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About the Author

Michael Morley grew up in and around Manchester. He has written several bestsellers including Spider and Viper alongside a stellar career in TV production. He has been behind some of the hardest-hitting crime shows on British television including Murder in Mind, The Hunt for Baby Abbie and A Shred of Evidence. These shows have not only broken boundaries but have also won him awards from both the Royal Television Society and the British Medical Association.

He has three sons and now lives in the Peak District with his family, eleven ducks, a few squirrels, a flock of Canada geese and a fat heron. Spree is his first serialized novel.


About the Book

Part Two of a chilling five-part serial killer thriller for fans of James Patterson, Chris Carter, Richard Montanari and Karen Rose.

A madman is on the rampage in the Los Angeles streets.

The City of Angels has become The City of Fear.

And everyone from the Oval Office down wants a quick result.

The heat is on Jake Mottram, head of the FBI’s new Spree Killer Unit,

and psychological profiler Angie Holmes to find the madman responsible.

Until now, they’ve been great together.

Both at work and in bed.

But a killer is about to come between them,

in ways that could cost them far more than their careers.

Will they survive the spree about to come?

SPREE

Life and death in LA – like you’ve never seen it before.

One thriller.

Serialized in five parts.

Each more terrifying than the one before.

Are you ready?


1

California

Shooter woke with his brain buzzing.

His mind zinged with static from yesterday’s murders.

The thrill of the kill still pumped in his heart. He’d slept well. The best rest he’d ever had. Now he was relaxed. Satiated. Like he’d made love all night then slept all day.

But it had been better than sex.

Less effort. More pleasurable. Less physical. More spiritual.

And another thing – any dumb fuck can have sex.

Few can do what he did.

Take a life.

Lives to be precise.

The media had announced that there’d been three deaths. Two teachers and a child. Others injured.

Shame.

He’d aimed to kill the running man, the balding teacher with the tires of belly fat, but had pulled his shot at the last minute. It had been the excitement. Distractions. Inexperience.

Next time he would do better.

Better and better.

Until he achieved what he wanted.

Perfection.

Murder, thought Shooter, is like art. You have to suffer for it. Work hard. Stamp your mark. Not mind that some assholes won’t recognize the beauty of what you create. You have to have a plan and a structure. Something important to say. But you must be able to improvise as well. That’s where the flair is.

Shooter shut his eyes and drifted back to the scene.

The shade had felt cool after the long walk in the sun, his throat dry from the dusty tracks he’d worked his way down. The woods smelled of Douglas fir and wild garlic. He’d settled in the long grass between trunks of evergreens and trained his telescoping sight on the strawberry fields.

He’d controlled his breathing. Learned to be patient. Caught himself listening to the rustle of birds in the dense green canopy of branches and leaves. He’d focused. Cut everything out. In his hands he’d felt the cool metal of the AR-15. Panned the rifle left and right. Taken practice shots like a golfer swinging a club.

Then came that wonderful thump of rifle stock against shoulder. Like an arm punch from a friend. And that delicious crack as the cartridge exploded and the slug smacked the air.

Shooter relived it all in slow motion. Birds screamed and scattered in the faultless blue sky. A hundred yards away the first of the pickers went down.

His pick of the pickers.

The memory made him smile. Those kids around the female teacher had sniggered at first. They’d thought Miss had slipped, looked stupid, spilled her basket of berries. Gotten strawberries all over her face and hands. Something to smirk about for the rest of the year.

Then they’d seen the red spurting from her back and chest and the little fuckers had screamed holes in the clouds.

Shooter stretched out on his rough bed and remembered his second shot.

He’d stayed calm and taken it well. The young male teacher had been staring in horror at his colleague when he’d squeezed the trigger and dropped him in the dirt.

Then there’d been panic. Screams he could hear from all the way across the fields. People running everywhere. Through the chaos, he’d killed the girl in the bright dress and injured the fat boys and the baldy teacher. It hadn’t been good. Not how he’d wanted. Not clean. Not accurate enough. He’d lost his calmness. It had been like their panic had infected him. He’d snatched the shots. Swung the rifle like he’d been swatting flies. It had been bad.

Next time he’d do better.

Much better.

Shooter counted his blessings. He’d gotten away. The cops had been even less effective than he’d expected.

Looking back, he could see that crazy fuck at the Observatory had done him a favor. He’d figured chasing dumbasses like Corrie would drain the LAPD and FBI of their best men. Tire them out. Make them slow to respond.

He’d been right.

The first law enforcement teams to get to the Strawberry Fields slaughter had been the hick-town sheriffs and the leather-clad motorcycle riders of the Californian Highway Patrol. He’d watched them later on the TV news, with their puffed-out chests and heavy gun belts. An S&M drag show. What a joke. They hadn’t an investigator’s brain between them.

Shooter had slipped away before they’d even got there, let alone closed down the area.

He’d been back in his bolt hole, sipping soda and watching events on the news long before SWAT had rolled into town with their armored meat wagons and big egos.

He got out of bed and smiled. Today was a new day. He was a different person.

He was famous.
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