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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

The final instalment 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

Watts, LA

Inside the house, beyond the slowly moving shadow caused by the swinging life-size effigy of Tanya Murison, a man’s body twitched and groaned.

Chips stood shaking from shock. He stared down at a black male in his late sixties, curled on his side, hand clutching his heart.

‘I’m calling for help, sir. Don’t worry, you’re going to be all right.’ It was a promise Chips wasn’t sure he could deliver as he hit the phone. First 911, then Angie, and then, on her instruction, Ruis.

In between the calls he went back to the old man, comforted him and checked his pulse. The senior’s face was creased with pain. He was sweating and so short of breath he couldn’t speak.

Within ten minutes, sirens filled the early-morning air. ‘I can hear the ambulance, hang in there.’ Chips wiped the man’s glistening brow and held his free hand.

A male and female paramedic soon rounded the corner of the Murisons’ back yard, their eyes already scanning for the patient. They both did a double take when they saw the swinging female dummy.

‘Don’t ask.’ Chips flashed his FBI ID at the nametags of Adam Miles and Su Fenton. ‘The sick man is over there, inside the house.’ He pointed into the kitchen beyond the open doorway. ‘I think he’s having some kind of heart attack.’

Miles ducked the dummy and made his way through.

Fenton, a brunette in her late twenties, hung back. ‘Do you know how long he’s been like that?’

‘I don’t. I’ve been here less than fifteen minutes. Guy was already down when I arrived.’

‘Can he talk?’

‘No, he’s in too much pain, but he’s been conscious all the time.’

‘Did you give him anything?’

‘A little water, but he could hardly swallow. There are no pills in his pocket, or in the bathroom – I looked.’

‘Thanks.’ She rounded the dummy, knocked it spinning with her shoulder and joined Miles with the patient.

Chips paced nervously. He was beginning to wish he’d stayed at Angie’s place and stuck to pure theory. If this was fieldwork without the danger of an UNSUB shooting at you then it was already too scary for him.

The medics grabbed a roll-along bed from the ambulance and started to move the senior to the vehicle.

‘We think he has a myocardial infarction,’ explained Fenton as she walked. ‘Pain’s all over his chest and his heartbeat’s irregular. We’ve given him oxygen and aspirin and it’s starting to help.’

Chips walked to the curb with them. ‘Is he going to be okay?’

She knew what he wanted to hear. ‘There’s a good chance he’ll be fine.’

Ruis Costas’s Jeep pulled up just as the medics left. The SKU man was dressed casual in black jeans and white shirt. He dropped from the driver’s side to the blacktop and watched the ambulance disappear before joining Chips. ‘Is he alive?’

‘Just about.’ He looked at the neighbors gathering in their doorways. ‘Remind me to make a T saying how much I hate rubberneckers.’ He led Ruis towards the house. ‘The sick guy is Harlan Murison, Tanya’s widower. I found his ID on a table in the kitchen.’

‘Holy shit.’ Ruis recoiled as he confronted the effigy. ‘I know you said there was an effigy swinging in the yard, but man, that’s freaky.’ He circled it. Stared at the photo-face of Tanya. Squeezed the legs and lumpy body. ‘There’s rolled-up paper inside these tights and clothes, to make a human shape.’ He examined the black gloves tied to the ends of the arm stumps. ‘Fuck, have you seen this? These are real fingernails stuck to the end.’

Chips cringed with revulsion. ‘The hair strands?’

Ruis peered at them. ‘Real as well. And the lipstick and mascara smeared on the face.’ He stepped away from the thing. ‘You think some local kids did this? Maybe the old man made himself unpopular with a gang?’

Chips pulled a sour face. ‘No, I think the killer did this. I’m willing to bet that he made this out of Tanya’s old clothes and stuff she’d thrown away and he hung it here to shock the husband and get more attention for himself.’

Ruis stared up at the noose around the effigy’s neck. ‘When CSIs are done, I’m gonna ask them for that rope, so when we catch this fucker I can string him up with it.’
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Skid Row, LA

The music Shooter chose for the video edit was Marilyn Manson’s ‘Death Song’. The lyrics were fittingly full of cops, priests, candles and injustice. But what nailed it for him was the rapid cymbal slaps in the opening section. They were delicious reminders of the noise the G18 made when he’d shot the Fed.

The killing was on the news now, playing low on the TV while he labored over the computer and to his great enjoyment made Jake’s lifeless body jump from frame to frame. It fascinated him how, with the power of rewind, he could bring the big man back to life, empty him of lead then shoot and kill him over and over again. When he grew bored, his eyes slid to the TV. Apparently, the husband of Sun Western mall victim Tanya Murison had suffered a heart attack but was recovering well in hospital. That was good. He hadn’t wanted old Harlan to die. Not yet. The old bastard had to suffer a lot more first. And Shooter was most amused to find the studio anchor mentioning that police investigating the shooting of Sean Thornton at a bankers’ convention in LA were now following leads that connected him to a Sicilian investment group prosecuted for money laundering. That came as a pleasant surprise. Hopefully it would mean even more grief for his widow, Mary.

There had been no mention of Januk Dudek. Not that he’d expected any. He suspected that he spent more time thinking about the missing Polack than anyone else did. Nor was there so much as a passing reference to the Strawberry Fields massacre. It was amazing how quickly the press had grown bored with what had been front-page news only days ago.

Just after eleven, a police cruiser slow-circled his sanctuary.

Shooter watched it crawl from one security monitor to the other. Mike Hanrahan had been as good as his word. Which meant at some point, the cop was likely to park and come knocking, either for a favor or just to escape the sun and boredom of his job. Either way, he was going to be trouble.

Shooter watched the black and white disappear then went about his business. Today was a two-bag day. One for cleans and one for dirties.

And in a little over an hour, things were going to get very dirty.
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Douglas Park, Santa Monica, LA

Angie had intended to drive to Tanya Murison’s house to be with Chips.

While telling him to call Ruis, she’d struggled out of bed and made her way to the bathroom. Despite being exhausted and her injured arm hurting like hell, she’d had the shower running before she’d even hung up.

Then she’d seen it.

The reminder that had popped up on the smartphone. A note to herself that a week today was the anniversary of when she and Jake had first met.

It felt a lifetime ago.

Jake’s lifetime.

But she still had the photo from that first night. The crazy loon had insisted on a waiter taking it at dinner; clinking wine glasses and smiling fresh faces over a white linen cloth centered with a red and yellow rose. He’d told her that in ten years’ time they’d come back to the same restaurant and take a picture sat at the same table. Back then, Angie had thought it was just a line. Now it was what she wanted most in the world.

She wished the reminder had never come. Wished she didn’t feel compelled to open the media gallery on her phone and look at the thumbprints of memories that spanned the past three years. Dozens upon dozens of pictures of her and Jake. She’d snapped him a thousand times. Shots in MacArthur Park, blossom behind his head, looking as soft as a puppy. Coming out of the ocean, tanned and ripped like a hard-case movie star. Head back and snoring like an old man in the rear of a cab after a late party out at Venice Beach. And there were videos too. Not that she was strong enough to look at any of them. The bravest and saddest thing she could face was replaying his last voice message to her.

‘Sorry. When you’re done being mad at me, remember, I love you.’

The words tore her apart. 	

And then there was that picture. The one the waiter had taken. She opened the file and felt an awful pain. They looked so good together. Eyes bright with lust and hope. All the future to look forward to. True love still a thousand steamy sex sessions away. Arguments and break-ups unimaginable. Pregnancy and marriage unthinkable.

She kissed the small frame of the phone. Kissed Jake. Kissed the whole damned restaurant, the moment and the memory.

The shower steamed behind her, but she couldn’t stand, let alone step into it. She slid to the floor, back against the glass, phone to her aching chest, and felt wiped out. Empty. Hollow.

So this was grief.

It had come with stealth and hurt even more than she’d ever imagined. It went beyond wet eyes and unstoppable sobs, beyond regret, unfairness and injustice.

Angie snaked a left hand up to the rail by her side and pulled down a large, thick towel. She wrapped it around her shoulders and lay flat on the tiled floor. Her eyes were open but she wasn’t seeing anything. Her mind was processing a million thoughts but none was in focus.

She had to ride out an emotional storm. Wait for a break in the thunder and lightning.

It was a long time coming.

The doorbell rang twice and she didn’t even blink, let alone get up and try to answer it. The hurt was everywhere. In her bones. In her blood. In her soul.

Gradually, she raised herself from the tiles, put down the cellphone and towel and slipped into the shower. The water felt like a thousand pins being stuck in her skull. She soaped and soaped. Tried to distract herself with the sharp smell of lemons and limes. Tried to wash away the sadness that was stuck to her.

Angie tilted her face into the spray and ran the shower hot.

She changed the pressure. Let it fall like soft summer rain before turning it into driving hail. She felt cells being stripped from her skin. Felt blood pump through her arteries.

Angie stayed there until she was dizzy from the heat, until she was so wet the skin on her fingers wrinkled and puckered. She shut off the tap and wiped her hands over her body to sluice off the water. Her palms found her tummy. Fingers gently circled the secret space where hope grew, where the baby slept.

Jake’s baby.

Her baby.

Their child.

 She stepped from the shower and toweled dry. Gently rubbed moisturizer on the slight curve of her stomach that cradled her reason to live. The clothes she picked for the day were loose and practical. Black leggings and a pink silk zip shirt with rolled cuffs.

She towel-dried her hair and decided against make-up, in case she had another emotional moment and it got messed. From the fridge she grabbed OJ and a tub of plain yoghurt. Chips could cope on his own. Ruis would be there to help him. There was no need to rush.

She peeled the top off the yoghurt tub and looked at the mass of photographs and profiles plastered across the living room wall. None of it seemed to make any sense. Her gaze slid to the power socket beneath the scribblings. Plugged in was the pay-as-you-go phone she’d found in Jake’s car. It had been flat. Only late last night had she dug through a drawer of old cables and found a charger that fitted it.

Now it was fully powered. The display showed it had last been called on the morning of Jake’s death. The very time she’d been with him in the hospital. The moment when he was dying.

There were three missed calls and one new message.

Angie played it.

A man’s voice boomed out. ‘Call me. You were right. I have what you want.’

She played it again to see if she’d missed a name. She hadn’t. Nor did she recognize the voice. She flicked through the phone’s directory. It was empty. No names or numbers listed. Nor had the caller used his own or Jake’s name. The message was a mystery. It could refer to anything. Some goods he’d ordered. A part for his car. Maybe a present for her.

But then why use a burner?

And what had Jake been right about?

It had to be something sensitive. Something that couldn’t be said on a traceable line, or jotted down in an email.

She racked her brains but couldn’t remember him mentioning a case that was highly confidential or unusually dangerous. For several minutes she fumbled with the phone’s buttons and then found the text message function. There were none in the received or sent folders. She checked the deleted folder and found two.

One from Jake: ANY NEWS? JM

And a reply: BPATIENT. JL

JL.

The initials meant nothing to her. There was a John Lindsay who worked in HR at the Bureau. But there’d be no reason for Jake to make secret calls to him. And a Jenny Lovett in payroll, who was a year off retirement.

JL?

She hadn’t got a clue. But she knew how to search for one. Cal O’Brien had Jake’s FBI cellphone; it was possible there’d be a JL listed on that. And Chips would be able to use satellite triangulation to at least find the place where the missed calls had been made from.

She was about to dial O’Brien when her own phone rang. The display showed a familiar FBI number. ‘Hello.’

‘Angie, it’s Sandra McDonald.’

Her spirits sank.

The AD cut to the point. ‘Where is your research assistant and why have you been digging around Jason Rawlings?’

Angie took a slow breath and bent the truth. ‘I asked Chips to help me with something personal, and with regard to Rawlings, I thought that given his very public differences with his father and the chief’s profile, he might be a suspect—’

‘Jesus, Angie.’ She tried not to snap. ‘I’ve had his old man on the phone for ten minutes all but ripping my head off. Now I understand why.’

‘I’m sorry, but it—’

‘Please don’t “but” me.’ McDonald barely managed to hold back her anger. ‘Everyone knows what a terrible time you’re going through but you have to stop interfering in cases. I told you not to get involved and I expect you to respect that instruction.’

‘You could do with the help. Arresting and charging Bolt was a mistake and in career terms for some people it could turn out to be a costly one.’

McDonald rode the verbal punch. ‘There were sufficient grounds for Bolt’s arrest, not that we need debate the issue with you. Just so there’s no mistake between you and me, listen carefully: stay out of this case, Angela. Otherwise I’ll have Chips suspended and sent home.’

‘Hey, that’s unfair; none of this is down to him.’

‘Of course it is.’ Her voice gave away her rising annoyance. ‘He’s been like a mole on acid, digging around all over the place for you. Sure, he’s a smart guy and can hide his online investigations well enough, but when he goes calling precincts then he stirs up trouble.’

‘Why are you so sure Jason Rawlings has no connection to the killings?’

‘Because he’s got a cast-iron alibi.’ She sounded infuriated. ‘He has been more than a hundred miles away in a residential addiction center for the past month. And before you dare ask, yes I have checked personally and he hasn’t for one minute left the premises.’
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Watts, LA

The LAPD and CSIs were all over the Murison place. Ruis figured he’d take Chips for coffee and breakfast before the kid turned any paler and fainted.

They drove to a place just around the corner from the FBI offices, an Italian joint that made cappuccino thicker than clotted cream. Ruis went to the counter and ordered for them both – pancake stacks with sides of bacon and sausage.

‘They didn’t have croissants?’ asked Chips when the food came.

‘Breakfast like a king,’ quipped Ruis. ‘Enjoy.’ He picked up bottles of maple syrup and treacle and made to uncap them.

‘King Cholesterol.’ Chips rolled his eyes. ‘Tell me that you are not going to put syrup and treacle on that, Agent Costas.’

‘I am. Start the day sweet and it stays that way.’ Ruis squeezed both bottles at once and zigzagged drizzles across his food.

Chips looked mortified. ‘Think of the fat. Your waistline. Your heart.’

‘They all love it. Those body parts are just squealing with excitement over what’s coming their way.’ He took a long and satisfying chew, swallowed, then asked, ‘So tell me, how’s Angie doing? Real answer, no bullshit.’

Chips sipped his coffee. ‘Not so good. She’s tensed up all the time. Won’t relax and let everything out. She thinks it’s weak to cry. Beats herself up if her eyes get more than moist.’

Ruis nodded as he chewed. Wiped his mouth on a white paper serviette. ‘Angie Holmes certainly has a tough rep. Tough and smart. If she didn’t argue with her boss and punch co-workers she’d be a cert to climb the slippery pole.’

‘That’s just Angie. She has no censor button.’

‘Jake was almost as bad. Two peas in a pod.’ Ruis replayed a couple of instances in his head. People Jake had defended when others wouldn’t. Risks he’d taken that no one would have expected him to.

Chips saw he was struggling. ‘I guess you miss him both professionally and personally.’

‘I can’t tell you how much. Jake Mottram was like a role model for me. A real tough mother with a big, soft heart. Would kick your ass one minute then defend your life with his the next. Man, he was pretty special.’ Ruis tapped his head with a stubby finger. ‘In here, he’s still alive. I can’t actually believe he’s dead.’

‘I know, it doesn’t feel real.’

‘Not at all. It’s like he’s gone away on vacation.’ Ruis laughed. ‘Or one of those damned management courses he hated. He always said they seemed to go on for weeks.’

‘How long had you known each other?’

‘Let me think. About four years. I met the boss around six months before he got together with Angie. Hell, he was a real hardass back then. There was no softness at all to him until she came along. She did the whole unit a favor by taking his edge off.’

‘That wasn’t in SKU, was it?’

‘No. We were in a kind of rapid response pool back then. Deployed on –’ Ruis shrugged – ‘well, you know.’

Chips understood. Agent Costas meant the kind of jobs that didn’t get spoken about. Black ops. Wet squads. Off-the-book assassinations. ‘Coffee’s good,’ he said, picking up his skinny cap, eager to move the conversation on.

‘Yeah it is.’ Ruis took a hit of his. ‘You looked kind of gray back there. For a desk-jockey, I thought you did good.’

‘Thanks.’ Chips felt his face redden. ‘I don’t normally venture out in the field. You know, when I came round the corner into the yard and saw that “thing” dangling there, my heart was in my mouth.’
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