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About Tradecraft

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: Aaron and the group come up with a theory and a plan to combat the opposition.

Credible Threat: Tradecraft 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 Seven: 
Tradecraft

Marie was the first one up, just as the sun peeked over the horizon. Technically, Emma was the first one up. She’d woken hungry about an hour after Aaron came to bed. Marie had jumped up quickly, so Emma didn’t wake her dad, and nursed her. Marie actually didn’t remember putting her back in her crib but, as that’s where Emma was when she woke in the morning, hungry again, she obviously had.

After changing her and seeing the sun beginning to rise, Marie traipsed down to the kitchen and set coffee to brew while Emma nursed. A few minutes later Ma crept into the kitchen, being extra-careful not to disturb the peace.

Once the coffee was ready, Ma poured them each a cup and sat at the table across from Marie, while Emma drifted back to sleep. When Marie glanced up at Ma, they grinned at each other. 

“Did she wake you? I’m sorry,” Marie said.

Ma shook her head, still smiling. “My pleasure,” she whispered, peering down at Emma. She sipped her coffee. “It has been far too long since I’ve been woken in the morning by the sound of a baby crying. I used to sit here half-awake, listening to Pa snoring, while one of the boys or the other had breakfast.” She kept her voice low.

“So, this actually is your home?”

Another sip of coffee. “Mm-hm. For nearly forty years. Pa was in the military and saved up a few dollars here and there. Surprised me with it when we came home from our final tours of duty. We’ve been here ever since.”

“You were both in the service?”

Ma nodded. “I was a combat nurse and he was in the infantry. That’s how we met—when he got his first purple heart. Got married after the third. Hoped that God would stop him getting wounded if we made the arrangement permanent. And He did.”

Marie looked down at Emma. Her slack mouth had dropped off Marie’s nipple and her eyes had fluttered closed.

“How’d you end up doing the safehouse thing?” Marie whispered.

“We’ve both given a lot, fighting for our country in one way or another. Didn’t figure we should stop just because we were back home. With the remoteness of the property and the way the setup makes it a cinch to defend, when the FBI asked about the possibility, it didn’t take us too long to decide.”

Marie took a sip of her coffee. “What about your kids? How do you explain—”

Ma stiffened and her gaze fell on the table. “Robert...was one of the firefighters that ran into one of the Twin Towers before they came down.” She took a deep, shaky breath. “A few months later, the Hummer that Gordon was riding in hit an IED in Kandahar.”

“I’m...sorry.” Marie could think of nothing else to say.

Ma raised her gaze from the table to meet Marie’s. “It’s not something any parent should have to go through.” 

A few minutes later, Marie took Emma upstairs to put her back to bed. As she stood over the crib, stroking what little hair there was on the top of Emma’s head, she knew without a doubt what she was going to do.

•

Aaron staggered downstairs to the kitchen, still heavily favoring his injured leg. He had a bandage wrapped around his head, courtesy of the doctor, but the wound still throbbed underneath. 

Marie and Ma sat at the kitchen table, cups of coffee in hand, chatting and chuckling quietly as he approached.

“Look at you two, getting all chummy.” He limped toward the table.

Marie turned and looked at him over her shoulder. Ma looked up from the table. “Long night?”

Aaron smiled. “Gone in the blink of an eye.”

“Lucky you,” Marie said.

“What’s with your leg?” Ma asked.

He waved her off. “It’s nothing.”

Ma speared him with her gaze.

“Really. It’s nothing. A souvenir from a job I did a few nights ago. Taking down one of the principals who got Senator Schumaker.”

Ma nodded as if no further explanation was necessary. A moment later, a weary-looking Pa trudged out of their main-floor bedroom, threading his suspenders onto his shoulders. He stopped at the edge of the kitchen and stretched luxuriously.

“Sleep well?” Aaron poured two cups of coffee and offered one to Pa.

Pa shrugged. “About like usual. Was up two or three times to check the perimeter.”

Ma smirked. “To hit the head is what he means. But that doesn’t sound as dramatic, so while he’s up, he peeks out one or two of the windows.”

Pa scowled in mock-indignation. “Can I help it if I prefer to...what do the kids call it, these days? Multi-task?”

Ma scoffed and caught Marie’s gaze. “Multi-task, my ass. His bladder’s the size of a pea. Always has been.”

Marie chuckled.

Aaron set his coffee on the kitchen table and stretched as indulgently as Pa had. Then he caught Marie’s eyes as he picked his coffee back up. “Why don’t you come enjoy the sunrise with me, while we have the opportunity?”

Out on the back porch, they both stared at the mostly risen sun, watching the last of the reds and oranges reflect off the few clouds in the otherwise clear, blue sky.

Aaron shrugged. “So much for enjoying the sunrise.”

Marie settled into one of the Adirondack chairs on the porch and drank the last mouthful of coffee still in her cup.

Aaron dropped into the chair next to her, his coffee still hot, fresh and mostly full. “We were going to pick up last night’s discussion this morning.” 

Marie crossed her legs and Aaron followed her gaze as she watched an eagle lift off from one of the trees in the distance. “That’s no longer necessary. We’re good to go.”

“We are?”

“Yup. I’ll tell you about it another time. Right now, I just want to sit here and enjoy the morning. We may not get too many more moments like this for a while.”

Aaron sipped his coffee and settled back into the chair. “Amen, sister.”

A short time later, they heard laughter from the kitchen and ducked back inside to find Alexis sitting at the kitchen table, an enthusiastic smile on her face.

“Mom! Pancakes and sausage for breakfast!” Alexis was fairly quivering with excitement. “Can we stay here for a long time? This is my kind of place!”

Marie laughed. “Pancakes and sausage? That’s been your favorite since before you could walk. Aren’t you ever going to get tired of it?”

“Nuh-uh.” Alexis set out plates and cutlery, a wide grin plastered across her face.

Marie glanced at Aaron. “I guess that takes care of that.”

Aaron nodded and drained the last of his coffee.

“Takes care of what?” Tyler asked as he limped through the basement door.

“How you feeling, Ty?” Aaron set his cup down on the table.

“A little freaked out. Didn’t know where the heck I was when I woke up.”

“Yeah, sorry about that. Figured it was best just to let you sleep. I’m sure your grandma can put you together a room upstairs for tonight.”

Tyler glanced at Ma, furrowed his brow and stared at his father. “Takes care of what, Dad?” 

Marie stepped up beside Aaron and put her arm around him. “Your dad and I may have to take a little trip for a few days, just the two of us. We were hoping that you’d both be okay staying here while we’re gone.”

“S’okey wif me.” 

Marie turned to look at Alexis, her cheeks bulging with pancakes and sausage, and laughed out loud.

Tyler’s gaze narrowed. “Where do you have to go? Somewhere where you’d get shot at again?”

Aaron stiffened slightly. “I don’t know. We haven’t heard for sure, yet. We’re just trying to cover all the bases, right now. I’m not going to lie to you. It’s possible what we have to do could be dangerous. But it’s nothing we can’t handle.”

“More kicking ass on the bad guys?”

“Something like that, yeah.”

“Would I have to go to school?”

“Ain’t no school out here,” Pa chimed in.

“Could I play video games?”

“The room I’m going to put you in upstairs is all set up with the latest and greatest. We even have Zombie Killers 5.”

Ty gaped. “Zombie Killers 5? That doesn’t even come out until Christmas!”

Ma smiled conspiratorially. “We happen to have a connection or two in the gaming world. Duty Calls 6 will be here next week.”

“Duty Calls 6? Seriously?”

Ma nodded sharply. “Seriously. But you might have to argue with me over who gets to play it first.”

Tyler turned and faced Marie and Aaron straight on. “You guys have a safe trip.” He limped toward the stairs. “Where’s the video game room?”

“Hang on a second, mister.” Marie stepped toward him. “Breakfast first. You need your strength.”

Tyler sagged and turned toward the kitchen. “Aw, mom. Do I have to?”

“Sit your butt down and eat. Zombie Killers isn’t going anywhere.”

•

With Tyler upstairs oblivious to everything but the screen in front of him and Alexis settled in her room with her coloring books, Marie eased into a chair at the kitchen table to let Emma nurse. She’d have to see about pumping some breast milk in the near future. It probably wouldn’t be too long before she would be out on assignment and Ma would have to switch Emma over to the bottle. The longer that could be breast milk rather than formula, the better.

Aaron helped Ma with the breakfast dishes while Pa did a quick perimeter walk. Doctor Richards and Gloria drifted downstairs in the interim and leaned against the kitchen counter after they poured themselves a cup of coffee.

Once Marie came back downstairs from putting Emma down, Pa was back from his perimeter walk and all of them gathered around the kitchen table. It was time to get down to brass tacks.

Everyone had a fresh cup of coffee and the silence and tension in the room was palpable. Finally, after a few moments of sipping and staring




















































































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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