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About Exfiltration

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 double-length, explosive season finale. Under fire from enemy commandos, Aaron must get Tyler back. Marie and Gloria fight for their lives.

Credible Threat: Exfiltration 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 Thirteen: 
Exfiltration

Even in the pitch-black darkness, Marie could see droplets of sea spray on the glass of the helicopter. She gaped as her gaze wandered across the open ocean. She glanced at Gloria, standing beside her. Gloria looked deflated.

Then the alarm went off.

With lights flashing and the claxon blaring, they glanced quickly at each other in distress and sprinted forward, Marie dragging Chen along with them, his belt digging into his neck.

They skidded to a stop beside the Z-20 and Gloria stuffed the gun into Marie’s hand. “I won’t need this in the pilot’s seat.”

“Can you fly this thing?”

“Sure…I guess so.”

“You guess so?”

“Just get in the back and hang on,” Gloria snapped.

While Gloria scrambled up and into the cockpit of the Harbin Z-20, Marie braced herself mentally. It normally took close to sixty seconds for a helicopter to spin up so it could take off. Once the Chinese figured out where they’d gone, those sixty seconds would seem like an eternity.

They were on a Type 075 Landing Helicopter Dock, a ship that could carry nearly a thousand men and thirty helicopters. With the Harbin and the CAIC the sole choppers on the deck, that left twenty-eight unaccounted for, never mind all the men they could carry.

Marie heard the engine grind. The rotors way above her head started to turn. That’s when the door they had come through burst open and the two guards who had accompanied Chen and Major Wang into their cell, earlier, rushed out, T91s at the ready. Wang was right behind them.

Maybe they’re the only ones still here?

Marie swung Chen around so he was between her and them, and trained Chen’s sidearm on the pair. At this distance, an accurate shot would be difficult, especially while using Chen as a shield.

Staying behind Chen, Marie shuffled to the cargo door of the helicopter as the two guards approached cautiously, staying far enough away that they had some cover on the helicopter dock’s wide, flat deck. Gloria still had the pilot’s hatch open, and Marie glanced up to see her pulling on the pilot’s headset.

Gloria glanced back at her and gave her a thumbs up.

Marie turned back toward the two guards and popped off two rounds at each of them. As they scrambled to get behind whatever it was they were using for cover, Marie turned and wrenched open the cargo hatch and yanked Chen toward it. He stumbled sideways and she yanked viciously on the belt around his neck. He scrambled inside and she followed, crouched over top of him, her hand clenched around the belt at his neck.

“Go, go, go!”

She felt the engine surge as the Z-20 lifted off the deck, then turned to shut the cargo hatch. She saw Major Wang sprint from cover, heading toward the CAIC-Z10.

One of the guards rushed forward. Before she could slam the hatch shut, he leapt and grasped the edge of the doorway, one foot braced on the landing strut. As he tried to bring his T91 to bear on the interior of the chopper, Marie rammed the butt of Chen’s sidearm into the fingers he had clenched on the doorframe.

He yelped and pulled his hand back...and tumbled backwards, flailing. Marie watched the horrified soldier fall away from the rising helicopter. His back slammed against the edge of the helicopter dock, then he tumbled into the water.

Before his shocked compatriot could do more than gape, Marie slammed the cargo hatch shut and breathed a huge sigh of relief. Keeping her knee at the base of Chen’s neck, she stuffed the sidearm into her waistband, hooked a headset off the back wall and threaded it onto her head.

“Looks like Wang’s coming after us in the Z10.”

Gloria glanced over her shoulder and spoke into her headset. “Awesome. At this altitude, I got nothing but water as far as the eye can see. Figure it’s safe to assume the ship is due west of San Francisco?”

Maintaining her grip on the belt, Marie moved quickly to one of the seats in the back and strapped herself in. “Can’t you gain more altitude?”

“I can...but then we’ll show up on radar and we’ll have US fighter jets coming for us. Not sure I wanna chance getting shot down.”

Marie dragged Chen closer to her. “Okay, then let’s assume we’re due west of the city until we discover otherwise. The Chinese wouldn’t violate US territorial waters quite yet, so that should put us about thirteen miles off the coast.”

“Right. We’ll head east. If we are where we think we are, the lights of San Francisco should show up within minutes. We could land at Pillar Point or head further inland to Travis Air Force Base. If Frisco doesn’t show up, we’ll have to chance more altitude.”

Marie tried to look behind them through the side window in the cargo hatch door. “Is Wang in the air yet?”

“Hang on.” Marie heard Gloria flipping switches. “Yep. Here he comes.”

Marie felt the nose of the chopper dip slightly as it surged ahead toward San Francisco…she hoped.

•

In the darkness of the quiet safehouse, Aaron rested his hand on the floor. He could feel the bits of plaster under it from when the bullet had hit the wall next to where he stood. He rested his other hand on Tyler’s shoulder. “Stay below the level of the window and get out into the hallway,” he whispered.

Tyler didn’t have to be told twice. He crawled out of the room where he’d been playing the now-forgotten video game. Aaron quickly followed, the T91 at the ready.

He felt for Ty in the dark, rested his hand back on Ty’s shoulder. “Stay here. I’m gonna check the front yard.”

“Okay,” Tyler croaked.

Aaron crab-walked into the room across the hall, eased his way to the window, and peered cautiously out. “All those rumored booby traps will work for us. Take care of them if they come from that direction,” he muttered and looked back at Ty. “But, if we go that way, they’ll take care of us, too.”

The house was still deathly silent as Aaron looked back over the front yard from the second story window. He wasn’t wild about the idea of trying to sneak past the well-trained Chinese commandoes with his thirteen-year-old son in tow, but he had no other choice.

Satisfied that as far as he could tell the front yard was clear, Aaron shuffled back out to the hallway and came face-to-face with his terrified son. “Looks like the front yard’s clear. Our best chance is to make for the trees at the side of the house opposite the driveway. Stay right on my six—”

Tyler furrowed his brow. “Your six? God, this is surreal.”

Aaron pursed his lips. “Stay right behind me. Remember, the open space on either side of the driveway is full of mines. Whatever happens, stay away from there, got it?”

Tyler nodded, eyes wide.

“We’re gonna try and sneak into the trees and slip past the Chinese soldiers. Stay as quiet as you can and we’ll be just fine.”

“Do I get a gun?”

Aaron frowned at him. “Just follow me. Stay close and stay quiet.”

They crept down the stairs. Aaron paused at the bottom to take a quick look out the windows into the back yard. Darkness greeted him. He knew the Chinese commandoes likely had night-vision goggles. They’d stand out like beacons if they were spotted.

The silence in the house was eerie and Aaron could feel his heart pounding as he turned away from the back yard and crept toward the front door. He chanced peering out the window beside the door and was greeted by the same darkness he’d seen out the back.

He looked back at Ty, who was still wide-eyed and slack jawed. “Ready?”

Tyler gave him a slight nod.

Aaron eased the front door open. Silence greeted them.

No crickets. That can’t be good.

Holding the T91 at the ready, Aaron padded forward and down the porch steps. He crouched there as Tyler scurried out behind him. Aaron could smell the coppery blood that had soaked the ground where Marie and Gloria had been captured.

He pointed at the rain barrel at the front corner of the house and Tyler nodded. Aaron gave him the go signal and panned the T91 across the forest where they were heading to cover Tyler’s path.

When he panned back, Tyler wasn’t at the rain barrel. He was still right beside him. Resigned, Aaron leaned in so his lips were right at Ty’s ear. He breathed the words out. “Stay low and run to the rain barrel. I’ll cover you.”

Tyler sagged and nodded, then swallowed thickly. He rushed to the rain barrel while Aaron again panned the assault rifle over the bushes at the side of the house.

Once Ty was pressed up against the side of the barrel, Aaron scurried forward. Again, he placed his lips right next to Tyler’s ear. “I’ll make sure the coast is clear. After that, you cross to the trees and get out of sight. Quietly. Make sure you don’t step on any branches that might crack and give away our position.”

Tyler stared at the ground and gave Aaron a short, sharp nod.

Aaron pivoted in place and peered out from behind the barrel, the T91 trained down the side of the house. After a moment to scan the dark, silent, foreboding trees along the side of the house, he waved Tyler forward.

Tyler slipped up beside him and readied himself.

Aaron glanced at him. “Don’t stop until you get into the trees. You’ll be fine.”

Ty braced himself and when Aaron pivoted out from behind the barrel, he bolted across the open space between the house and the forest and slipped into the trees, disappearing from sight.

Aaron rushed across the same open space, trying to keep an eye on where Tyler had entered and the back of the house at the same time, looking for commandoes. Once inside the relative safety of the trees























































































































































































































This concluded Season One of Credible Threat! Check out one of the other Thriller series from Mark Posey, Saving Grace!
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