
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Heartless Back-up

        

        
        
          Romantic Beginnings, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mike Scantlebury

        

        
          Published by Rosewood Romance, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HEARTLESS BACK-UP

    

    
      First edition. April 19, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Mike Scantlebury.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386564249

    

    
    
      Written by Mike Scantlebury.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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When they put the handcuffs on her, she still thought she had a chance. But when they put the rope around her neck, Melia knew she was in real trouble.

Gorange strode to the front of the platform and looked her up and down. She must have seemed a mess. Her hair was caked to the back of her head with dried blood, and her few clothes were ripped and torn from the time they’d dragged her through the warehouse. Most of her make-up had been washed off in the rain outside, and her eye-shadow had run all down her cheeks.

“Amelia,” Gorange said quietly, his tone laced with menace. “So sad it had to end like this. You have been a long-time opponent and a worthy foe.”

Melia stared hard at him, but he was unfazed, confident now, thinking he had won. He smiled at her with his lopsided grin. That was one thing I can be proud of, Melia couldn’t help thinking. The scar that ran from his right ear down to his chin. That was her doing, and it had changed his face forever. It had all happened several years ago, when Mickey was with her on the mission. Mickey, she couldn’t help worrying about him now. Where was he? Did he get the message? Would he come bursting through the door to rescue her? Would he bring the rest of the Unit?

“Don’t kill her yet,” Gorange said to the man holding the rope. “I want her to see us leaving. I want her to watch the lorry rolling out with the bomb parts on it. Then hang her. As she dies, she will know that she failed to stop us. The battle is over. Amelia, you are simply one more casualty.”

The way he spoke, the way he stood, he reminded her so much of Mickey. They were similar physically, tall, wide at the shoulders, and confident in everything they did. They both had straight, dark hair and a commanding manner, but that was where the similarity ended. Mickey had devoted his life to fighting for his country, doing what was right. Gorange went after the money, wherever it was in the world, wherever the going was easiest. He was slippery, devious rather than honest, and now, finally, he was going to kill her. Not even because he needed to. He was simply tidying up.

She looked around. They were on a high platform at one end of the warehouse. The gang had looped a rope around one of the steel beams in the roof. For her. Now all they had to do was give her one push, and she would be dangling in thin air with a rope around her neck, twenty feet over a solid concrete floor, her hands handcuffed behind her. The floor was empty below them, even though the rest of the warehouse was head high in boxes. Over to her left, by the back door of the building, a lorry stood waiting, its covers pulled over and sealed. Bomb parts, she knew. In front of the vehicle was a limousine, an expensive black car. Gorange would climb into that and be driven away, confident he had earned his commission. Unless – unless Melia could stop him, or the Unit arrived.

Either way, it was going to have to be quick. Gorange had made his speech of victory and was ready to move on.

He led the way down the clattering, steel steps, and with hardly a glance behind, his gang followed, leaving just one man on the platform, to finish the job on Melia. Two of the criminals climbed into the lorry and started the engine. One of the gang held the door of the car open, and Gorange started to get in. With one foot inside, he paused and stopped, looking up. He swept the black hair back from his face and gave one last, lingering stare at Melia. For a moment she thought she saw regret in his eyes, but then it was clear he had made his decision. He waved one hand at Melia’s executioner, seemed to have one last grin to himself, and disappeared inside the car. The other two gang members followed him, the car doors slammed and it pulled quietly out through the open warehouse door, followed by the straining lorry, revving its engine mercilessly.

Melia found herself breathing fast. Her mind was racing. What could she do now? She had a lock-pick hidden in the lining of her belt. But it was too late to get to it and work on the handcuffs. Maybe she could swing her legs up and bring her handcuffed hands round to the front, but No - there was nothing to lean on. The only way she could do that was by taking the weight and hanging on the rope around her neck. Putting that kind of pressure on her neck would choke her, not instantly but sooner rather than later.

She was sweating freely. She swung around and saw the gangster moving determinedly towards her. Then she saw a glint in his eye. He was excited. Her heart leapt. Maybe she had a chance. She was sweating, her chest was heaving and she could feel her nipples straining against her thin blouse. If he got off on it – She suddenly brought her head down, and looked at him coquettishly from under her long eyelashes. Could she seduce him? It was her last chance.

He had his hands out in front of him. His orders were clear. All he had to do was push her, off the platform and out into space. Nothing else. But he hesitated. She knew she was attractive, despite everything, the bruises, the blood, the battering they’d given her when they first found her spying on them. She pulled back her head then and thrust her breasts out, smiling a long and sexy smile, luring him on. He moved slower and slower, but closer, his hands a mere few inches from her breasts. He was fascinated. He knew no one was around. They’d all gone. He could do what he wanted with her. She was all his. Let him think that, she found herself begging. Let him lower his guard.

Melia knew she’d only have one chance. She took it. Balancing on one foot, she swung the other up in a fierce roundhouse kick. It caught the man squarely between the legs and it knocked the breath right out of him. He gasped in surprise and pain, and started to lose his balance. She jumped then, using both legs and wrapping herself around his waist. She flung herself sideways. It should have worked. He should have toppled to his right, which would have taken him right over the edge. Melia would have let go at the last moment and fallen back onto the platform. With her only guard splattered on the concrete below, she would have had time to get herself out of the handcuffs and free of the rope. Unfortunately, he was stronger than he looked. With Melia locked round his waist, he tried to pull back. When that didn’t work, he pushed her. They both went backwards and off the edge of the platform.

Luckily, he didn’t hold on. If he had continued to grip her, the extra weight would have snapped her neck in an moment. But the shock of losing his footing made the man panic and go rigid. He was free of her, falling through space. He hit the concrete with a sickening thud. 

Melia had no time to speculate as to whether he’d died. She was hanging by the neck, straining with every muscle in an effort not to choke. She couldn’t breathe. She figured she couldn’t survive more than two minutes without air, but could she get her hands free? If she could move her hands round to the front, she could maybe reach up and climb up the rope, releasing the stranglehold on her neck. But how would she reach the platform? She was five feet away from it and swinging in space. Could she swing herself over, once she’d got hold of the rope?

She was wriggling her legs, but the movements put pressure on her neck. Her vision started to go, everything was turning black and there was a roaring in her ears. It sounded like an express train was thundering past, but that couldn’t be. Had the lorry come back? Were they all down there now, laughing at her, watching her die?

Her feet hit something solid. 

It was impossible, but there was pressure from below. The floor had come up to meet her, and as she stood, the feeling came back to her hands and feet. She felt something cold and metallic beside her and she leaned, desperate to get the strain off her neck. She could still hear that train, the engine roaring in her head. Then she heard clattering feet. Someone was moving up the stairs towards the top of  the platform, to be level with her. Someone was going to rescue her! Mickey?

Melia heard a voice close to her, urging her to hold on. Then the rope suddenly went slack. It had been cut! Hands gripped her and lowered her gently to the solid floor, then she felt strong fingers dig into her neck, urgently making a gap between the remaining rope and her chafed skin. She could breathe! She was pushed over into the recovery position and fists pressed hard on her back, dragging the air back into her lungs. She gasped, took a huge breath and nearly gagged. She managed several ragged breaths, and the hammering in her temples began to ease off. She still didn’t dare open her eyes.

“OK,” the voice said urgently. “OK. I think you’ll be OK now.”

Melia dragged one eye open. She didn’t recognise that tone. Who the hell was this?

The man leaning over her was smiling hugely. He seemed very pleased with himself. “Greg,” he said. “My name’s Greg. I’m your back-up.”
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Chapter Two
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Melia took in the position with one glance. They were huddled on the steel platform of a fork-lift truck, fully extended up into space. The roaring she had heard was its straining engine. Greg clambered awkwardly back onto the platform above them, clattered down the stairs and got back into the driving seat of the rescue vehicle. After a false start, he found the right lever, and lowered his passenger gently back to the ground. Then he cut the engine, and assisted while Melia finished off the job of rescuing herself. She scrunched her legs right up to her chest and pulled her arms through from the back. She told Greg where to find the lock-pick, and once it was freed from her belt, it only took a few moments to pick the handcuffs and liberate her aching wrists.

“Right,” he said cheerily, clearly thrilled at the way things had turned out. “Where do we go from here?” 

He was obviously not a seasoned operative, and was looking to Melia for orders. She checked her bruises gingerly.
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