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About Naked

One family’s life is changed beyond anything they could ever imagine.


A major foreign power has been funneling key intelligence personnel into the United States for nearly a year, hiding them as embassy and consulate staffers, students, and plain immigrants. In response, the FBI activates its Domestic Sleeper program.

Scattered across the country as architects, cab drivers, and other innocuous roles, failsafe agents in the Domestic Sleeper program are unaware of their status as dormant FBI agents until they’re triggered by a post-hypnotic codeword. Their programming drives them to a pre-arranged checkpoint to receive the instructions necessary to combat a Credible Threat.

In this episode: Marie and Gloria are united. Tyler goes missing.

Credible Threat: Naked is the next episode in the Credible Threat thriller serial from Mark Posey.

Other episodes in the Credible Threat series:

Episode One: Brush Contact
Episode Two: Alias
Episode Three: Compromised
Episode Four: Sleeper
Episode Five: Safehouse Alpha
Episode Six: Dissemination
Episode Seven: Tradecraft
Episode Eight: Burned
Episode Nine: Safehouse Beta
Episode Ten: Blowback
Episode Eleven: Naked
Episode Twelve: Blown
Episode Thirteen: Exfiltration

A Thriller Serial Episode



Praise for Mark Posey’s Thrillers

What a fun roller-coaster of a story!

It continues to amaze me how this writer can give us so much in a short story

Oh, you want THIS short story!




Credible Threat – Episode Eleven: 
Naked

Aaron stepped out of the radio room, resigned. There was nothing he could do to help Marie or Gloria. As difficult as it was, he had to put their situation aside and look after what he could do something about.

His stomach grumbled as he strode into the staging area where everyone else sat waiting for him. Hunger was one thing he could actually deal with. It would do him good to sit and enjoy a meal with his kids. 

Everyone sat at the table in the center of the room. Ma held a bottle to Emma’s sucking mouth while Pa and Doctor Richards sipped from their coffee cups. Across from the two men, both Tyler and Alexis slumped in their seats. They speared him with their gazes as he approached.

Tyler sat up straighter. “Did they find Mom?”

Aaron shook his head. “Not yet. They’re still looking. But, it’s going to take more time that I thought.”

“How much more time?” Alexis fidgeted on her chair.

Aaron shrugged nonchalantly, hoping to put both of them at ease. “A few hours, anyway.”

“What do we do until then?”

“We eat dinner.”

Tyler frowned. “Eat? We should be out there looking for Mom.”

“We need to keep up our strength so when they do figure out where Mom is, I can go get her out.”

Tyler’s frown changed to exasperation. “But, Dad—”

“We can’t just go out randomly searching for her or charging in impulsively. We need to know exactly where she is, how many people are there, what defenses and safeguards they have in place. Stuff like that.” 

The two teenagers sat silently while he strode over to the counter and plucked a trio of MREs from the counter. He turned to ask Ma and Pa if they were hungry and found Alexis standing right behind him. He hadn’t even heard her approach.

She looked up at him earnestly, tears brimming in her eyes. “What if they hurt Mom?”

•

Marie stood stock still in the middle of her...what else could she call it? Her cell. Certainly, this smiling, friendly Chinese officer would prefer that she call it something far less intimidating but, at the moment, she was not inclined to make accommodations.

The officer smiled even broader. “I see you are unsure of my motives. That is wise, Agent Pratchett.”

Marie stared at him, trying to gauge his intent. She knew it was most assuredly not to be her friend.

He held up a finger. “Let me demonstrate.” 

As often as possible, make moves that force your opponent to respond.

When his other hand came up and she heard the snick of the blade of the knife he held, she tensed, wary. When he took a step toward her, she stepped back and into a combat stance.

“Oh, no, Agent Pratchett. I mean you no harm. I merely wish to release the bindings from your arms.”

Control the ebb and flow of the game.

Maintaining her wariness, Marie took another step back. “You speak English very well, Sergeant...?”

The officer stiffened before regaining his smile. “I am Shao Xiao Wang.”

“Major Wang?” Marie smirked. If her hands had been free, she’d have covered her mouth.

Wang’s eyes narrowed. “You find that amusing, Agent Pratchett?”

Marie allowed her grin to widen. “Surely, you’re aware that, in America, ‘wang’ is a slang reference.”

He pursed his lips. “A reference to what?”

“Male genitalia.”

He scowled. “Zhong shi Chen!”

Who’s Sergeant Chen?

Marie nearly jumped when the release on the door clanged. It swung open, framing a giant soldier from the neck down. He ducked inside and stood at attention, his weapon slung over his shoulder.

“You summoned me, Shao Xiao?” he barked in Mandarin.

Wang watched Marie tense. “You must forgive me, Agent Pratchett. Sergeant Chen does not speak English.” He turned away from her to address Chen. “Hold her so I may cut her bindings off.”

“Are you sure that’s wise, Shao Xiao?”

The anger in Wang’s gaze was immediate and fiery. “That is not for you to say, Zhong shi! Do as you’re told!”

Chen lumbered forward, towering over Marie.

She stepped back as he approached and met his gaze. “Zhong shi Chen, you will regret it if you lay a hand on me,” she spat in her best guttural Mandarin.

Chen hesitated for just a moment, then smiled and continued forward.

Marie continued to back away until her hands contacted the wall of the cell, and her back pressed against it.

Chen smiled, stepped forward and clasped his gargantuan hands on her shoulders. He looked down at her, still smiling. “I regret nothing.”

Marie judged that his solar plexus was roughly level with her chin before she looked up at him and smiled. “Regret this.” She snapped her right knee up into his crotch with all the force and savagery she could muster.

She felt him sag against her, pressing her against the wall. His hands gripped her shoulders in twin vices and a squeak issued from deep in his throat. When he stiffened, his thighs clamped around her knee, keeping it in place.

He had such a firm grip on her that as he toppled back, she was dragged with him. They crashed to the floor with her on top of him, her knee pressed firmly against his crotch.

“Idiot!” Wang cursed.

He grabbed her wrist and, even while she struggled against Chen’s grip, she felt the pressure ease at her wrists as Wang sliced away her zip-tie bonds.

“Hold her!” Wang barked.

Marie looked up as Wang charged for the door and stuck his head through the opening. “Get in here!” He waved out the door.

At the same time, Chen lifted his head up and pulled at her shoulders, bringing her closer to his head. With his lips by her ear, he whispered two words.

“Operation Facelift.”

•

“Who woulda thought sawdust could taste so good?” Tyler tossed his empty MRE package into the trash can beside the table in the staging area.

“At least we have something to eat.” Aaron scraped out the last bits of his meal, got up and added his MRE package to the trash can. He leaned over to peer at Emma, sleeping peacefully in her makeshift crib.

Alexis’s cheeks bulged as she chewed. “S’ruly good, Bab.”

Aaron laughed and caught her gaze. “Wanna try that again after you swallow?”

Her head bobbed as she swallowed the enormous mouthful. “It’s really good, Dad.”

Tyler rolled his eyes. “Brown-noser,” he muttered.

Aaron’s gaze snapped to Tyler. “What is your problem?”

Ty met Aaron’s gaze from under his brow. “Nothing.”

“Don’t give me that. There’s nothing to do here but talk. Might as well take advantage of it.”

Tyler glanced from Aaron to Ma and Pa.

Ma nudged Pa. “We should probably do one of your perimeter checks.”

Pa nodded at Aaron. “I guess we probably should.”

When the two of them had made their way out of the bunker, Aaron raised his eyebrows at Tyler. “Okay, what’s up?”

“I can’t even believe that you have to ask.”

“What. Is. Up?”

Tyler spread his hands in exasperation. “A few days ago, we were a nice, normal family with a pregnant mom. Now, you and Mom are apparently some kind of secret agents. We’ve been in a car chase, we’ve been shot at. All of us are hiding out in a military bunker and Mom has been captured by the enemy. It’s like we’re living in a freakin’ video game.”

“Except it isn’t a game.”

Tyler frowned. “I know that.”

Aaron looked at Alexis who sat watching them, slack-jawed. “You know that?”

She nodded.  He noticed tears simmering in her eyes.

Guess there’s no time like the present.  He straightened in his seat and clasped his hands together, leaning his elbows on the table. “Look...I know this is a lot to get used to.” His gaze fell on Alexis again. “And, I guess it’s kinda scary, huh?”

Alexis nodded.

“Scary? Maybe with Mom captured, yeah. But once she’s rescued?” Tyler glanced at Lexi and tried to sound enthusiastic. “It’s the coolest thing ever! I can’t wait to tell my friends at school about it!”

Aaron grimaced. “Sorry, man. You can’t tell anybody about this.”

Tyler’s face fell. “What? Why not?”

“It’s classified.”

“So, you can’t tell me why not?”

Aaron shook his head. “No, no. I mean everything that’s going on—me and Mom being FBI agents and everything else that’s happening—it’s all classified.”

Tyler grinned. “So, I know classified intel?”

Aaron chuckled. “Yeah, I guess you do.”

“Very cool.”

Aaron held his hands spread out in front of him. “That’s it? Anything else?”

“You mean, like, questions and stuff?” Alexis









































































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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