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About Burned

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 his group are attacked.

Credible Threat: Burned 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 Eight: 
Burned

The lowest of the paratroopers slapped at his chest, releasing the harness that held him to the chute, and dropped ten feet to the ground.

Marie watched closely from just inside the front door of the house, T91 at the ready. “Go with the kids. You’re the one they want.” She saw Aaron’s face drop. “We don’t have time to argue. Go! I’ll look after these idiots.”

She saw the reluctant resolve in his face before he turned and rushed toward the basement. She hated to face the paratroopers alone, but she had no choice. They couldn’t chance Aaron being captured and probably tortured for information he didn’t even know he had.

She burst through the front door just as the first paratrooper rose from his crouch and prepared to unsling his weapon. She dropped to one knee and trained the assault rifle on the center of his face.

He froze, eyes wide, then raised his hands and his eyes to the sky.

She followed his gaze and saw the other three on the verge of releasing their harnesses.

That makes five, including Bozo on the roof.

She was still beneath the veranda roof so neither of them could see the other but each knew the other was there. A flurry of motion attracted her attention as the first paratrooper whirled, unslinging his weapon, another T91 by the looks of it.

She resighted the assault rifle and squeezed the trigger. The headshot dropped the first paratrooper before he could bring his rifle up.

The other three, still in the air, immediately slapped their releases and dropped, rolling to their feet.

She drew a bead on the closest one and popped off another shot. It took him in the shoulder and spun him sideways, but at least he was down for a moment, but not out, thanks to the vests each paratrooper wore. 

She didn’t think the guy on the roof would risk shooting. He couldn’t be sure who was down there and he wouldn’t risk killing Aaron.

The two paratroopers remaining on the ground, spread as far apart as they could get. She couldn’t face both of them. If she shot one, the other would shoot her. She wouldn’t be able to turn fast enough.

Smart move. They’re obviously well-trained. Maybe I can take them out hand-to-hand.

After sighting back and forth on the two men, she straightened and dropped the T91. Both the paratroopers on the ground visibly relaxed. Marie put her hands up to put them even more at ease.

“Step out from under there to the ground,” the one on her right instructed her, in Mandarin.

She didn’t move a muscle.

“Get down here!” he roared, still in Mandarin, and gestured with the barrel of his assault rifle.

Tactical advantage. Don’t let them know you understand them.

She stayed where she was. “I don’t know what you’re saying.”

From her left, there was a ferocious scream. As she snapped her head in the direction of the scream, she heard a thok, and then saw the head of the paratrooper on the left hit the ground and roll toward her. 

His now-headless body dropped where it stood, revealing Gloria, bloody axe at the ready. She had a wild, almost savage look in her eyes and blood was splattered across her face.

Marie’s jaw dropped and she stared at the head as it came to rest near her feet. Then she was grabbed from behind. She could feel the gun pressed against her temple and heard the paratrooper that had tried to order her down off the verandah say, “Stay where you are! I will kill her!”

Gloria did not advance. She stayed in place, axe at the ready, but there was too much distance between her and the paratrooper. She wouldn’t be able to cover it before he shot one of them.

As the paratrooper guided Marie off the verandah and farther out into the yard, Gloria followed, not allowing the distance between them to get any bigger. That is, until Gloria got far enough away from the house that the paratrooper on the roof could see her.

Her face grew immediately slack when she heard him rack the bolt on his T91. Marie figured Gloria could probably feel the spot between her shoulder blades tense up—the spot where he’d most likely shoot her. It was a good bet, too, that the hair on the back of her neck was standing straight up.

Gloria’s eyes fluttered closed, and she let the axe slither from her grasp.

“Step away from the weapon,” the man on the roof spat in guttural Mandarin.

Marie mentally crossed her fingers that Gloria would stay right where she was. 

Then, the man holding his gun at Marie’s head motioned to Gloria to come towards them with the hand of the arm that was around her throat.

Marie had been watching for something like that, hoping to take advantage of his focus being on Gloria, but his movement was too small. It hadn’t given her the opening she’d been hoping for.

Yep, very well trained. That can’t be good.

When Gloria got far enough from the house, the man on the roof vaulted down, slung his assault rifle over his shoulder and strode forward, clutching zip ties in his hand. “Which one of you is Marie Pratchett?”

Marie’s heart skipped a beat and she hoped it didn’t show outwardly. They’re after me?

His pronunciation of her name was severely garbled. She and Gloria both stared at each other. Marie understood that the paratroopers not knowing she spoke Mandarin gave her an advantage that she didn’t want to surrender at the moment. She hoped Gloria was on that same page. “I’m sorry. I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

The paratrooper holding the zip ties said her name again, one syllable at a time, but it was still barely recognizable.

Marie looked from the paratrooper to Gloria and back again. Then she pasted a look of total lack of comprehension on her face and shrugged.

“Bah! We’ll take them both and let the commander sort it out,” the man behind her said.

He grabbed her wrists, forced them down behind her back and zip tied them together. The paratrooper from the roof did the same with Gloria.

Once they had the two of them restrained by the wrists, they also zip tied their ankles and thighs, just above the knees.

They really don’t want us getting away.

The man from the roof pressed his hand to his throat mic. “We have her. Pick up requested.”

Marie’s breath caught in her throat and she reminded herself not to let it show. Her gaze locked on Gloria.

Pick up requested? Just how well organized are these guys? Especially this far from home!

The paratrooper from the roof monitored them, T91 at the ready, while the other man gathered the bodies of his two fallen comrades. He showed little emotion about the task, even when he had to pick up the severed head, although the menacing scowl he fixed on Gloria made Marie shiver.

Then he helped the paratrooper Marie had shot in the shoulder get to his feet. The man’s arm hung at an odd angle. The vest would have stopped the round penetrating but, as close as they had been, Marie was sure the round probably dislocated his shoulder.

From the west, a helicopter crested the canopy of the forest, coming in fast and low. The Harbin Z-20 flashed toward them and Marie’s blood ran cold, her jaw dropping.

How the fuck did they get one of those in-country?

She could see by the look on Gloria’s face she was thinking exactly the same thing. 

If they’ve got a bunch of vehicles and more over here, we’re in bigger trouble than we thought.

Marie’s training took over. She presumed Gloria would do the same. Observe. Listen. Gather as much intel as possible while she could see and hear. It seemed as though they would need the intel if the Harbin hovering over them was an indication of the degree of Chinese presence in the US.

Ropes and harnesses dropped to the ground from the helicopter and the two paratroopers wasted little time binding them up to be winched into the waiting Z20.

Marie was suddenly frightened. She’d heard how brutal the Chinese could be and she wasn’t looking forward to experiencing it first-hand.

Gloria struggled against the binding but really had very little leverage against the zip ties and two Chinese paratroopers.

Once they were both harnessed up, ropes were clipped to the back of each of their harnesses and the two paratroopers signaled the men in the chopper. The ropes tightened and pulled at









































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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