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‘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
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Ex-Navy Seal Mike Gannon – a man used to being in the firing line – has always wanted to travel to Alaska. So when the opportunity for a bucket-list trip to the northern wilds comes up, he doesn’t hesitate to take it.

However, he soon discovers other hunters are already there. . .and he’s in their targets.

Soon Gannon finds himself caught and captured, forced onto a private jet bound for an unknown destination. He may not know who took him or why, but he’s certain that lethal danger awaits.

Those determined to hold Gannon seem to have all the power. But they have overlooked one simple thing: some men can be intimidated but others will never break.




PROLOGUE

WILD BLUE YONDER




1

The Delta flight out of Salt Lake City had a two-hour layover in Seattle so they didn’t get up to Juneau until late in the afternoon. Coming into the terminal from the bag retrieval, Gannon saw that it looked a lot like the airports in the lower forty-eight except it wasn’t that crowded and the gift shop had a giant stuffed moose in its plate glass window.

When they were halfway down the concourse to the exit, the rumbling luggage cart suddenly got much heavier as Gannon’s son, Declan, stopped pushing it. He stood pointing at the green glow of a Starbucks sign.

“What do you think, Dad? Coffee time?” he said.

“Again?” Gannon said skeptically as he slipped out his phone to check the itinerary. “How much coffee can a person possibly drink?”

The super-extra-deluxe spring brown bear Alaskan hunting trip they were about to embark upon had originally been booked for Gannon’s friend, John Barber. But when John couldn’t go at the last minute, in order to avoid the huge hit on the cancelation fee, Gannon had decided to step in and scoop it up for his son’s birthday instead.

Gannon read off the screen. They were to head to a seaport on the other side of Juneau, where a little Piper Cherokee would take them on the final hop to a base camp in the interior of Glacier Bay National Park.

But that was at three, he read. They still had about an hour.

“Yes, okay,” Gannon said. “I will allow it. If you hurry. Get me a small one. Black.”

“Cookie, too, Daddy? Please?” his six-three, two-hundred-twenty-pound son said, maneuvering around a sandwich board sign that said Alaska: North To The Future.

“Split one?” Gannon said.

“Split one? Come on, Dad. We’re headed straight into Call of the Wild country. We need to carbo-load.”

“Speak for yourself,” he called out at his son’s wide departing back.

To the left of where Gannon was standing was a huge window, and he squealed the luggage cart over and stood looking out. Beyond the airport tarmac, a bright silver curtain of mist was billowing gently along hills filled with huge pine trees. As he watched, an open airport vehicle went by along the shoulder of the landing strip, its driver wearing a snow hat that said, Yeah, But It’s A Dry Cold.

Gannon smiled out at the landscape. Even though he’d been born and raised in New York City, he actually possessed a special affinity for Alaska ever since he was a child. In his fourth-grade class at St. Margaret’s, each kid had to do a special project on one of the fifty states and when he reached in and drew out Alaska from the Yankee hat Sister Ann was holding, he had a special feeling about it being his state.

Silly as it sounded, throughout the entirety of his life, his sense of fateful connection to its Big Dipper star state flag, (which he had to draw), its state flower, (the forget-me-not), and its main exports, (zinc and oil and fish), had never left him.

“And now I’m finally here,” he said out loud to it.

Gannon smiled even wider as the mist parted and a muscular mountain range suddenly became visible in the distance, majestic fissured peaks still thick with snow.

“So far so good,” he said as he placed a palm to the cool glass.

The weather was holding up, thirty degrees going up to near forty tomorrow. In the travel guide it said that March was the best time for Alaskan hunting because it was no longer freezing, and it was before what they called breakup when all the snow melted and everything became a muddy mess.

Gannon turned and sat in one of the lounge chairs behind him with his hiking boots up on their bags and hard-pack rifle cases.

“Guess we’re about to find out,” he whispered excitedly as he scratched at his fledgling beard.

His son had insisted that they both work on their facial hair for the last two weeks. Like pretanning before heading on a beach vacation, he had explained, they should already have a semi-lumberjack-mountain-man look to blend in, to really hit the ground running up here in the wild blue yonder.

Declan was jazzed all right. They’d tagged along on a hunt to Arizona with John Barber for bighorn sheep two months before, and it seemed like he had really caught the bug.

Gannon was more of a fisherman than a hunter by far. But moving forward, maybe hunting would be something he and Declan could share together from time to time.

Especially now that his son was leaving him, Gannon thought with a frown.
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It was true. Declan was cutting out on him, the bum. He was giving baseball another shot, which meant having to leave Utah.

Gannon was sure going to miss him. Especially after all the time they’d gotten to spend hanging out together at his old war buddy, John Barber’s, ranch in Utah.

Though come to think of it, hiding out would have been a more accurate term.

Gannon would have liked to have told people that he had taken to the desert-hermit lifestyle for pious religious purposes except it was actually pretty much the opposite. Their sudden need to get off the grid had come about because of a floating suitcase full of money Gannon had come across while out fishing in the Bahamas.

He’d hardly had time to say “finders keepers” and thank his lucky stars before the group of corrupt FBI counterintelligence agents it had belonged to had shown up, trying to kill him.

The problem for them was that Gannon had spent a significant portion of his adult life as a combat-hardened navy SEAL special forces operator. And as he hadn’t really felt like being dead just yet, the complications that had ensued from this unfortunate conflict of interests had resulted in the exchange of great amounts of automatic gunfire. Sad as it was to say, more than a few of these up-to-no-good government agents had ended up in the deceased column.

Actually, come to think of it, it really wasn’t that sad, was it? Gannon thought.

Since the corrupt-to-the-bone scumbags had thoroughly deserved everything they got.

“And then some,” Gannon muttered as he remembered his sweet-natured old pal from the Bahamas, Sergeant Jeremy, whom they had brutally tortured and murdered.

But at least the good news now was that it seemed that at long last all this unexpected and thoroughly unwanted covert combat had come to a close. He had an FBI agent friend of his do a deep dive on the sly to see if there were any cases on him, especially any in the department’s top secret counterintelligence division.

The scan miraculously had come back squeaky-clean. Apparently, he was both overt and covert warrant free. It wasn’t like he wouldn’t still be keeping a sharp eye on their six, but as it seemed the military wing of the corrupt-o-crats wanted to bury the hatchet for now, an ease-up on things seemed appropriate.

Besides, his enemies weren’t after Declan, were they? Gannon thought. Hiding his son along with himself had just been a precaution.

And threat or no threat, his son couldn’t hide forever. With his birthday in three days, it was time for him to get on with his young life.

Knowing this day was coming, Gannon had worked overtime on his buddy’s weekend warrior ranch to get his son to sponge up every SEAL self-defense trick and tactic Gannon could think to teach him. They must have littered over a hundred thousand shell casings on the floor of John Barber’s shooting range and shoot house. And for unarmed stuff, he’d spent months teaching him a brutal street fighting version of the martial art Silat, which had been taught to him by one of his old crazy Vietnam vet SEAL mentors.

Packed now with some muscle and tactical technique, Declan was as ready to make his way in the world as he ever would be, Gannon thought. Moving forward, anyone suicidal enough to sneak up on his linebacker-size son to do him a nasty—even a pro—very likely might be in for an unexpected new orifice. And/or a plastic surgeon to reset the broken bones of his face.

Gannon stared out at the striking Alaskan landscape as some large seabird, a crane of some sort, came gliding across the sky.

There you had it, Gannon thought with a sigh as he watched it drift away. There was no more denying it. His little boy was grown now.

One last wistful dream grizzly bear hunting trip, he thought with a grin, and then it would be time to finally cut the Gannon family apron strings with a Rambo knife.

He turned as his son arrived back, balancing two coffees in a holder. He laughed as he spotted the pile of treat bags that were stacked up between the cups. They were almost as high as their luggage cart.

Did this kid ever stop eating?

“A cookie, huh?” Gannon said as his son sat. “Looks like you got us three. Each.”

“Very funny, Dad. I got us some breakfast sandwiches as well.”

“What? We had lunch in Seattle.”

“I know,” Declan said, “but cookies are a dessert so I figured, got to have a meal before or, like, it wouldn’t be right.”

“Enjoy it now, son,” Gannon said, finally accepting his coffee as his son tore into the crinkly paper. “But remember, one day—sooner than you think—you, too, will worry about fitting into pants.”
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