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Full-length Blurb:
Eleven Rooms. Ten Bodies. One Empty Grave.
 

In this international bestseller, rookie FBI Agent Brandon Fisher takes on his first case with the Behavioral Analysis Unit, but will he survive long enough to catch the killer? Eleven is a fast-paced, spine-tingling thriller that will have you gasping for breath at every twist…  
 

When Brandon Fisher joined the FBI Behavioral Analysis Unit, he knew he’d come up against psychopaths, sociopaths, pathological liars, and more. But when his first case takes him and the team to Salt Lick, Kentucky, to hunt down a ritualistic serial killer, he learns what nightmares are truly made of.

 

Beneath a residential property, local law enforcement discovered an underground bunker with circular graves that house the remains of ten victims. But that’s not all: there’s an empty eleventh grave, just waiting for a corpse. The killing clearly hasn’t come to an end yet, and with the property owner already behind bars, Brandon is certain there’s an apprentice who roams free.

As the FBI follows the evidence across the United States, Brandon starts to struggle with the deranged nature of his job description. And if the case itself isn’t going to be enough to push Brandon over the edge, he’s working in the shadow of Supervisory Special Agent Jack Harper, who expects nothing short of perfection from his team. To make matters even worse, it seems Brandon has become the target of a psychotic serial killer who wants to make him—or his wife—victim number eleven.
Major Retailer Links & Goodreads:
Amazon 

Barnes & Noble
Apple iBooks
Kobo
Google 

Goodreads
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Series Information
What to expect from the Brandon Fisher FBI series:
Profilers. Serial killers. The hunt is on. Do serial killers and the FBI fascinate you? Do you like getting inside the minds of killers, love being creeped out, sleeping with your eyes open, and feeling like you’re involved in murder investigations? Then join FBI agent and profiler Brandon Fisher and his team with the Behavioral Analysis Unit in their hunt for serial killers.

This is the perfect book series for fans of JT Ellison, Catherine Coulter, Allison Brennan, and Blake Pierce. This series is also bound to entertain those who enjoy Criminal Minds, NCIS, Silence of the Lambs, Seven, Dexter, Luther, and True Crime.
Read in any order or follow the series from the beginning. 
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Excerpt #1
Excerpt from chapter 1 of Eleven (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
Nothing in the twenty weeks at Quantico had prepared me for this.
A crime scene investigator, who had identified himself as Earl Royster when we’d first arrived, addressed my boss, FBI Supervisory Special Agent Jack Harper, “All of the victims were buried—” He held up a finger, his eyes squeezed shut, and he sneezed. “Sorry ’bout that. My allergies don’t like it down here. They were all buried the same way.”
This was my first case with the FBI Behavioral Analysis Unit, and it had brought me and the three other members of my team to Salt Lick, Kentucky. The discovery was made this morning, and we were briefed and flown in from Quantico to the Louisville field office where we picked up a couple of SUVs. We drove from there and arrived in Salt Lick at about four in the afternoon.
We were in an underground bunker illuminated by portable lights brought in by the local investigative team. The space was eleven feet beneath the cellar of a house that was the size of a mobile trailer. We stood in a central hub from which four tunnels spread out like a root system. The space was fifteen feet by seven and a half feet and six and a half feet tall.
The walls were packed dirt, and an electrical cord ran along the ceiling and down the tunnels with pigtail light fixtures dangling every few feet. The bulbs dangled down, cutting into the tunnels’ height by eight inches. 
I pulled on my shirt collar wishing for a smaller frame than my six foot two inches. As it was, the three of us could have reached out and touched each other if we were so inclined. The tunnels were even narrower at three feet wide.
“It’s believed each victim had the same cuts inflicted,” Royster began, “although most of the remains are skeletal, so it’s not as easy to know for sure, but based on burial method alone, this guy obviously adhered to some sort of ritual. The most recent victim is only a few years old and was preserved by the soil. The oldest remains are estimated to date back twenty-five to thirty years. Bingham moved in twenty-six years ago.”
Lance Bingham was the property owner, age sixty-two, and was currently serving three to five years in a correctional facility for killing two cows and assaulting a neighbor. If he had moved in twenty-six years ago, that would put Bingham at thirty-six years old at the time. The statistical age for a serial killer to start out is early to mid-thirties.
The CSI continued to relay more information about how the tunnels branched out in various directions, likely extending beneath a neighboring cornfield, and the ends came to bulbous tips, like subterranean cul-de-sacs.
“There are eleven rooms and only ten bodies,” Jack summarized with impatience and pulled a cigarette out of a shirt pocket. He didn’t light up, but his mouth was clamped down on it as if it were a lifeline.
Royster’s gaze went from the cigarette to Jack’s eyes. “Yes. There’s one tunnel that leads to a dead end, and there’s one empty grave.”
Jack turned to me. “What do you make of it?” he asked, the cigarette bobbing on his lips as he spoke.
Everyone looked at me expectantly. “Of the empty grave?” I squeaked out.
Jack squinted and removed the cigarette from his mouth. “That and the latest victim.”
“Well…” My collar felt tighter, and I cleared my throat, then continued. “Bingham had been in prison for the last three years. The elaborate tunnel system he had going would have taken years to plan and dig, and it would have taken a lot of strength. My guess would be that Bingham wasn’t working alone. He had help and, after he went to prison, someone followed in his footsteps.”
Jack perched the unlit smoke back between his lips. “Hmm.”
I wasn’t sure how to read Hmm, but the way his gaze scrutinized me, I was thinking he wasn’t necessarily impressed.
“Anyway, you’ll want to see it for yourself.” Royster gestured down one of the tunnels and took a step toward it. “I know I haven’t seen anything like—” Royster didn’t catch his sneeze in time, and snot sprayed through the air.
Ick. I stepped back.
More sniffles. “Again, sorry ’bout that. Anyway, this way.”
Jack motioned for me to follow behind Royster, ahead of him.
I took a deep breath, anticipating the tight quarters of the tunnel.
Sweat dripped down my back, and I pulled on my collar again.
“Go ahead, Kid,” Jack directed.
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Excerpt #2
Excerpt from chapter 1 of Eleven (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

Both Jack and the CSI were watching me.
The CSI said, “We’ll look at the most recent victim first. Now, as you know, the victims alternated male and female. The tenth victim was female so we believe the next is going to be—”
“Let me guess, male,” Jack interrupted him.
“Yeah.” Royster took off down the third tunnel that fed off from the bottom right of the hub.
I followed behind him, tracing the walls with my hands. My heart palpitated. I ducked to miss the bulbs just as I knew I’d have to and worked at focusing on the positive. Above ground, the humidity sucked air from the lungs; in the tunnels, the air was cool but still suffocating.
I counted my paces—five, six. The further we went, the heavier my chest became, making the next breath less taken for granted. 
Despite my extreme discomfort, this was my first case, and I had to be strong. The rumor was you either survived Jack and the two years of probationary service and became a certified special agent or your next job would be security detail at a mall.
Five more paces and we entered an offshoot from the main tunnel. According to Royster, three burial chambers were in this tunnel. He described these as branches on a tree. Each branch came off the main trunk for the length of about ten feet and ended in a circular space of about eleven feet in diameter. The idea of more space seemed welcoming until we reached it.
A circular grave took up most of the space and was a couple of feet deep. Chicken wire rimmed the grave to help it retain its shape. With her wrists and ankles tied to metal stakes, her arms and legs formed the human equivalent of a star. As her body had dried from decomposition, the constraints had kept her positioned in the manner the killer had intended.
“And what made them dig?” Jack asked the CSI.
Jack was searching for specifics. We knew Bingham had entrusted his financials to his sister, but when she passed away a year ago, the back taxes had built up, and the county had come to reclaim the property. 
Royster answered, “X marked the spot.” Neither Jack nor I displayed any amusement. The CSI continued. “He etched into the dirt, probably with a stick.”
“Why assume a stick?” Jack asked the question, and it resulted in an awkward silence.
My eyes settled on the body of the female who was estimated to be in her early twenties. It’s not that I had an aversion to a dead body but looking at her made my stomach toss. She still had flesh on her bones. As the CSI had said, Preserved by the soil.
Her torso had eleven incisions. They were marked in the linear way to keep count. Two sets of four vertical cuts with one diagonal slash through each of them. The eleventh cut was the largest and was above the belly button.
“You realize the number eleven is believed to be a sign of purity?” Zach’s voice seemed to strike me from thin air, and my chest compressed further, knowing another person was going to share the limited space.
Zachery Miles was a member of our team, but unlike Jack’s reputation, Zach’s hadn’t preceded him. Any information I had, I’d gathered from his file that showed a flawless service record and the IQ of a genius. It also disclosed that he was thirty-seven, eight years older than I was.
Jack stuck the cigarette he had been sucking on back into his shirt pocket. “Purity, huh?”
I looked down at the body of the woman in the shallow grave beside me. Nothing seemed too pure about any of this.
“I’m going to go,” Royster excused himself.
“That’s if you really dig into the numerology and spiritualistic meaning of the number,” Zachery said, disregarding the CSI entirely.
Jack stretched his neck side to side and looked at me. “I hate it when he gets into that shit.” He pointed a bony index finger at me. “Don’t let me catch you talking about it either.”
I just nodded. I felt I had just been admonished as if I were his child—not that he needed to zero in on me like that. Sure, I believed in the existence of God and angels, despite the evil in the world, but I didn’t have any avid interest in the unseen. 
Zachery continued, “The primary understanding is the number one is that of new beginnings and purity. This is emphasized with the existence of two ones.”
My eyes scanned Zachery’s face. While his intelligence scoring revealed a genius, physically, he was of average looks. If anything, he was slightly taller than Jack and I, probably coming in at about six foot four. His hair was dark and trimmed short. He had a high brow line and brown eyes.
“Zachery here reads something once—” Jack tapped his head “—it’s there.”
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Excerpt #3
Excerpt from chapter 3 of Eleven (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

Hogan’s Alley, originally named after a comic strip from the late 1800s, is a mock town used by the FBI in Quantico, Virginia as a training ground for future special agents. Placed on ten plus acres, the government built it with the aid of Hollywood set designers. The fact that Jack mentioned it by comparison silenced me.
I locked eyes with him before studying the size of the hole. It was just large enough for the freezer to fit through if turned.
“This guy did a lot of planning,” Paige said. She moved closer to the tunnel entrance. “He definitely didn’t want to get caught and probably never thought he would. That could be the elevated thinking of a narcissist.”
Jack watched her speak, and something about the way his eyes fell, tracking to her lips, made me wonder about the nature of their relationship.
“Well, I’d definitely peg him as a psychotic, too. Narcissists usually only kill if it’s the result of a personal affront, but this man gutted his victims and ground their intestines. Who knows if he ate them!” A visible shiver ran through Paige, and for some reason gauging her reaction intensified the severity of the situation.
Up until now, the training had taken over. I had cataloged the victims as fictional, not once living and breathing individuals. With the snap back to reality, I became aware of the presence of death and the way it hung in the air like a suffocating blanket. My stomach tightened, and I felt sick.
“Question is,” Zachery began, “did these people threaten him in some way? Were they random, or were these planned kills? The patience he seemed to execute with the cutting and burial indicates he was very organized. I’d almost lean to believe that they were planned, not random.”
“It could be that they reminded him of one person who wronged him. That’s not uncommon,” Paige offered.
I was frozen in place, unable to move and incapable of thinking clearly.
The CSI hunched over and shone a flashlight into the opening. “It spreads out after a few feet. It almost looks as high as it does in here.”
“I want to know what happened to the intestines,” Jack stated matter-of-factly. “Slingshot, any ideas?”
“The guy knew he was going to prison and had them cleaned up?”
“But why?”
I wanted to say, What do you mean, why? I thought the answer was obvious, the question rhetorical, but I focused on Jack’s two words. There was little risk that this room would be discovered even if the bodies were, and if the bodies were, what was a little ground-up human intestine? Another toss of my stomach brought bile into the back of my throat. “I’m not sure.”
An ominous silence enveloped the room as if we were all absorbed in contemplating our mortality. The human reaction to death and uncertainty, of wanting to know but not wanting the answers, of sympathy for those lost yet relief that it wasn’t us.
The CSI made his way through the opening. His flashlight cast more light in the dimly lit space. I followed and heard the rest of the team shuffle in behind me.
After a few feet, I could stand to full height.
The CSI looked up at the lit bulb. “The guy thought of everything.”
The electricity that had been run down here was basic and minimal. A band of wire ran from the meat room to here, but it wasn’t so much the wiring that garnered my attention.
To the side of the room, there was a stretcher with metal straps and stirrups. Beside it was a stainless steel tray with a single knife lying on it. Just as with the table and meat grinder, light reflected off it. A roll of plastic sheeting stood vertically beside the bed.
“This just keeps getting creepier.” Paige took up position beside me.
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Promotional images can be found at: https://carolynarnold.net/bf-blogger-download-center/.
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CAROLYN ARNOLD is an international bestselling and award-winning author, as well as a speaker, teacher, and inspirational mentor. She has four continuing fiction series—Detective Madison Knight, Brandon Fisher FBI, McKinley Mysteries, and Matthew Connor Adventures—and has written nearly thirty books. Her genre diversity offers her readers everything from cozy to hard-boiled mysteries, and thrillers to action adventures.

Both her female detective and FBI profiler series have been praised by those in law enforcement as being accurate and entertaining, leading her to adopt the trademark: POLICE PROCEDURALS RESPECTED BY LAW ENFORCEMENT™.

Carolyn was born in a small town and enjoys spending time outdoors, but she also loves the lights of a big city. Grounded by her roots and lifted by her dreams, her overactive imagination insists that she tell her stories. Her intention is to touch the hearts of millions with her books, to entertain, inspire, and empower.

She currently lives in London, Ontario with her husband and beagles and is a member of Crime Writers of Canada and Sisters in Crime.

Connect with CAROLYN ARNOLD Online:

Website - http://carolynarnold.net/ 

Twitter - https://twitter.com/Carolyn_Arnold 

Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/AuthorCarolynArnold 

And don’t forget to sign up for her newsletter for up-to-date information on release and special offers at http://carolynarnold.net/newsletters. 
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