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Sawyer Wahlstrom, CEO of Fidelity Independent Research Group (FIRG) rarely opened
email from someone he didn't know. This one was different.
The subject line read Stop the NuHygen project or the next one will die. The attached
video showed a car being sideswiped, run off the road, and crashing into a line of parked cars at
the school bus stop. Children were screaming and it was apparent the driver of the sideswiped
car was badly injured.

Asher Radman, special Investigations Unit of The FBI was tasked with finding answers,
but he immediately hit a brick wall. Everyone in the rural town of Thompsonville was hiding
something. What is NuHygen and why would someone go to extremes to stop its development.
Simple questions, or so he thought, until they tried to murder him.
Download your free copy here >>> https://wp.me/P64Wfz-1dZ

11 Seconds
In a world dominated by greed and political loyalties, the line between right and
wrong is often completely blurred.
He wanted more than revenge. His was a vendetta, a vendetta that he was capable of
carrying out. Tenodod was a cyber hacker who knew how to use the skills he developed while
working for one of the most powerful systems developers in the world. Only now, he was using
those talents to bring down Bertram Lynnworth, Chairman and CEO of ESTG, and would
continue until his vendetta was fulfilled, no matter who got hurt in the process.
Mystery, romance, and intrigue in a suspense filled thriller that will leave you
asking how to protect yourself and your family.
We Own You appeared on every monitor in every ESTG facility around the world.
There Is No Escape voiced the laughing clown as Tenodod took over every system within the
company.
Hackers can steal your identity, control your car, access your secret files. What if
one had a grip on your beating heart? What if it only took 11 seconds?
Tenodod would make Bertram crawl for what he did to all those innocent people.
Unfortunately, Marc Lynnworth, Bertram's unsuspecting son, and hundreds of others, would
become pawns in Tenodod's evil plot. "I never wanted anyone to die; I only wanted your father
to see the error of his ways."
A suspenseful, mind-piercing look into the very real secrets of cyber terrorism.
With a plot so real, you'll keep looking over your shoulder. 11 Seconds will draw you in
and make you wonder not if - but when will it happen to you?

Chapter 1
At eleven-eleven on November 11, all 225 monitors in the technical operations center of
Enterprise, Systems, and Technologies Group went black. Cries of confusion could be heard
from all directions. Suddenly a woman shouted, "Look," pointing to the largest wall mounted
monitor at the front of the room. An image appeared in the distance and grew as everyone
watched. Eleven seconds passed until the image became large enough to discern what it was - a
huge skull and crossbones!
"We've been hacked," shouted another, followed by groans of agreement from others in
the room. The image appeared on all the monitors in the building, not just those in the
operations center, and remained for a full eleven seconds. The monitors went black again.
Eleven seconds later an image began to grow from the distance. There, on every monitor, was a
clown complete with hysterical laughter coming from hundreds of speakers throughout the
building. Eleven seconds later a banner appeared over the laughing clown.
The banner read We Own You - There is No Escape!
Eleven seconds later, all monitors reverted to their normal state. Chaos ensued. "What
the fuck?" could be heard from every direction. People tapped their keyboards in a frantic
attempt to secure the system it controlled. Alarms sounded alerting everyone to what they
already knew; a system breach had occurred.
*****
The door to the room opened with enough force that the doorknob punched a hole in the
wardrobe it hit, affixing the door to the once-intact piece of furniture.
Startled by the sudden disturbance, Marc fell from his chair. Trying to grasp what just
happened, he looked up and saw a sight he knew meant trouble. Before he could utter a single
word, a booming voice said, "Marcus Henry Lynnworth, I told you never to hack my company.
Right now it's a good thing you are on the floor or I'd put you there," shouted the figure standing
over him.

Only one man used his full name - his father Bertram. Marcus was Bertram Lynnworth's
oldest son. Friends called him Marc, his father and mother never accepting the shortened form
of his name always called him Marcus. While he accepted that, he feared the manner in which
his father used his full name right now.
The noise from the slamming door and shouting brought people from other rooms
seeking the source of the commotion. Neither Marc nor the shouting man cared. "Get your ass
off the floor and explain yourself."
Marc crawled to his knees, maintaining a close eye on the man in front of him. Reaching
to his fallen chair, he pulled himself to a shaky upright position, keeping the chair between him
and the shouting figure. "I don't know what you are talking about," stuttered Marc as he
attempted to get his body under control.
"The hell you don't. No one but you could have hacked us like that."
"Dad, really, I have no idea what you are talking about. I didn't hack you. Please, you've
got to believe me," shaking and keeping the chair in front of his body.
"Is something wrong here?"
Both Marc and his father looked in the direction of the curious boy standing in the hall
outside the open door. Before Marc could utter a word, Bertram shouted, "Mind your own
business," pulled the door from the wardrobe, slammed it shut, and turned. "Why did you do it
Marcus?"
Now a bit more in control of his body, Marc replied, "Dad, I didn't do anything. What
happened?"
"Okay, I'll play your game, but damn it Marcus, you've got a lot of explaining to do."
Frustrated and angry, Bertram told Marc what had occurred at ESTG that very morning,
leaving nothing out as he paced in the small dorm room.

Marc, awed by the story, was outraged that his father would actually accuse him of doing
it. Yet he expected nothing less of him. Setting his chair upright, Marc sat, keyed into his laptop
to sign in to his elite hacking site.
"What are you doing now?" shouted Bertram as he watched his son. "You bragging
about it?"
His father's words ripped into him like a sharp knife. Marc stood so fast his chair flew
back hitting Bertram in his midsection. Turning, Marc put his face an inch from his father's and
said in clear distinct words, "I told you I didn't hack your company. You can either believe me
or not. It's your choice. Accuse me of doing something sinister like that again and it will be the
last time you ever see me. Do I make myself clear?"
Bertram pushed his son away and said, "Marcus, you will not speak to me that way. I am
your father in case you forgot. If you didn't hack us then who did?"
"Stop accusing me and I'll try to find out." Furious, he righted his chair again and
continued to sign into Blackhacknet, the elite hacking forum. Bertram remained standing as his
son scanned threads about recent hacks. "No one is claiming it which is really strange. Usually
a host of hackers would lay claim to something that big, but no one is."
Turning to his father he asked, "What did the images look like?"
"I already told you. A skull and crossbones followed by a laughing clown." Bertram
exhaled trying to get himself under control.
"Every hacker leaves a greeting card, Dad. Each has his own signature style. It's sort of
a logo, if you want to call it something."
Bertram had no more information than he had provided, so Marc started a thread of his
own. Wow, I just heard that someone hacked ESTG this morning. It was awesome and
I'd love to learn how to do this level of hack. Anyone got a lead?
He hit the post button and waited while Bertram paced in the small dorm room. Several
people responded asking for more information, but no one claimed the hack or knew who did.

"I wouldn't go in there if I were you," said a voice from beyond the closed door. It
opened anyway.
There, standing in front of several onlookers, was a young man, dressed in gym shorts
and tee shirt. "Hi," he said as he scanned the message that just popped up on his phone.
Looking up he saw Marc and another man staring at him. "What?" he asked as if it were normal
to walk into a shouting match as if nothing had happened.
"Who the hell are you and what do you want?" questioned Bertram.
He stopped in his tracks, looked from Bertram to Marc not knowing what to do or say.
Marc came to a quick rescue saying, "Dad, this is Kylar, Kylar Syverson, my boyfriend." He
jumped from his chair; put his arm around Kylar's waist pulling him into a hug. "It's all right.
Dad gets this way when he has a really bad day." Kylar remained where he stopped seconds
before, saying nothing, not moving at all.
"Brilliant, now you have a boyfriend. That's all your mother and I need."
Kylar stared in disbelief, pushed away from Marc's arms, and made a hasty exit, leaving
the door open once again.
Marc didn't know if he should run after him or punch his father in the face. His anger
was so beyond control, he turned to his father and said, "If you want my help, I'd suggest you
control your temper and your damn mouth." He hurried from the room leaving Bertram staring
at the ogling onlookers.
Bertram slammed the door, sat on Marc's bed and stared at the laptop screen. That went
well!
Marc caught up with Kylar in the common room. As his dorm mates looked at the
distressed couple with amused interest, he put both hands on Kylar's waist and whispered.
"Listen, my dad gets like that. He means no real harm; it's just his way of not dealing well with
my brother and me."
Tears built in Kylar's eyes. "What did you and your brother do to cause him so much
pain?"

Marc's eyes opened wide to his comment. "We were born, I guess."
Bertram Lynnworth wasn't always so short with his family. In fact, he was a loving
husband and father most times. In recent years, he had begun to lose his temper for no apparent
reason, usually at Marc or his brother. He always apologized and tried to make amends, but the
boys learned to give him a wide berth. Even though his family home was within commuting
distance, Marc chose to dorm at university just to get away from Bertram, feeling guilty that his
brother would bear the burden of his father's temper while he was at school.
Kylar relaxed a little, as Marc explained his father's outburst. "He has worked all his life
for Enterprise, Systems, and Technologies Group. It's been good for all of us. Lately, though, he
is so stressed out that it's not fun to be near him."
"So did you do something to get him angry today?" Kylar asked.
"Someone hacked into his company in a very malicious way. He knows that I enjoy
hacking and immediately assumed I was the one who did it."
"Did you? You know -- hack his company?"
"No, I would never do that," replied Marc wondering why everyone thought the worst of
him. "Let me get him calmed down and we can go out to dinner later, okay?"
Kylar looked scared. "I think you need to help him. We can talk about dinner another
time." Pulling out of Marc's arms, he walked away, mobile in hand, fingers moving at lightning
speed.
Great, now everyone will know my dad had a temper tantrum, someone hacked ESTG,
and that Kylar and I just had an argument.
Returning to his room, Marc noticed his father sitting at his desk watching the laptop
screen. Rather than bring up Kylar, Marc moved to the side of the desk and asked, "Anything
happening?"

"I wouldn't know it if it bit me in the ass. I still don't understand why you waste your
time with this stuff when you could be learning a decent skill. Do you really get a thrill out of
this?" he asked, pointing to the scrolling forum threads.
"Yeah dad, I do. You may not understand the community, but I am not a malicious
hacker. I do it for fun, trying to find ways to get past the walls webmasters set up. When I do,
and I always do, I leave a greeting card with all the information I found. Dad, I always show the
webmaster how to fix the system. I never hurt anyone."
Marc watched as his father began pacing again. "Dad, I am learning a good skill. You
employ people to protect your network and keep ESTG safe. Before you start yelling again,
without people like me, your network would have been hacked years ago. So stop bashing."
Bertram had calmed down in the few minutes he sat in Marc's room. "Marcus, I can't tell
you much, but I will say that this hacker did cause harm. He hurt our company, some clients,
and me."
Father and son sat in silence for a few minutes. "Marcus, if this guy, whoever he is, gets
control of our systems, people will die."
*****

Want more - Tap here to learn how you can get the full book?

