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About Safehouse Beta

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: The group evacuates.

Credible Threat: Safehouse Beta 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 Nine: 
Safehouse Beta

A loud clank reverberated through the tunnel as Aaron cranked the lock on the hatch open. There was a brief moment of total silence as he closed his hand around the handle and braced himself to shove it open.

When Emma burst into tears, he started, and took his hand off the handle, glaring down momentarily as his heart pounded in his ears. If the Chinese were, by some cruel twist of fate, up there waiting for them to emerge, Emma had just given them away in spades.

Ma looked helplessly up at him and met his glare. “The poor thing’s hungry. It can’t be helped. She’ll only suck on my finger for so long. I can’t very well get a bottle out standing on this ladder.”

Aaron nodded, braced himself on the top rung of the ladder, grasped the handle again and threw the hatch open.

No sense being stealthy about it now.

He vaulted past the edge of the hatch to the forest floor, T91 at the ready.  He swept it ahead of him as he pivoted left and right, clearing the immediate area.

Out of nowhere, a helicopter bore down on him. He ducked his head, taking cover under the nearby deadfall. Once the chopper was past him, he rushed forward to get eyes on it. What he saw sent a cold shiver down his spine.

Even if he didn’t recognize the damn thing on sight, the fact that it had no numbers or letters painted on it anywhere that he could see told him everything he needed to know. The Harbin Z-20 was set up to evade detection. With no identification on the outside, any regular person who spotted it would be hard pressed to identify it to the authorities other than it was a black helicopter.

He watched the aircraft recede until it was only a dot on the horizon. Sure that it was now far enough away that they were safe, he crouch-walked to the hatch and gave the clear sign so that the five of them perched on the ladder in the tunnel could make their way out.

He motioned to each of them to stay quiet as they got to ground level. Ma quickly fished a bottle out of Emma’s bag. The baby quieted down almost immediately.

Once they were all out and squatting down behind the deliberately located pile of deadfall, he again signed for them to stay put and disappeared into the underbrush to clear a one-hundred-yard perimeter.

Once he was satisfied they were alone, he made his way back to the pile of deadfall and slung the T91 over his shoulder as he approached the group of them and gave them the thumbs up.

“Where’s Mom?” Alexis blurted out.

He looked at her grimly. “I’m hoping she’s still at the house.” He caught Pa’s gaze. “We have a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“You heard the chopper go over just after I went out?”

“I did.”

“Harbin Z-20.”

“You sure?”

“Hundred percent.”

Pa nodded and scrubbed at the back of his neck. “Yeah, that’s a problem.”

•

The utter silence worried Aaron the most as he clenched his sweaty hand around the T91’s grips. Pa was on his right as they peered out from the edge of the forest at the back of the property.

“I don’t like it. It’s too quiet.” Pa clenched his shotgun just as tightly as Aaron gripped the assault rifle.

They were three hundred yards from the house and the open field yawned before them. No cover. Nowhere to hide if the Chinese occupied the house with Marie and Gloria as their prisoners.

They’d left Ma and the kids back at the pile of deadfall at the end of the tunnel so they could check the place out and make sure it was safe to go back.

“There’s nothing closer, huh?” Aaron asked.

“Nope. This is as good as it gets.”

“Well, then...I guess there’s no time like the present. Let’s go.”

Aaron rose to his feet and pushed through the thorny underbrush, ignoring the scratches and prickles that tugged at his clothing. He wasn’t quite sure what he’d do if they found Marie’s body lying on the driveway in front of the house, but he wasn’t up for dragging that possibility out, either.

They jogged toward the back of the house, weapons at the ready.

“Let’s go in the back. Clear the house first,” Aaron said.

Pa nodded and the two of them increased their pace and closed on the back door. They pressed up against the wall on either side. Aaron ripped the door open and barged inside, the T91 leading the way.

The all-encompassing silence was even stronger inside the house. He panned his weapon left and right over the empty kitchen. Stood and listened, absolutely sure that the place was empty. But they’d still have to clear it, nonetheless.

Pa came in behind him, shotgun held low and shook his head. “They ain’t here.”

Aaron scowled. “I’ll clear the top floor.”

He crept through the living room. Nothing was even out of place. It looked exactly the same as when they’d arrived. No broken windows and no stray fire had come through any of the walls. Five Chinese paratroopers and Marie, all carrying T91s, and Gloria with an axe. There should have been shots flying everywhere. That meant there would be some stray bullets and yet, there weren’t any. 

As he turned to go up the stairs, he avoided looking out the front door, not sure he wanted to see what was out there.

The top floor was the same. Nothing out of place. He stood at the far end of the hall in the empty house and wondered whether the Chinese had even made it inside.

As Aaron came down the stairs, Pa met him in the living room. He shook his head. “Nada in the basement.”

Swallowing hard around the anxiety in his throat, Aaron stepped up and grabbed the front door handle. He yanked it open and stepped out onto the verandah, panning his gaze left and right, the T91 held low.

Again, there didn’t seem to be much disturbed. No bullet holes in the verandah roof, nor in the walls on either side of him. He furrowed his brow and stepped down off the veranda to the driveway.

It was the buzzing of flies that gave it away. And the smell.

Blood.

Anxiety rising, he scanned the turnaround in front of the house and finally saw the pool to his left. 

Pa stepped down beside him and sniffed. “Somebody died here.”

Aaron nodded grimly and stepped toward the pool of blood. Gloria’s axe lay to the side of the puddle, covered in gore. Clearly, Gloria had managed to intervene and take one of the paratroopers out.

Aaron squatted down a couple feet from the pool of blood and scanned the area around it. He peered at the sparse vegetation littering the turnaround, shuffled forward, peered again, and pointed. “There’s some blood splatter there.”

He pointed a couple feet farther on. “And there.”

Pa had moved farther out into the turnaround. “And there’s a spray pattern over here.”

Aaron rose and crossed to where Pa stood. He turned and ran his gaze over the front yard and the turnaround. “So...we have a big pool of blood and the axe over there and a spatter pattern toward the steps. Plus, we’ve got this spray pattern.”

Pa nodded sharply and indicated the pool of blood and the axe. “So, Gloria gets her licks in over there. Your missus takes out one or two of the four that were left. But, there ain’t no blood or anything that was sprayed back that way.” He swept his hand toward the house.

Aaron narrowed his gaze. “So, you figure, what? The last two got the drop on them?”

Pa nodded slowly. “Maybe, maybe. I don’t know how good Chinese commandoes are trained but, knowing the Chinese, they probably drill them into the ground.”

“Yeah, that’d fit.”

“But you can’t account for instinct and experience. Over the last fifty years, how much actual combat experience would Chinese Special Forces have?”

Aaron shook his head. “The country is so tight-lipped, it’d be hard to say. In this case, I don’t know that it matters. They were here. They did what they did, experience and good instincts aside.”

“I think you’re right on the money, there.” Pa took a deep breath. “So, what do we know? The Chinese took their dead with them. But they wouldn’t have any reason to take either of the women’s bodies, as well. They’d have just left ‘em lying here when they cleared out.”

“So, the Chinese took them prisoner?”

“That’s how it looks to me.”

“Were they after Marie all along?”

“Could have been Gloria.”

Aaron shook his head. “Then why stage an assault on my house? Gloria was in a car down the block. And, at the time of the assault at our place, Marie hadn’t even been activated yet. As far as they knew, she was a housewife who’d just given birth.”

Pa looked grim. “Unless the Chinese have information they ain’t supposed to have. Or maybe they wanted her to use as leverage against you?”

Aaron felt a chill go down his spine. “You think they know about the Sleepers program?”

Pa shrugged. “Could be.”

“Here’s another question; how’d they find us?”

Pa scrubbed the back of his neck and blew out a breath. “There’s all kinds of ways. Could be they have a tracker on your van. They might have tracked one of your cellphones. Maybe more than just the Sleepers program is compromised.”

Aaron grimaced. “If that’s the case, we’re in trouble.”

“Ain’t that the truth?”

Aaron cast his gaze around the carnage in the front yard. “We need to figure out what the hell is going on. I can make a couple of calls, see if we can track that helicopter. Find out where the Chinese took Marie and Gloria.”

“We should probably bug out of here, too. The Chinese definitely know you’re still here,” Pa gestured at



















































































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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