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About Blowback

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 is interrogated while Aaron tries to find his wife.

Credible Threat: Blowback 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 Ten: 
Blowback

Marie’s eyes fluttered open to complete, utter darkness. And complete and total silence. She was disoriented and unsure of where she was. She was sure she was no longer wearing the hood they’d forced over her head. Breathing out didn’t give her the immediate feeling of warmth over her face as it had when the hood was still there. It confirmed that both the darkness and silence were manufactured.

She was on the verge of sitting up to try and assess her surroundings, then her training took over.

The Chinese could have infrared or low-light surveillance on me.

She lay still, let her eyes flutter closed again and tried to quell her pounding heart so she could concentrate on her other senses. Smell and hearing, especially. Touch would have helped, if her hands weren’t still zip-tied behind her. They rested underneath her, numb and useless.

She lay on her back on what she guessed was the floor. It was far too hard against the back of her head to be any sort of bed or cot. She focused on what she could hear and smell to try to gain at least a clue to her whereabouts.

The dankness of the room was the first thing that stood out to her.

Maybe a little-used basement?

As her heart slowed, so did her breathing. She concentrated on slowing both even more. As she did, she thought she detected a very low spectrum hum.

The camera I was wondering about? Maybe. Could be a speaker. Interrogators sometimes use loud music to break prisoners down.

Marie broke out in goosebumps at the thought. Her strength was still low after Emma’s delivery. She wouldn’t hold up long if the Chinese got...insistent.

Polite word for it, idiot. Call a spade a spade. Torture. The Chinese are going to torture you.

Then she realized she was doing half the Chinese’s job for them. One of the main reasons for the darkness and silence routine was to get the subject’s imagination into full gear. With nothing to do but lie there in the dark and imagine what could happen to her, the interrogator could come in, pretend to be her friend and form a bond with her. The relief would be so palpable, especially with her diminished physical capacity, she’d be happy to tell their captors anything, as long as she didn’t lose that feeling of relief.

Then she heard a click, followed by a short squeal of feedback. A voice that seemed to come from every corner of the room at once said, in Chinese, “No need to pretend you are still unconscious, Agent Pratchett. Our equipment is much too sensitive to be fooled by merely staying still and keeping your eyes closed.”

Marie shrugged mentally. Playing dead was a waste of time. Perhaps playing dumb might be helpful. She sat up in the pitch blackness. “Who are you? What do you want with me?!”

“You are a prisoner of the People’s Liberation Army. Quite simply, Agent Pratchett, you shall be the tip of the sword in our conquest of the United States of America.” The Mandarin was clipped, guttural, and blood-chilling. If the Chinese were admitting their intent outright to her, it would only be because they were extremely confident of their victory.

She had to continue with her other subterfuges. Try to learn as much as possible. “I don’t understand!”

There was a long silence.

“Let us strike a bargain, Agent Pratchett. We will not insult your intelligence and you do not insult ours. We are aware that among your many talents is a proficiency with languages. Languages that include Mandarin.” Perfect, unaccented English.

Marie felt the hairs on the back of her neck rise.

How on earth could they know that? I didn’t even know that until a day or two ago!

She pursed her lips and scowled.

“We are waiting, Agent Pratchett.”

“Fine. Deal.” She spat the Mandarin out.

With no reply forthcoming, Marie got onto her knees, hoping she did not bump into a wall in front of her in the dark. Maybe find a piece of furniture or something, anything that she could use to get to her feet.

“Let me help you with that, Agent Pratchett.” The Mandarin was back.

Marie heard the pop almost before the flood of light filled the room. It was so bright, it was actually painful after being in the absolutely pitch-black room for so long. She scrunched her eyes closed against it but could still detect it even through her eyelids.

“Is that better, Agent Pratchett?”

She slowly squeezed her eyes open. She could see little slivers of light between her eyelids. The light probably wasn’t as bright as she perceived it to be. After so much time in the utter and complete darkness, her pupils must’ve been dilated to ten centimeters.

Time to push.

She hitched at the reference and let her eyes adjust to the minimal light she was letting in between her eyelids.

Dark humor must be a defense mechanism. If I’m jumping to that already, I’m in real trouble.

Gradually, she increased the gap between her eyelids until she was finally able to open them fully, blinking at the too bright light. But at last, she would be able to check out the room they’d dumped her in. That was something at least. And then, a cold shiver went through her.

Relief.

As if on cue, she heard the pop again and was plunged back into utter darkness.

“Good night, Agent Pratchett. Until we meet again.” 

•

Aaron stood impatiently in front of the copse of trees, waiting for Alexis to finish. She wore a sheepish grin when she stepped out.

“Good to go, Dad.”

Aaron and her strode back to toward the so-called cabin. Aaron’s long legs and his irritated stride quickly left her behind. Pa was busy unloading the supplies they’d brought with them from the Safehouse Alpha.

 Aaron marched up to the battered pickup. He could feel the tension that had been building since they arrived. “Got a sec?”

Pa met his gaze and leaned on a big box that rested on the tailgate of the truck. “What’s up?”

“I’m a little...concerned about this so-called hideout,” he started.

Pa chuckled. “Don’t worry, son. It’ll be fine.”

When Aaron looked like he was about to protest, Pa cut him off. “Grab that box and follow me.” Pa picked up the box he’d been leaning on and headed toward the dilapidated cabin.

He set the box down on the scarred and weathered front porch and stepped through the rickety front door. Aaron mimicked his movements and soon stood right next to him.

“Tell me what you see,” Pa said.

Aaron glanced quickly around and shrugged. “I see a shitbox that looks like it could collapse at any moment.”

“Yeah, that’s what I see, too. And if the Chinese stumbled in here, that’s what they’d see, too.”

Aaron frowned. “Great. But how am I supposed to—”

Pa cut him off, holding up a hand. “Do me a favor? Flip that switch on the wall beside the door.”

Again, Aaron was about to protest. Pa just smiled. “Trust me.”

Resigned, Aaron sighed, reached over, and flipped the switch. He glanced around expectantly.

Nothing happened.

Pa watched him closely and started to laugh. “What’d you expect? The floor was going to sink down or flip over and reveal some high-tech bunker or something?”

Aaron, his finger still on the switch, probably looked like a deer in the headlights. He shrugged. “Well, yeah...I guess.”

Still chuckling, Pa stooped down and stuck his finger into a hole in the floorboards that looked just like any of the other holes. He tugged and a section of the floor opened up in front of him, the hinges and the edges of the door perfectly blended into the scuffed and worn floor of the decrepit cabin.

 Aaron stepped forward and peered down at the set of stairs concealed beneath the floor. When he looked up, Pa was watching him closely.

“Welcome to Safehouse Beta, son.”

“Oh man, this is so cool!” Tyler rushed in from outside. “It’s like being in a video game.”

Aaron glared at him. “Except it’s not a game. The bullets are real.”

Tyler glanced up at him, eyes wide. “Yeah...no bonus lives.”

Aaron nodded and started down the stairs. “No bonus lives.”

The three of them descended to the bottom of the stairs. Aaron counted in his head as they went down. Twenty-two steps. That put the ceiling of the bunker more than ten feet underground. LED lights came on automatically as they went down.

At the bottom of the stairs, a bulkhead door blocked their way, a small screen immediately to the right of it.

Pa explained. “Since this bunker is for emergencies, the only way in or out of this door is via palm print.” He pressed his right palm to the screen. Aaron heard the lock disengage. The thick bulkhead door swung open, LEDs lighting up the interior. “We can key in your palm prints as soon as we get settled.”

“Awesome,” Ty whispered.

Behind them, Ma carried Emma and guided Lexi down the stairs.

Aaron glanced over his shoulder as they started down. “Okay, we’ll do that. Ty, let’s get the rest of the supplies.”

“You bet, Dad.” Tyler turned and dashed up the stairs two at a time.

The boy’s enthusiasm, while infectious, worried Aaron. This was a serious situation. It shouldn’t be taken lightly. He decided he’d talk to him about it once they got settled.

When they had everything inside and had the bunker shut up, Pa keyed in everyone’s palm print. Aaron tried to insist it should be just his until Pa reminded him that it was for in and out. That if, for whatever reason, one of the kids needed to go outside, one of Aaron, Pa, or Ma would have let them out, wait for them, and then let them back in.

“What do we have for communications in here?” Aaron asked Pa after everyone’s palm print had been registered in the system.

“Follow me, son.”

Ma got Lexi and Ty’s attention. “Can you two help me put the supplies away?”

















































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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