
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Lethal Business

        

        
        
          Vigilante Business Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Debra Quincy

        

        
          Published by Debra Quincy, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      LETHAL BUSINESS

    

    
      First edition. April 12, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Debra Quincy.

    

    
    
      Written by Debra Quincy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Trinity Sisters


[image: ]




​​​​​​​​​​Lethal Business

Introduction to the Dirty Business Series

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Bangkok Special


[image: ]




T

hat stupid son of a bitch hit me right in the face. And it hurt. However, I managed to duck a little and eliminate most of the impact, but my head was just above the edge of the Tricycle’s back, so I couldn’t duck anymore without my chin ramming the back edge of this weird, motorised bike.

It is also called a tuk-tuk. They are used as small taxis here.

His punch somewhat delayed me, but I was max determined to board this micro-cab and ask the passenger a question. Was pretty sure she wasn’t here voluntarily.

The passenger was a girl approximately 7 years old, and twenty seconds ago, she didn’t exactly look happy about being grabbed and dragged into the back of this Tricycle.

I swallowed the pain as I ran and clung to the minicab, pushing through the crowd. Then I leapt, my left leg shooting forward toward the face of the man who had just struck me.

Impact successful! I introduced his nose to the sole under my shoe, while another man, well, a boy in fact, not more than 15 years old, began throwing rolling punches at my poor skull. Looked like he had some Muay Thai behind him, but luckily for me, he had absolutely no power in his punches. 

But I was on board! So, I grabbed him, and to my delight, he wasn’t heavier than the grocery bags I carry home from the supermarket. I managed to quickly throw him overboard, and unfortunately for him, he collided with quite a few fruit boxes on his way to an intimate date with the pavement.

At this point, the man who enjoyed the close encounter with my foot had recovered enough to re-engage me. He tried to launch one more punch. But this time I didn’t have to focus on climbing the bike as I was on board already, and his attempt to throw a punch only resulted in his high-speed exit from this funny vehicle and a serious impact with a road sign, a few fruit baskets, and finally the asphalt, where he tumbled in a mix of exotic vegetables.

The perp behind the wheel of the tuk-tuk managed to speed up even though there were thousands of people in the marketplace. He musta tried this before.

Luckily, the driver of this tin can was the last one I had to throw overboard.

But what seemed to be an easy task got slightly more complicated as he suddenly waved a knife in my direction. But to my luck, it was an insurmountable task for him to drive straight and at the same time defend his back.

Grabbing his arm with my right hand and his head with my left changed the situation to my advantage as I dragged him back over the seat while the Tricycle, in an uncontrolled state, sped through a few clothing stands.

I took his knife.

Len and Angel, two of my three sisters who were also chasing the vehicle, arrived quickly with the two perps I had just keelhauled seconds earlier.

This was supposed to be a peaceful vacation, and suddenly we were involved in a kidnapping. 

“Donald Sutherland, Human Trafficking.” A movie I once watched. A girl, kidnapped just like this in Manila. That’s why I reacted. Instantly, I knew they were taking her. And the way they fought to defend themselves just confirmed something was wrong, but I was going to ask them personally in a few secs. Had to check the kidnapped girl first.

She wasn’t from Thailand. Probably a tourist.

Unfortunately, she didn’t speak English, and I hadn’t got the faintest idea what language she spoke. Maybe it was some Scandinavian language version or at least European, but I wasn’t sure.
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"Does anybody speak a Scandinavian language?” I shouted while wondering why most people were walking away from the scene. Seems no one wanted to be involved.

The ‘shop’ owners didn’t disappear, though. They probably had to stay, or their merchandise would be stolen.

While Len and Angel kept the three perps on the ground, I approached the nearest shop owner.

"You speak English?"

"Yes, a li’le bit." He replied in a mixture of Thai and English.

"Do you know anyone who speaks any European languages?"

"No, sorry, not."

I looked around and tried to see if there were any other tourists at the market, and my eyes fell on a young couple only a few stalls away.

Took the girl's hand. Her fingers were trembling in mine, and her face was a blank mask of shock. I lifted her up and looked deeply into her eyes. "We are going back to your mother as soon as I have talked to a few people. She is waiting for you! OK? I sat her down and we walked towards the couple.
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