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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 gives 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
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On the run from a shadowy cabal of the world’s most powerful men, ex-Navy Seal Michael Gannon heads to the safest place he can think of: his war buddy’s ranch in the wilds of Utah.

But when his friend’s brother is found dead in the rocky mountains, Gannon realizes he can’t stay off grid. Is the death connected to a string of grisly murders occurring in national parks . . . or something even more sinister?

Flushed from cover, Gannon finds himself sucked into a lethal conspiracy that has infiltrated the highest levels of the US government . . .
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PROLOGUE

MOUNTAIN RETREAT
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When they turned the vehicle in off the blacktop at the trailhead, all the land still lay in shadow, and the coming sun was just a faint ribbon of paleness in the dark of the open sky.

With its big all-terrain tires, the Tahoe made steady progress at first. But as the grade of the slope increased, even at a crawl, it began to buck and spin and bottom out off the deep pits in the trail-like dirt road.

Two thousand feet up the mountain wall, National Park Service ranger Owen Barber stood beside his jacked-up pickup, watching the headlights of the Tahoe as it climbed up slowly through the dry prairie grass and lodgepole pine. After another minute, he lowered his binoculars, laid them on the hood of the truck with a clunk and turned.

On the other side of the ridge saddle he was parked upon was a descending hollow of exposed rock that looked almost lunar in nature. Beyond the hollow in the northwestern distance stood a line of immense mountains, high and jagged against the paling sky like the graph of some volatile company stock.

Barber rapped on the side of the pickup with a knuckle as he gazed out at the sublime landscape.

He’d been to Iraq and Afghanistan with the 101st Airborne, but west Wyoming was beyond anything he’d ever seen.

It was coming on fifteen minutes later when the Tahoe finally arrived. The first one out of it was small and bald. Teton County sheriff Jim Kirkwood.

“Morning, Owen,” Kirkwood said, handing Barber the warm steel thermos he held in his hand.

“Morning, Jim. Thanks,” Barber said, turning and looking over at the FBI agents Kirkwood had just chauffeured up the off-road slope.

There were two of them, a man and woman, sitting in the sheriff’s vehicle talking to each other. Through the windshield, Barber could see they were wearing navy blue windbreakers just like on TV.

Barber was pouring out his second coffee when they finally emerged.

The man was a burly individual in his early forties with some muscle on him. The female agent was younger, Barber saw, about thirty-five. She was a little on the short side but quite pretty. Even with her brown hair pulled back tight.

They were both wearing fleece under their raid jackets as well as hiking boots.

So maybe they weren’t completely stupid, Barber thought as he tipped the camp cup to his lips.

“Hi, I’m Dennis,” the male agent said. “Dennis Braddock.”

“Owen Barber,” the ranger said, raising the cup lid at him.

“Thanks for standing post until we could get here, Owen. It really means a lot,” Braddock said, looking him square in the eye.

Barber nodded again then sipped some more coffee.

Former military, he decided. Man had some grit. Or at least a passable appearance thereof.

“Which one is Grand Teton?” Braddock said, looking to the northwest above the hollow at the slightly off-kilter peaks.

“It’s that one there,” the FBI woman said, suddenly standing beside them, pointing.

“Right?” she said, turning to Ranger Barber with a radiant smile.

Barber looked down at her in the waft of the wind. At her light brown eyes. The spark there.

“You’re right,” he finally said with his own smile back. “That is it.”

“This is Agent Hagen,” Braddock said.

“You can call me Kit,” she said to Barber with another smile.

A man could get used to those, Barber thought.

“How far down are we looking?” Braddock said, gazing over the ridge saddle down into the blue-shadowed hollow.

“A little less than a mile, but it’s slow going. Trail’s pretty steep,” Barber said.

“You were the one to find the body?” Sheriff Kirkwood said.

Barber nodded as he finished the coffee and screwed the cap back on tight.

“Yesterday at sunset,” he said as he handed back the thermos to the sheriff. “We had a call from a camper about a light they saw from a trail off on that hill on the left there, so we were looking around. They had a screw-loose arsonist two summers ago over in Idaho who burned down a hundred square miles so they’re always quick to send us out for violators.”

“Violators?” Agent Braddock said, squinting down into the shadowed landscape below them.

Barber nodded.

“Yep,” Braddock finally said. “They send us out on those calls, too.”




2

Down the hollow’s steep and tricky zigzagging trail, Kit Hagen was sweating in less than three minutes.

She had never seen so much rock. Rock in ridges and in slopes and slides and in crevices. All of it as gray as ashes. Born and raised outside of LA, she took in the bowl-like indentation and was reminded weirdly of Dodger Stadium of all things. It was as if God had chiseled an immense baseball stadium of rock into the side of a mountain, and they were now heading down from the nosebleeds for the field.

A sudden crunching sound of falling rocks just below on the trail made Kit stop in her tracks. As she watched, Braddock lunged forward and caught Sheriff Kirkwood by his jacket’s back collar just before he could fall.

“Thanks,” the sheriff said as he stepped to his right and peeked over the trail edge.

Kit Hagen looked down with the both of them to where the land fell off sharply. Four or five stories below there was a stream, green and bubbling as it wound its way down the mountain through a serrated ravine.

“Pretty steep indeed,” Agent Braddock said, looking back at her with a wide-eyed nod.

They continued their descent. Six feet even and broad-shouldered with close-cropped hair, Section Chief Dennis Braddock looked more like an ironworker foreman or a professional rugby player than an FBI agent. For his homicide course at the FBI Academy, his wife, Anna, had valiantly attempted to soften the former marine’s bulk and blunt-edged features with professorial khakis, tweed blazers and dad ties. But it didn’t work.

“Watch your step,” Ranger Barber called back from farther down the trail.

Hagen smiled as she watched the lanky ranger duck under the trunk of a huge dead branchless pine sticking out over the trail at a rudely phallic angle.

She was still smiling to herself at the weenie tree when the trail finally leveled off another fifty feet below it. As she stood in the base of the hollow, its high rock walls didn’t remind her of Dodger Stadium anymore.

Then her smile evaporated as she looked over a tumble of rocks a few car lengths away, and finally found what they had come here to see.


ops/images/logo.jpg





ops/images/author.jpg





ops/images/title.jpg
AU FOF
GOVER





ops/images/book.jpg
=

 MICHAEL LEDWIDGE





ops/images/9781472283085_FC.jpg
- R

3 W B

MIIJHAEl lEI]WII]GE





ops/page-template.xpgt
 
 
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
     
    
     
 
 

 
  





