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Full-length Blurb:
We know serial killers exist. We don’t want to believe they’re in our own backyard.
Rookie FBI Agent Brandon Fisher and his team head to nearby Prince William County, Virginia, when a woman’s recent disappearance sheds light on thirty other women who have gone missing in the area over the last six years. 
Brandon is determined to find the connection—if any—between the cases and prove himself a good agent. He even has high hopes of bringing some of the women home alive, but his new boss seems to have made it his mission to antagonize him. Brandon’s not about to let his temper make him lose the career he’s worked so hard for, but will he be able to bite his tongue and get the job done? The pressure only continues to mount when some of the women turn up dead and the investigation takes one dark turn after another. 
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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 Silent Graves (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
Prince William County, Virginia

September

HE HAD PROMISED HER A time she’d never forget. It was why she sacrificed comfort and drove in her stuffy BMW into the countryside. The weather had such nerve to reach record heat waves in September. It scorched as if it were the middle of summer.
She glimpsed in the rearview mirror, angling it to better see her reflection.
“A woman has been reported missing…”
Those few words from the radio made it through to her ears. That was top news? Surely, there was a murder, or a stock market drop to report.
“…it’s suspected that she may be the victim of foul play. Police are urging women of the Washington, DC area to be careful.”
She laughed. Be careful. 
A song came on, one she didn’t care for, and she commanded the radio off.
She had never been where he had directed her to go, but she was excited to see this Wooded Retreat. Usually, they’d meet up at her house or the Marriott, but he had wanted today to be special—personal.
She had long given up on feeling guilty about her marriage. Her husband was too busy with his prestigious law firm in central Washington. Really, it was his work that killed their marriage—his love for revenue his priority. 
Her focus returned to the road and where she was headed. She wasn’t used to the country with all its color. She was accustomed to the shades of gray that were intrinsic to life in the city. Maybe there was something to be said for the simple things. She lowered the window and breathed deeply, ready to give the rustic experience a chance.
The air was fresh, despite the humidity, carrying with it the smell of greenery—but there was something else. She inhaled deeper, coughed, and raised the window back up. Damn blasted cows that polluted nature with their stench.
Why would he think she’d be in the mood once she got there?
The thought barely formed, and she had the answer. He was a fabulous lover. Thinking of his hands caressing her skin sent shivers through her and made her lower abdomen quiver.
She turned left when she noticed the rundown diner he had mentioned to her.
The gravel crunched beneath her tires as she went from the highway’s asphalt to an unpaved surface. The strip was narrow, barely wide enough to accommodate two cars if one came in the opposite direction. She studied the edge, anticipating the need to do just that. The soft shoulder appeared unforgiving as if it would suck in her car given a chance. 
Fifteen miles.
She found it hard to believe this stretch would continue that long. Her eyes went to the woods, being cautious, watching for any deer or other animal that may decide to become a hood ornament. She checked her side mirror. All the dust being kicked up would wreak havoc on the wax job.
So much for showing up looking perfect.
She glanced in the mirror again and touched her fingertips to her forehead. She couldn’t let him see her like this.
Driving with one hand, she reached into her designer handbag on the passenger seat and pulled out her compact. She lifted the loaded brush and the air conditioning vent cascaded powder through the air. She blew to keep it from landing on her cream-colored pantsuit and began application. The scent of the powder made her sneeze. 
As she reached for control of the wheel, the case dumped on the floor, going straight through her legs, barely missing her pants. 
She slammed on the brakes. The mailbox he had told her to watch for, once a bright red, had worn from time. She almost missed the turn.
She couldn’t see the house from the road, but her heart beat rapidly now, anticipating what awaited her. 
She fished into her bag again, this time for her gloss. She smeared some on with a finger, smacked her lips, looked in the mirror, and declared herself perfect. She was ready to go to bed with her lover.
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Excerpt #2
Excerpt from chapter 2 of Silent Graves (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

I SMILED AS I ENTERED the meeting room just on time. How could one get any more punctual than that?
“You’re late, Fisher.” Jack was sitting at the table with the rest of the team. 
“It’s Pending, boss. He probably forgot to set the alarm.” Zachery lifted a steaming take-out cup to his mouth, cutting his smirk short. Whenever he could poke at my probationary period with the nickname, he would.
“He even got a wake-up call,” Jack mumbled.
“Brandon,” Paige said. Her red hair hung in loose curls, serving as a soft frame for her face, but her eyes were cool.
I took all of them in, not sure how they did it. They were there, not just on time, but early. They were all alert, despite the caffeine they clung to as if their lives depended on it.
“Sit. We don’t have all day.” Jack patted his shirt pocket where he kept his cigarettes. He had probably already smoked a few since waking up.
“Hey.” Nadia came up behind me and tapped me on the back as she walked by.
“Hey.” I took a seat.
The screen was filled with faces of various women. On the left side, was their smiling before photos. On the right, was the aftermath—their remains, part flesh, part bones.
Nadia clicked the remote she held, and the screen filled with a picture of one woman. She was beautiful, with long dark hair and brown eyes. Nothing, in particular, stood out about her. 
“Her name is Amy Rogers. Her husband is Kirk Rogers.”
“Hmm.”
I knew what Jack was thinking—money bought results. We were in the Behavioral Analysis Unit to stop serial crime, not for a single abduction. Why weren’t the police handling this case?
“He owns the communications company Trinity,” I said. 
Nadia acknowledged me with a bob of her head. “That would be correct Brandon, but the man has lawyers, and he paid people to do some snooping around. They found out that a bunch of women have gone missing in the area over the past decade. He also has a tight friendship with the chief of police down in Washington. He had him call us in.”
“So, we’re looking for Amy Rogers? No real concern for the other missing women?” I knew I was being cynical, but the power of a buck, the control and sway it held, sickened me at the best of times.
“We’re investigating this case because this is the one we’ve been assigned.” Jack intensified the reprimand with a hardened facial expression.
“I’m not saying anything contrary to that. It’s just—”
“I know what you’re saying, Brandon. We have a chance to find Amy Rogers before it is too late. To accomplish that, a good place to start is investigating the older cases,” Paige said.
I let what she said go. I didn’t need another parental surrogate on the team. I already had a father figure in Jack. I addressed Nadia. “Who were these women you had on the screen when I came in?”
“Their naked bodies were found in ditches along I-95 between Lorton and a little west of Dumfries.”
“No jewelry or anything?” Zachery asked.
“No.”
“I-95 is a major highway, but it’s not a huge stretch. What—twenty minutes,” Paige offered. “It’s likely someone from the area.”
“How many women and how long ago do these bodies date back to?” Zachery asked Nadia.
“The oldest dates back to nineteen seventy. Her name was Melanie Chase. She was discovered along I-95 near Woodbridge by the Levine family who was on a road trip. The youngest, age three, had to go to the washroom. There were no rest stops for a distance so the father pulled over for the kid to go, and they got more than a number one.”
Woodbridge? That is where I live. “How was she killed?”
“The ME ruled the cause of death as being pulmonary edema.”
“Fluid in the lungs.” Everyone gave me the once-over as if to say, yes, that would be pulmonary edema. “What about the other victims?”
“Another died of a severe stroke while yet another of a brain hemorrhage. These three old cases, the thirty missing women from Prince William County—”
“Thirty?”
Nadia nodded. “Yeah, that has our interest too, and that’s thirty missing women in the last six years. Seems Amy Rogers wasn’t the only target.”
Zachery quickly compiled the math. “On average, that’s one woman every two months.”
“Holy crap.” The words left my lips without thought, and everyone’s attention was on me again. “What more do we know?”
“These three women were married, as is Amy Rogers. None of these women had children either. All were reported by their husbands. All of them were taken from Washington or PW County. It’s too coincidental to ignore.”
“I agree,” Paige said.
Nadia turned to the screen, magnifying on their wrists and ankles. “The three women that were found all had these same markings. It appears the killer had bound them all with linked chain.”
“I see there are different nationalities among the victimology.” Zachery bobbed his head toward the screen.
“Yes, the only similarities are what I mentioned—married, no kids. Among the law enforcement community, by the time the third victim was found, he had earned the moniker The Silent Killer.”
“And here, I thought that was cancer,” I said implicating Jack’s smokes.
Nadia continued as if I hadn’t said anything. “Based on forensic evidence, these women were aware they were going to die but couldn’t do anything about it.” Nadia’s face paled and she swallowed heavily.
“Ketamine?” Zachery lifted his cup but didn’t press it to his lips.
“Actually, there wasn’t any trace of that in their systems.”
“Possibly something herbal then that would inhibit their ability to move and then leave the system quickly.”
“If they figured one person was responsible for the death of these three women, why not call in the FBI?” I asked.
“They did, but the case was never taken on. The killer went silent, no pun intended, and there didn’t seem to be any threat.”
“We’re thinking this guy’s back and could have Amy Rogers?”
“That’s exactly what we’re thinking.”
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Excerpt from chapter 3 of Silent Graves (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

“Now, you said you found a body?”
Her face paled further, eyes blank and distant. She nodded.
“This was a human body, I assume.”
Seconds had passed before she answered. “Yes.”
This would take a long time if all he received were simple answers, direct, concise, and to the point. “Continue.” His pen was poised, eager to spread some ink on the page.
“Most of her…” Shivers jerked her shoulders upward and her head twitched. “Most of her was a skeleton, but her face, her hair, it was there. And she was…gray. Is that normal?”
Excitement laced through his insides. Could this be one of the missing women? 
“Where did you find her?”
“Out back. On my property.” She gave him the full address and waited while he took down the details. “She was in the field. Just…just lying there.” She covered her mouth with a hand, lowering it a second later. “We had flooding, but it’s receded now. Do you think she came up in the river?”
It was too early to offer an opinion, and they needed men out on the scene. The longer the body remained exposed to the elements, the more contaminated it would become.
“How old do you think she was?”
She lifted her shoulder and nudged it against an ear. “Thirties. I took this. ” She pulled out a plastic sandwich bag and extended it to him. Inside was a gold band.
He wanted to scream, you touched the body, but, instead, countered with, “She was a married woman?”
Audrey nodded. 
He took the bag and pinched the ring between his fingers. Saying those words out loud caused images from the missing persons database to play through his mind as if on fast forward. 
Could it be her?
He studied the ring and got the burning sensation in his gut, the one that contracted it into an acidic raisin. “Can you excuse me for a minute?”
“Yes, of course.” Her brows sagged, and the corner of her mouth twitched as if she were confused by his rush to leave the room.
“I will be back. We need to get some officers over to your place.”
His heart beat fast, the pressure in his gut not easing up, instead, intensifying. He pulled out his cell and dialed. “Len…you’re at home…this is important. You know all those cases we’ve been talking about? How I think they’re all connected somehow? Well, now we have a body.”
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Promotional images can be found at: http://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.
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