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About Blown

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 discovers enemy commandos converging on their position. Marie and Gloria discover escape is impossible.

Credible Threat: Blown 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 Twelve: 
Blown

Aaron crouched in the dark, quiet forest, his sweaty hands clasped around the pistol grip and the hand guard of the T91, all his senses alert. The problem with staying in the bunker was that despite being absolutely safe and well-hidden, he couldn’t hear anything above them.

Out here, he could hear everything. During the last half hour or so, he had heard everything. Crickets chirped, coyotes yapped in the distance, even an owl had hooted at him. Thankfully, the near-full moon hanging in the cloudless sky provided more than enough light so he could see where he was going.

As Pa had explained to him, the bunker was in the opposite corner of the property to the tunnel exit. So, really, it was less than half a mile away from the safehouse. It’d be easy enough to walk there. Ma and Pa had taken great pains to ensure there was no actual path between the bunker and the safehouse. No sense giving away the bunker’s location. That’s why they’d had to drive around to the other side of the large parcel of land. But, if someone were determined enough, the walk to the safehouse wouldn’t really be a big deal.

The odds that the Chinese had or would return to the safehouse were probably pretty long. At least, he’d convinced himself of that before he made his way out of the bunker. And for the moment, he continued to believe that. He hadn’t seen or heard any sign that they were around. Hopefully it stayed that way.

He was heading to the only place he could think of that Tyler might have gone to in the middle of the night. He wouldn’t just be out here wandering around in the dark. Ty had been sorely disappointed that staying in the bunker meant no video games. He’d been so thrilled with the advance copies of the games that Ma had been able to get.

Aaron advanced through the thicket, pushing near-soundlessly through the brambles and tangled branches until Safehouse Alpha came into view. Then he crouched down and peered at the dark, foreboding structure. The room Tyler had been staying in, the one with the gaming setup, was at the back of the house, up on the second floor. If Ty was in there and had one of his games fired up, Aaron was sure that he’d be able to notice the glow of the screen from where he had concealed himself at the edge of the forest.

The open space between here and the safehouse yawned before him. There was no cover. Once he emerged from the forest, he’d be exposed until he could get inside the house. If Ty was, in fact, in there.

A branch snapped somewhere behind him and he stiffened. Whirling around would make too much noise between the branches that he’d break or scrape against or the dirt and detritus that he’d disturb with his boots. So, he focused on his hearing. He cleared his mind and reached out, focusing on the forest behind him. Was anything, or anyone, moving back there in the darkness?

In the middle of the night, having only had a few hours sleep, his imagination had kicked into overdrive as he’d maneuvered toward the safehouse. Was the snapping branch the result of being stalked by some predator? Was he about to be pounced on? He let the sounds of the forest wildlife wash over him, absorb him, as he concentrated on the forest behind him.

After a couple of minutes, when no other branch had snapped, and no other sound had disturbed the natural rhythm and sounds of the night, he breathed slowly out in relief.

Definitely need sleep.

He refocused on the windows at the back of the house. Was there a glow there?

Aaron was torn to between ripping Ty a new one and grabbing a controller himself and sitting down to shoot zombies with his son. He’d been thirteen once, too, and he remembered the self-centeredness all thirteen-year-olds have.

He chuckled to himself. Grabbing a controller was probably not a good idea. With the multiple buttons, joysticks, and triggers the controllers had these days, whenever he played, he always ended up looking at the sky and shooting at his feet. He preferred the games he’d grown up with where all you had was left, right, and shoot.

When a faint shadow moved across the window on the upper far left of the house, Aaron knew he’d been right. Tyler was definitely in there, shooting zombies. With a final look around, he broke cover, slipping out through the edge of the thicket and sprinted toward the back door.

He covered the three hundred yards to the safehouse at a dead run. Then he pressed up against the side of the house, right beside the doorknob, chest heaving with the exertion. When he tried the door, it opened. Ty hadn’t locked it.

Probably figured there was no reason to.

Under normal circumstances, Ty’d be correct. They were way out in the boondocks. But these weren’t normal circumstances. The Chinese knew the location of the safehouse, so it was, in fact, no longer safe.

He glanced one more time at the forest shrouded in darkness around the edge of the back yard. Something didn’t feel quite right but he put it down to his imagination. At this time of the night, especially with little sleep, it was natural to imagine all kinds of boogeymen hidden in the trees.

He stepped quietly into the house and shut the door behind him. He flipped the deadbolt on, the clack of it loud in the silence of the house. He stood and listened for a moment and he could just hear, if he concentrated, the faint sound of explosions and other sound effects from the game.

Moving quickly through the kitchen, Aaron crept up the stairs, toward the end of the hallway. The door to the games room was wide open. When Aaron stepped through, Tyler was cross-legged on the floor, controller in hand, eyes locked on the screen in front of him.

Aaron cradled the T91 as Ty glanced quickly at him and then back to the screen, wincing and pressing madly on one of the controller buttons. “Figured you’d show up sooner or later,” Ty said as he whipped the controller to the left.

“You did, huh?”

“Yup.”

“Do I need to tell you that you can’t be taking risks like this?”

Ty shrugged.

“I’m serious, Ty. What if the Chinese were here?”

“Why would they be? They got what they came for.” Aaron could hear the bitterness and worry in his voice.

“We will get her back, Ty. I promise you that. Our best people are working on it.”

“Uh-huh,” Tyler muttered. “Sure, Dad. I have no doubt.”

Aaron raised his gaze to the window and took a deep breath. He wasn’t in the mood for a teenager’s cynicism. He—

Aaron stiffened. Did something just move out there?

He peered out the window, focusing on the area where he thought he saw something move. “Ty...?”

“Uh-huh?” Tyler flicked away at the controller’s buttons.

Aaron saw the movement again. Very subtle, cautious, but it was there. “I think we have a problem.”

“What’s that?” Tyler’s voice had a distracted tone.

“They’re here.”

“Who?”

“The Chinese.”

The clicking on the controller stopped immediately.

Aaron held very still. He was probably too far from the window to be seen clearly as long as he didn’t move and attract attention. “Shut off the screen.”

“But, Dad…”

“Shut it off!” He realized his teeth were clenched.

“Just let me save my game.”

“No! Just shut off the screen.”

Tyler reached forward and touched the button on the top of the monitor, plunging the dimly lit room into darkness. Only the moonlight illuminated anything.

Aaron kept his eyes on where the movement had been. “Now, stay below the window and come over here.”

Tyler crawled to the doorway and out into the hallway. Once in the hallway, he stood up beside Aaron in the doorway. “Now what?”

Aaron glanced at him and pointed with his chin. As little movement as possible. “See that...big bush out there?”

Tyler snorted. “Dad, we’re looking at a forest. You may have to be a bit more specific.”

“Straight ahead of us, the one that juts out just a bit from the rest.”

After a second or two of squinting out the window, Tyler nodded sharply. “Okay, got it...I think. What about it?”

“That’s where I saw some sort of movement. Just behind it…”

Aaron’s voice trailed off. As they watched, a large pair of wings spread out from the bush and a big bird launched itself out from behind the bush. It was too dark out to see what sort of bird, but Aaron suspected it was probably an owl, possibly the one he’d heard on the way here.

Tyler laughed.

Aaron sighed in relief and embarrassment.

“Nice one, Dad. Do you think the owl works for the Chinese?”

Aaron shook his head. “Short on sleep. My imagination’s getting the best of me.”

“Tell me about it.” Ty took a step into the room at the same time as there was a spark of light from several yards left of the bush.

Aaron snapped his arm out across Tyler’s chest, holding him back.

The tinkle of glass and the smack of the bullet into the wall were nearly simultaneous with the flash of light. Bits of plaster burst into the air.

Aaron grabbed Tyler by the front of the shirt and hauled both of them to the floor.

Tyler looked frantic. “What the hell was that?”

Aaron looked grim. “A shot from a lousy sniper.”

“Sniper?” Ty repeated.

Aaron nodded. “Maybe that owl does work for the Chinese.”

“Is this really the time to be joking around, Dad?”

“We need to go. Now.”

•

It had been hours since Shao Xiao Wang and his goons had slammed the door shut and left them in the middle of this empty cell. Fortunately, they had found ways to occupy their time.

Marie made sure that Gloria was okay. The swelling and bruising around her eye was quite severe. Apparently, she had been
























































Check out the next episode of Credible Threat!
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