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Full-length Blurb:
How far would you go for those who can’t defend themselves?
FBI Agent Brandon Fisher never expected he’d empathize with a serial killer.

It’s almost Christmas and with the festive season in full swing, Denver, Colorado would be an idyllic destination—if not for Detective Mack McClellan’s conviction there’s a serial killer on the loose. Brandon and his team are called in when a man’s body is found next to a dumpster and the victim shares a commonality with a few men who were reported missing. With the discovery of another body, the connection between the two dead men is confirmed and reveals the killer’s shocking motive. It’s one the FBI hasn’t seen before, and it will have Brandon and his colleagues questioning who sits on the side of justice—them or the killer they’re hunting.

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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Excerpts

Excerpt #1 (588 words)
Excerpt #2 (287 words)
Excerpt #3 (516 words)
Excerpt #1
Excerpt from the Prologue of The Defenseless (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
TWENTY-SIX YEARS AGO
He should be celebrating at home with a bottle of Cristal. Instead, he was outside of his neighbor’s house, frozen to the bone, his hands like ice. 
He hadn’t had a moment of peace and quiet all day. His project was getting further behind, the deadline ever looming, but the new resident next door gave no consideration to those around him. First it was the man’s barking dog, but when he went to complain, the sight of it whelmed up pity into his heart and fueled his rage toward its owner.
With the canine now tucked away back at his home, warm and secure, he trudged back out through the snow.
The heavy-metal music that had drowned out the howls of the animal, now vibrated the deck. 
All he needed was silence. So he could think. So he could get what he needed to get done, done.
He pounded on the door, and it sent pain flashing through his knuckles—the combination of determination and the bitter temperatures against flesh and bone.
The wind howled between the two houses, gusting up the snow into miniature funnel clouds of ice crystals. They assaulted any bare skin—his neck and face taking the brunt of it. A quiver wracked his body and prompted a deep exhalation, which created a cloud of white in the night air.
“Open the fucking door!” He pushed through the discomfort and knocked again.
Still no evidence the man was even listening. 
He surveyed, left and right, glancing over his shoulder, feeling eyes on him. Were the neighbors watching him? Did they call the cops?
The light was on in an upstairs room, but otherwise the nearby house was shrouded in darkness. The only other illumination were the streetlights that cast dull beacons amidst the blowing snow. 
He went to bang again, but his hands refused. They had seized up from the cold. He blew on them to warm them. Surely, the occupant was drunk and would awaken from his stupor to—
The door opened and with it, the music got louder.
“What the fuck do you want?” The man stood there, six feet tall, a few inches shy of his own height, and his face was unshaven. His suspicions were confirmed by the pungent smell of whiskey that flushed out of the house and exuded from the man.
But it wasn’t his neighbor’s appearance, or even the odor that burned his eyes and had his attention, it was his identity. He would never forget that face. It had scarred his childhood, and it wasn’t until this moment, until this reunion that he realized how much. Ken Bailey was the man’s name.
A warmth encased his insides and his vision grew clearer.
“Freak, what the fuck is up?” Ken went to lean against the doorframe but lost his mark and stumbled to regain his balance.
This arrogant son of a bitch didn’t recognize him. It provided him clarity—and strength. A shiver laced down his spine as he stepped inside the house.
“Hey!” Ken slammed a hand against his shoulder.
It shuffled him back a few feet, but he never lost his balance. He was sober as a priest, thanks to Ken interrupting his evening’s plans.
He pushed past Ken into the house. He shut the door behind him and stood there, facing his opponent, breathing as if he’d run a marathon. His heart beat so fast, it ached. Whatever happened next, Ken would deserve it for what he had done to her.
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Excerpt #2
Excerpt from chapter 1 of The Defenseless (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

CURRENT DAY
DECEMBER 15TH, 6 AM 
DENVER, COLORADO 
The plane touched down at Denver International Airport just after six in the morning. I was happy to have the tumultuous flight over with and thought it should have been canceled, but apparently those responsible for that sort of thing had cleared takeoff. 
Flying typically didn’t bother me, but high winds and various temperature pockets had buffeted the plane, rocking it almost like a ship at sea, only we were thirty thousand feet in the air. Land never looked so good.
Zachery slapped me on the back and had me lurching forward from the momentum. “We made it, Pending.”
Months into my probationary period but still not clear of it—something I was reminded of all the time by his beloved nickname.
Jack brushed past, leading the three of us through the airport, no doubt driven by the undying urge for a cigarette. Paige hung back, and when I turned, she pushed a rogue strand of red hair from her eyes and adjusted the position of her suitcase strap on her shoulder.
Our team with the FBI’s Behavioral Analysis Unit had been called to Colorado because some old-timer detective by the name of Mack McClellan was confident the area had a serial killer. He believed it strongly enough that we were convinced as well.
The label serial killer no longer fazed me, and it only took a few horrid cases to rub off its shock value. 
Regular people, who didn’t have to hunt down murderers, lived life as if they were merely characters fabricated for entertainment purposes. The dark truth was, conservatively, there were an estimated thirty-five to fifty serial killers in the United States at any given time. 
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Excerpt #3
Excerpt from chapter 3 of The Defenseless (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

His hands shook every time, but someone had to clean up the city. The government certainly wasn’t going to do anything about it. Those who were elected put on a show for pomp and ceremony and were all about money and fame at the end of the day. They slept in their multimillion-dollar homes and shut out the ugliness of the world around them. For appearance’s sake, they went to their charity benefits while being too lazy to deal with the issues. The promises made to those who’d voted them into office in the first place were forgotten. It was a disgusting reality that defined politics. The very men who swore to deal with issues, to rectify injustices, sat on the sidelines, more incompetent than most. 
This is why he was left to take the power into his own hands and make a difference to society. He brought justice for the Defenseless by condemning their Offender.
It was this reasoning that added justification for his actions. Everyone had a purpose. His was to speak for the victims who have no voice. He was their Advocate.
Placing Simpson’s body on display was to be a message that crimes against the Defenseless would not be tolerated, and that those who inflicted abuse upon them would be held accountable. 
This Offender, his latest captive, would take patience, but that was one thing he had developed over the years. A tempering of knowing whom to strike and when.
The Advocate watched his captive through a camera he had placed in the man’s cell. The Offender was extended the same courtesies he had provided his canine companion—a dank corner with an empty food dish and a shitty water bowl. To complete the retribution, he put a tight choker around the Offender’s neck and attached it to a short chain. 
For hours, the man had protested his captivity, but now his cries for help had lost conviction. What were once high-pitched screams had dulled to mumbled pleas. Despair and hopelessness were taking over, and that thought made the Advocate smile. He was making a difference. He offered no mercy for the Offenders, as they deserved what was coming their way. The Advocate took pleasure exacting revenge and punishment on these mongrels, and it had become his driving purpose in life. It was what he was meant to do. 
He watched the Offender pull on his choker again, but his efforts would never meet with success. The collar was latched tight and secured with a tiny padlock at the base of his neck.
“Aw, is it getting a little harder to breathe?” the Advocate said to himself. Laughter had his eyes pinching shut and tears seeping from the corners.
The man also kept trying to reach the bench in his cell to sit down, but the length of the chain had been adjusted so there was no possibility of that happening. He would stand or hang himself. 
Still, the Advocate experienced no remorse. The Offender should have thought about the consequences of his actions before he had hurt one of the Defenseless.
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Promotional Images

Promotional images can be found at: http://carolynarnold.net/bf-blogger-download-center/.
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Author Bio

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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Pictures of the author can be found here: http://carolynarnold.net/media/
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