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Since 1999, Michael Ledwidge has been writing popular bestselling suspense novels that have delighted tens of millions of readers from all over the world. In 2003, he partnered with the world’s most popular suspense master, James Patterson, to write over a dozen global bestsellers. In 2020, he reignited his solo career with Stop at Nothing, an action-suspense thriller so gripping that Forbes magazine dubbed him ‘an author who has mastered his craft’. His newest pulse-pounding thriller, The Vault, is his twenty-second novel.




Praise for Michael Ledwidge:

‘Michael Ledwidge is the real deal! I read it in a day. Great characters, great storytelling’

James Patterson

‘I’m not sure how he did it – it seems to defy science – but Michael Ledwidge figured out a way to write a book using pure, distilled adrenaline. Michael Gannon is a fantastic protagonist, destined for the pantheon of characters we love to follow through countless adventures. Here’s hoping for many more’

Rob Hart, author of The Warehouse

‘In Stop at Nothing, Michael Ledwidge give us sharply drawn characters in a tense, fast-paced adventure that keeps the reader entertained from the intriguing start to the wild finish’

Thomas Perry, author of The Burglar

‘Stop at Nothing is a smart, brawny thriller that moves fast and surprises often. The action is tense, the characters are surely drawn, and a wonderful sense of authenticity drives the story. Best of all, the writing is assured and stylish. Stop at Nothing is a high-speed roller coaster that will carry you away’

T. Jefferson Parker, author of The Last Good Guy




Also by Michael Ledwidge

Beach Wedding

Stop at Nothing

Hard to Break

Run for Cover

The Narrowback

Bad Connection

Before the Devil Knows You’re Dead

Cowritten with James Patterson

The Quickie

Now You See Her

Zoo

Step on a Crack

Run for Your Life

Worst Case

Tick Tock

I, Michael Bennett

Gone

Burn

Alert

Bullseye

Chase

The Dangerous Days of Daniel X




About the Book
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It’s summer in New York City and Faye Walker has it all. She’s not only scored one of the most highly coveted internships in all of Wall Street, she’s also just met the head-over-heels love of her life. With her natural-born gift for numbers and a work ethic that knows no bounds, Faye is a shoo-in for a full-time position at the illustrious merchant bank, Greene Brothers Hale. Then, just as she awaits her offer and her signing bonus, a treacherous betrayal arrives to shatter Faye’s plans and her young life.

But what her high finance masters-of-the-universe bosses don’t know is that Faye isn’t like any of the other interns. Having made her way past her humble small-town beginnings, for Faye, going back is not an option. That’s why Faye now has a new plan. One that involves Swiss watch timing, nerves of steel and ten million dollars in cold hard Wall Street cash . . .
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PROLOGUE

NICE NIGHT FOR A STROLL

It was a nice night for a stroll.

Just as I passed the Waldorf Astoria heading south down Park Avenue, that was what struck me. How remarkably movie-set perfect the city was.

There’s something special about summer in New York. Something romantic and enchanting. Especially at night. On a nice August evening in the afterglow of the hustle and bustle, the random window lights in the darkened skyscrapers above Midtown can suddenly seem like glittering constellations beckoning you to wish upon a star.

Staring up at those silver lights as I walked toward the MetLife Building’s towering dark monolith, it was almost as if for a moment I could actually feel the night itself pulsing with the life force of the naked city’s eight million people.

I stopped at the next corner and took a breath then looked down at the rivulet of blood that suddenly ran down the back of my hand and spilled off my ring finger and plopped like a tiny drop of spaghetti sauce onto the concrete beside my pink-and-white FILA running shoe.

Correction, I thought as I swiped my hand with the already bloody towel that I was hiding up the sleeve of the men’s Brooks Brothers raincoat I was wearing.

Make that soon to be 7,999,999.

Then I finally walked through the Helmsley Building’s tunnellike east pedestrian concourse and crossed empty 45th Street, and I was there.

I pushed through the MetLife Building’s heavy revolving doors.

There was a security guard behind a little desk at the top of the left-hand escalator, a very large middle-aged Hispanic gentleman with a shaved head. He looked up from his phone as I carded through the turnstile toward the elevator banks.

Had he noticed anything amiss? I thought warily as I checked the lobby marble behind me for blood.

I didn’t see any, but I did suddenly feel quite weak and hot as if a fever were coming over me.

I thought for a moment about asking the nice bald man to call me an ambulance.

But by then one of my blood-free fingers was already on the call button, and the elevator dinged open, and I tottered in and hit 54 instead.

My desolate office suite was the third one down the right-hand corridor from the elevator. After I closed its door behind me, the city lights through the north-facing window illuminated the same two things that were in its center the last time I’d been there the week before.

An industrial shredder and a glossy black cello case.

“The tools of my trade,” I said as I threw off the coat and headed straight into the executive washroom.

There was a first aid kit behind the sink mirror, and I took it out and very painfully undid the makeshift duct tape and paper towel dressing I’d used to staunch the bleeding. After I emptied a bottle of hydrogen peroxide over my bloody left forearm, I took out my phone.

“Siri, internet search, gunshot wound,” I said.

A click later, the internet informed me that without any major arteries hit, a through-and-through bullet hole was just like a nasty puncture wound.

Nasty puncture wound, I thought as I bandaged and gauzed and taped everything back over again.

I closed the mirror and stared at my pale twenty-four-year-old, graduate school valedictorian face.

“The title of my upcoming Dateline episode,” I mumbled.

Or would it even be Dateline? I wondered as I headed back into the empty office. American Greed maybe? A crossover episode?

Suddenly cold, I threw the raincoat back over my shoulders for warmth as I headed to the window. I leaned against the wall for a bit, and then found myself sliding down it until I was just sitting there, staring at the lights of storied, moneyed Park Avenue below.

Money, I thought. Money, money, money.

They say that money is the root of all evil.

But that’s not really true. Money is just a tool. Like a hammer, money is just something you use to do things.

And like a hammer, money is a tool that is mostly used to do practical and useful and helpful things like build coffee shops and farms and schools and hospitals and roads.

Sure, hammers sometimes end up cracking someone’s skull in every once in a while, but is that really the hammers’ fault? They don’t say hammers are the root of blunt force trauma murders, do they? No. They don’t.

And they don’t put hammers on death row.

In the one English class I took in college, I remember Shakespeare saying something about the fault lying not in the stars but in ourselves.

Maybe I should have taken more English classes. It turns out that Shakespeare guy knew his stuff.

Because in the end, I had only three people to blame for the things that had happened to me.

For the decisions I had made.

For the things I had done.

Their names were me, myself, and I.

I found that out the hard way. Boy, did I find that out.

Because what started out good went bad quicker than a New York minute.

And then got uglier and uglier and uglier.

But the worst thing about it was that I was the one who set it all in motion, no one else.

As I sat there bleeding, that’s what really got to me the most.

I thought I was cleverly building a way to get all the things I’d hoped and worked for, a way to finally realize my dreams, to make everything right.

It was only when it was too late that I realized that the only thing I’d been building was a trap.

Then I fell straight in.
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