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About Alias

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: After a harrowing trip to the hospital, Marie discovers Aaron’s secret but has no idea what the implications will be until she is faced with an ominous revelation.

Credible Threat: Alias 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 Two: 
Alias

 

MARIE TENSED UP IN THE passenger seat of the Astro-van as it sped through rush hour, headed toward the hospital. She glanced at Aaron, his jaw set and his hands clenched around the steering wheel, then at the mysterious, appeared-out-of-nowhere backpack.

It rested on the floor behind the driver’s seat where Aaron had stuffed it, after getting Marie into the passenger seat. It would have to remain a mystery while they sprinted to the hospital.

Aaron was driving like a maniac—a very skilled maniac. Marie had never seen him act like this. Yes, he was frantic like any husband would be when his wife was in labor, but it wasn’t like they hadn’t been here before. There’d been a moment in the bus depot when it almost looked like he was...disappointed.

Probably at the timing. Whatever this “new assignment from work” was, it was clearly time-sensitive. Like it had to be done now. So, of course, her water had broken.

Thankfully, she hadn’t had any contractions. Yet. Those would come but, for the moment it seemed like everything had returned to normal. Aaron was focused solely on getting her to the hospital.

Weaving in and out of traffic, just like on the way to the bus depot, he swore at every driver of every vehicle that got in their way or slowed them down. The hospital was only a twenty-minute drive from the bus depot and Marie felt like they made it in ten.

Aaron pulled the van to a stop in the emergency lane and shoved it into Park. He looked at her for a moment. “Well, here we go.” He jumped out and charged around to her door. 

Marie could have sworn he was on the verge of dropping her off. Good thing for him he didn’t.  Hospitals and homicides don’t mix.

She took his offered hand and slid out of the seat to the ground. She grabbed her purse and then her gaze fell on the passenger seat. “We’re probably going to have to replace the seat. I leaked all over it.”

Aaron shrugged when she turned back to him. “It’s just a seat.”

She took a step forward, enough so he could shut the door and take her hand to walk her inside. After he shut the passenger door and she held out her hand, he paused.

“Hang on a sec.” He slid open the side door, leaned in and snatched up the backpack. After he slung it over his shoulder, he smiled and held out his hand. “Let’s go have a baby.”

Marie scowled and looked pointedly at the backpack. “Does that thing have to come with us?”

He took her hand and shepherded her toward the Emergency Room entrance. “We better get in there. Third birth. It could be quick.”

The triage nurse in the ER directed them to the Maternity Ward. A nurse there led them into Birth Room Two, spread an absorbent pad on the bed and hurried from the room.

Aaron and Marie stood at the foot of the bed, looking around. Beside the bed was a standard hospital chair. The bathroom was to their right and a sitz bath station was beside the bathroom. Pretty typical, nothing fancy.

Aaron slung the backpack onto the chair. “Okay, let’s get you into bed, shall we?”

They both smiled. Still no labor pains.

Aaron helped her onto the bed and swung her legs up. Then he gave her the control for adjusting the bed. There was a stool by the sitz bath, which he wheeled over.

“And now, we wait.” He blew out a breath, puffing out his cheeks.

He grabbed the remote for the TV, thumbed it on and flipped through channels. “Lemme know if I come to something you wanna watch.”

Her gaze snapped from the TV to the backpack in the chair. “News works,” she said when he reached CNN.

They watched the news for a few minutes. Then the door burst open and the same nurse who had led them to the room bustled in. Her nametag read Gloria.

“We’ve confirmed your preadmittance,” Gloria said, while tearing the backing off a wristband and wrapping it around Marie’s left wrist. She paused and caught Marie’s gaze. “How we doing in here?” She used the motherly, almost condescending, tone many nurses adopted.

“We’re fine.” Marie smiled at her.

“Doctor McIntyre is on his way.” The nurse turned to Aaron. “Security needs you to move your van from the ER entrance. They’d prefer not to tow it.”

Aaron held up his hands and stood. “Yeah, I’ll look after that right now, while I have a second.” He stepped around Gloria and kissed Marie on the forehead. “I’ll be right back.”

He ducked past Gloria and out the door.

Gloria caught Marie’s gaze again. “Anything I can get you?”

Marie shook her head. “I’m good for now, thanks.”

Gloria whirled around and headed for the door. “If you need anything, just hit the call button and I’ll be right in.”

Alone in the room, Marie watched the TV for a moment, basking in the quiet and the calm before the storm.

Not quite what I planned to be doing this morning. 

Her gaze fell on the backpack in the chair. She studied it for a long moment.

Her gaze jumped to the window which looked into the hallway, then returned to the backpack. “Might never have this chance, again,” she murmured to herself.

She heaved herself around so her feet hung toward the floor. Just like getting out of the van, she allowed herself to slide until her feet touched the floor. She braced herself against the bed, eyes glued to the window. Aaron wouldn’t like her snooping through the backpack. 

She shrugged. What he doesn’t know....

Her stomach clenched as she reached out and grasped the handle of the backpack. As she was about to unzip it, an orderly dashed by the window. Marie’s heart leapt into her throat, until she registered it wasn’t Aaron.

She puffed a breath out. He’s gone to move the van. I’ve got plenty of time.

She pulled the backpack to her. It looked brand new. No fraying on the edges or anywhere else. The baby blue nylon was in pristine condition. She could tell the moment she picked it up that it wasn’t full. But from the way it had hung from Aaron’s shoulder, she figured something heavy was in it. 

She glanced out the window again. All clear.

She tugged the zipper open, while listening for noise from the hallway that might tell her she was about to be discovered.

She plunged her hand inside.

The door to the room surged open.

Marie yelped and crushed the bag to her, glancing up frantically.

Gloria stood there. “Everything okay in here?”

Marie smiled self-consciously. “It’s fine. Just getting...something to read,” she stuttered, sure she looked like a deer in the headlights.

Gloria frowned. “Shouldn’t you be in bed?”

She turned away from Gloria and then realized how that must look. “I’m fine,” she said, in a calm voice. “Just trying to find a magazine in here.” 

Gloria held her hands up. “Okay, okay. If you need anything, I’m right outside.” She did an about-face and strode from the room.

Marie let go of a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding as she watched the self-closing door ease quietly shut. Alone again, she glanced out the hallway window. It occurred to her to close the blinds, but then she wouldn’t see Aaron returning.

She settled the bottom of the backpack on the seat of the chair, pulled it open and peered into the dark interior. She slid her hand inside, right to the bottom.

She swallowed thickly as her hand closed around a solid object that felt like metal. Her gaze flicked to the window.

Coast is clear. She withdrew the object from the backpack.

Her jaw dropped as her hand emerged holding a gun. Her mouth was suddenly dry as she stared at it. All she could tell for sure was that it was an automatic, like she’d seen in the movies. It clearly was not a revolver.

She slipped it back inside the pack and glanced at the window. A couple of interns strolled by.

She blew out a breath and dug around inside the pack again. She felt around until her hand closed on something that was clearly not the gun and withdrew it.

It was a leather wallet. Inside, on one side was a badge with an eagle at the top of a shield. On the shield was “Federal Bureau of Investigation” and below that was “Department of Justice”. On the other side of the wallet was an ID card with Aaron



















































































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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