs has been set up in a deserted church hall. I have been to the ladies to clean up and grab a change of clothes, now that I don’t have to scale any walls. Carter is waiting for me back in the hall. He has also changed out of his prison gear. He is in jeans now and a roll neck sweater. He looks very masculine. If I had
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