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Full-length Blurb:
Drinking and driving may be deadly in more ways than one…
 

FBI Special Agent Brandon Fisher and his team join forces with Miami PD Detective Kelly Marsh to find a missing woman Kelly believes was taken by a serial killer. 

 

From their first meeting, Brandon sees the detective as competition, and this isn’t helped by the personal history she shares with his boss. Brandon sees the similarities between Detective Marsh’s missing person case and the two cold cases: all three victims served time for vehicular homicide while driving under the influence and disappeared three days after being released from prison—but is that enough to assume the woman has been abducted by a serial killer? Brandon’s not so sure and fears his boss may have let his personal connection to Marsh cloud his judgment. Surely there isn’t any other explanation for why they jumped into an investigation less than twenty-four hours after the missing persons report was filed. Then again, maybe Brandon is letting his own differences with the detective affect his perspective. If he can’t pull himself together, the missing woman may pay with her life—and one of the team may not make it out of Miami alive.
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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 the Prologue of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)

THREE YEARS AGO

MIAMI-DADE COUNTY

“Op-Ed columnist Pamela Moore passed away today after a violent home invasion left her for dead. Pamela was…”

The reporter droned on, sensationalizing Pamela’s redeemable qualities while shoving all her faults, misgivings, and mistakes into a closet of obscurity. But it was a fine representation of Pamela’s real life: she had spun perspectives to make a headline. More than that, she had been so obtuse that she had painted his family as idyllic. 

She knew nothing!

His heart was thumping in his ears, his mind replaying the reporter’s words: left her for dead. 

As if he’d done that on purpose. He would’ve preferred she’d died right away. 

He clenched his fists and focused on his breathing, on slowing his heart rate. Sometimes he wondered why he put himself through watching the video over and over. The incident had taken place just over three years ago.

Still, he settled into his chair to journey back in time. To listen to what the newspeople had said about his victim, her masked assailant, and what had looked like a home invasion gone horribly wrong. It reminded him of what he’d done right and where he’d failed. 

Pamela’s fiancé came on the screen. He was the picture of calm put-togetherness in his pressed suit, standing in front of the camera with a microphone to his lips. He, too, was singing her praises and calling for justice.

But poor Pamela. There would be no justice for her. Her case was as cold now as her body in the ground. 

He focused on the TV again and listened.

“Sadly, police have no suspects at this time but say the man who did this is considered to be especially dangerous. They don’t believe that robbery was the motive, and they warn women to remain vigilant.”

Her confirmed death and the reporter calling him especially dangerous were takeaways he rather enjoyed. He leaned forward, a smile playing on his lips as he stopped the recording and rewound the VHS tape. He was determined to dwell on the good that came with the botched murder of Pamela. He’d learned from his mistakes and his second murder had gone much better. While they say practice makes perfect, he didn’t greedily indulge. No, he only took out those he deemed worthy of his attention. It was enough to quiet the darkness inside him. But there were times that the burning need to take a life was all-consuming. He called that side of him the Night. 

It was an authentic part of himself, having lingered in the background for some time, calling out to him, taunting him to listen to its petitions. And now, as a man of thirty-seven, he was no longer afraid or leery of this facet of himself. He entertained the blood-filled fantasies of the Night when it was prudent, and no more would he be robbed of the fulfillment that came with taking someone’s last breath. His preferred killing method assured that now. 

The VCR whined down to a thunk. He got up from his recliner and ejected the tape. He returned it to its cardboard sleeve and put it back under a floorboard near the TV set. It was safe there. 

He laced up his boots and headed out to the shed—where he was holding his latest victim. The Night purred within him, yearning to be satisfied. His heartbeat pulsed beneath his skin, anticipating what was to come.
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Excerpt from the Prologue of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
“We’ll start on the count of three,” he said in a singsong voice. The Night pulsed beneath his skin with a heartbeat of its own.

“No, no, please!” the woman screamed.

It pierced his ears, but he smiled, moving into position next to her. “One…” He reached out for the chain that suspended the blade. “T—” His phone rang. His body quaked, the tremors of the Night snaking through him.

He grabbed a roll of duct tape from a nearby utility shelf and slapped a piece across her mouth. He normally didn’t have to worry about their screams out there, but he wanted to answer this call. The ringtone told him it was his girlfriend, Roxanne. She fit into his life plan—at least for now—and he didn’t want to mess things up with her.

He kept his eyes on the woman as he answered his phone. “Hey, sweetie.”

He listened as his girlfriend prattled on about their plans for the following evening—dinner, then a movie. Nothing new there. She said maybe dancing afterward, but they’d never make it to a club. She’d be ready for bed by ten, and he’d tuck her in. She was as predictable as drying paint and about as exciting. But she played along with his sexual fantasies without contention, and she’d do anything to make him happy.

“You’ll pick me up? My place at six o’clock?” she asked.

“I can do that. I’m looking forward to spending some time with you.” 

“Love you,” Roxanne told him.

“Love you, too.” He hung up, smiling, and let the expression carry for his victim to see. He set up his cell phone to record again and walked toward the woman. “Let’s pick up where we left off, shall we?”

She was screaming behind the tape and bucking her head wildly. She was clearly trying to slide back, as if she could worm her way out of the guillotine.

Yes, fight. It makes it so much more fun…

“One,” he roared above her. “Two…” He wound the chain around his fingers. With a flick of his wrist, he released it. “Three.”
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Excerpt from Chapter 1 of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
I ran from my house—straight out into the dark morning, the pouring rain, and a puddle a few inches deep.

My socks were still soaking wet as I stood under the hangar looking out at the government jet on the tarmac. Its door was open. That was the good news. The bad news was that I was late, and Jack had very little tolerance for tardiness.

Fat drops of water bounced off the pavement a good four to six inches and pounded the metal roof overhead as if we were under fire. Given the whole “April showers bring May flowers” adage, the city should be blooming beautifully by next month. Not that that helped me right now.

It was a good fifty yards to the plane, and looking up at the black sky, I didn’t see a break coming soon. But the longer I took, the later I’d be, and the more furious Jack would become. 

I took a deep breath. Here goes nothing…
I put my go bag over my head and ran out from the hangar. Pellets of rain hit my skin like shards of ice, but I kept pushing forward, comforted by thoughts of the dark roast coffee they’d have on the plane. I ran up the stairs and boarded the plane, mentally savoring the robust flavor while bracing for a verbal lashing. 

Jack was standing next to the coffee maker, which was near the main cabin doorway, and my colleague—and ex—Paige Dawson was seated at one of the tables, sipping from a cup.

Paige was just another example of the universe’s warped sense of humor. Of all the beds I could have fallen into, it had to be hers. And then I found myself on her team with the BAU a couple of years later. Nothing like being in a pressurized cabin with an ex-lover. At least we were amicable—for the most part. We’d be far more than that, truth be told, but the Bureau wasn’t a fan of mixing business with pleasure, and Jack would have no problem enforcing the policy. He wasn’t a fan of emotions in the first place, and his people needed to walk a fine line between intuition and emotionally charged observations.

I understood where the man was coming from, though I constantly struggled to meet his standards. He’d served in the military before the BAU, and then a divorce saw his ex getting custody of their son. His tough-guy persona wasn’t for show; it was him. And his salt-and-pepper hair distinguished him as a man of the world.

“You’re late.” Jack looked right through me.

“There was traffic and—”

“Both of you are late.” Jack’s gaze went past me, and I turned to see Zach Miles, the fourth member of our team.

I beat him here? Maybe this day had a silver lining after all. 

“I’m sorry, Jack.” Zach brushed past me, and I took that as my cue to get that first cup of coffee.

I dropped my bag on the floor and rummaged in the drawer for a pod of dark roast. There was only light. I picked one anyhow.

So much for my day looking up.
I held the pod, staring at it, as if by doing so, it would change the flavor. But there would be no point in complaining. As the machine gurgled to life and sputtered out the brew, I expected to hear Jack’s voice over it all, laying into me and Zach for being late. But no one was speaking. If it had just been me who was late, I’d still be getting an earful from Jack and being teased by Zach. I know that for a fact because I’d been in that situation more than once.

I grabbed my coffee and joined the rest of the team at a table. Jack gestured a go-ahead to one of the crewmembers, and they closed the cabin door. 

Jack tossed three folders onto the table, one in front of each of us, and held on to a fourth for himself. “We’ve been called by Miami PD to look into the case of a missing woman.”

My mind froze on Miami. I grew up in Sarasota, about 230 miles from Miami, but I considered the whole of Florida my old stomping ground. 

“Miami?” It felt like my collar was tightening around my neck.

Jack narrowed his gaze on me. “Yes. Is there a problem?”

“No.” Only that if my parents find out how close I am to them, they’ll want a visit. 

It wasn’t that I had a bad relationship with them, but my pops and I never quite saw eye to eye. No matter what I accomplished in my life, he wasn’t impressed. He didn’t even seem proud.

The plane started moving, and I looked out the window beside me to the hangar, longing to return there. I’d at least still be in Virginia, a suitable distance from Pops, a long way from Florida, and— 

“Wait, you said Miami?” I asked, an idea sparking in my mind.

Jack pursed his lips. “I think that’s clear by now.”

“There’s an FBI field office right there,” I said, sitting up and stretching out my neck. “Why aren’t they—”

“We’ve been specifically asked for,” Jack cut in. “Now is there anything else or can I continue?”

“There’s nothing else,” I said, apologetic and remorseful, not sure why I was provoking the man.

“There’s reason to believe that a serial killer has abducted the woman.” Jack tilted his head to the case files in front of us as the plane rocked violently, speeding down the runway. “Look it over and we’ll discuss. We’ve got a meeting with the locals when we land.”

I opened the file and immediately wished I hadn’t. The pictures on top were of two decapitated heads. Today was about to get a whole lot worse.
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Excerpt from Chapter 3 of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
The coffee in my gut was a churning, acidic whirlpool. The victims had been alive when their heads were severed. Now give me bloody murder scenes any day of the week. But decapitations? No thank you. Maybe it all started with that “neck bone connected to the head bone” song as a kid? Even kids know a head should always be attached to the body! I ran a hand through my hair, basking in the fact that my head was still there.
My repulsion wasn’t because I was still wet behind the ears. I’d seen my fair share of serial killers’ handiwork since I’d come on board with the BAU about three years ago: Some who tortured, some who raped, some who mutilated bodies. Even one who wore his victims’ skin, but the latter desecration had been done postmortem.

And here I was, not even in Florida yet, and my pops’s voice was in my mind. He’d have no sympathy for what I faced every day on this job. He’d never been a fan of the BAU; he would have been happier if I’d enrolled and served in the Navy as he had. To him, serving God and Country was more in line with patriotic duty. That was all fine and good, and I had no doubt it was because of him that I’d hoped for an assignment in counterterrorism when I finished at Quantico. But that wasn’t meant to be. And I’d adjusted. The work I did with the Bureau made a difference regardless of Pops’s opinion. We brought closure to devastated loved ones, got justice for innocent victims, and on the best days, even saved lives.

My gaze fell to a photo of Jenna Kelter, and I stared into her eyes. She was the image of a thirtysomething girl next door. She was a brunette with hazel eyes and a cute smile. We needed to save her, and the fastest path there was to figure out what sort of killer we were dealing with. I considered this killer’s actions thus far and drew a preliminary conclusion. “Our unsub is intelligent, organized, yet adaptive,” I posited. “They have the patience to wait until circumstances fit their needs.”

Paige nodded. “That could also indicate they’d watched their targets beforehand.”

“Even if they were familiar with all the victims’ routines before prison, what’s to say their schedules resumed that within three days of release,” I opined.

“Well, they obviously knew where to strike to get them alone. None of the families or their friends saw the abductions.” Paige pressed her lips, a little smugness coming from her.

I flipped through the pages, looking for details on their bail hearings. “I’m assuming Kelter got out on bail?” I’d read enough of the file to know that she didn’t have any prior DUI offenses, so the bail amount would likely have been set low.

“She did. And her trial came quickly because she didn’t dispute the charges,” Zach said. “According to the file, she’d expressed remorse.” 
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Excerpt from Chapter 5 of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
“Jack.” Detective Marsh turned around. She was grinning. And she was a looker. Her brown, blown-out hair fell a few inches past her shoulders, and she was probably about five-and-a-half feet tall. She had a runner’s body, almond-shaped eyes, rosebud lips, and a sun-kissed complexion.

She looked from Jack to the rest of us. “This must be your team.”

Jack smiled at Marsh like a proud father. “It is.” He gestured for us to introduce ourselves. 

“Special Agent Brandon Fisher,” I said, holding out a hand to her. She had a solid grip and wore fluorescent-green nail polish. Her eyes met mine, and hers lit. Who said brains and brawn couldn’t coexist? I pegged Marsh as a powerhouse. 

She made the rounds with Paige and Zach, then returned to Jack.

“I heard about your mother,” Marsh said. “I’m sorry I couldn’t make it up for the funeral.”

Jack held up a hand. “Not necessary. We all have jobs to do.” He paused. “So why don’t you tell us what you can about Kelter?”

She nodded. “Her husband reported her…”

I was aware that Marsh continued to talk, but I was stuck on the fact that she and Jack obviously shared a history. For a man who would have us believe he didn’t have a personal life, evidence to the contrary stood in front of us. Marsh’s instant reaction to his presence alone should have told me that much. A large grin? Jack rarely initiated those from anyone. 
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Excerpt from Chapter 5 of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
All this loss… My gaze sweeping across the board. It was hard to let go of my personal views on drunk driving completely. I felt for West and Sullivan but also had empathy for the victims killed in the car crashes West and Sullivan had caused. Their actions had stolen loved ones from friends and family. By extension, Kelter had done the same. But regardless of the heartache these three people had caused, none of them had deserved a violent end. 

The thing with Kelter, though, was that we didn’t even know for sure if she’d been taken by West and Sullivan’s killer. We had gotten here so quickly after she supposedly went missing. What’s to say she hadn’t just run off? Or who’s to say that someone else—namely Gordon Kelter—hadn’t put together the similarities and was banking on them to get away with making Jenna Kelter disappear? Sixteen million bucks in his pocket and no need to share a penny with anyone. Everyone was dismissing the possibility too easily in my opinion. The spouse is always first suspect if something happens to their mate. Whether his supposed alibis cleared him or not, I still wasn’t convinced he was innocent.

“I know we touched on it, but playing devil’s advocate,” I began, “maybe Kelter’s husband had her kidnapped or killed.” 

“As I said,” Marsh replied, “we have no reason to believe he was involved or orchestrated any of this. And why wait until now? As we’ve established, he had the money before she went to prison.” 
“And why would Mr. Kelter go to such lengths?” Paige asked. “He could just file for divorce like most people.”

“He also has no criminal record and no motive,” Marsh reminded me with a pointed look. 
“You mean, besides the millions he won in the lottery that he might have wanted to keep to himself.” When something got in my head, it could be a little hard to shake it. Maybe I was a little antagonistic and hardheaded, but those characteristics also had their benefits in my line of work. “Paige, you can’t be naive enough to just dismiss the possibility. People have killed their spouses to get out of marriages before.”

“I also said that his alibis clear him,” Marsh countered.

“I remember, but—”

Jack gave me a mild glare. “At this point, we just need to find Kelter. The who, the why, and the how of it, we’ll figure out as we go.” Jack’s voice had an edge to it, but he clearly had a soft spot for Detective Marsh. 
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Excerpt from Chapter 8 of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
Hope was a double-edged sword. It could empower and destroy. In some ways, hope was worse than closure. Especially when bad news came on the tail end of sparked optimism. 

Zach hoped that his and Paige’s assurances wouldn’t serve as harbingers of such destruction to Gordon Kelter, but staying positive would be necessary, even if statistics pointed out that the odds weren’t good for Jenna Kelter returning home safely. 

The Kelters’ bungalow was bright yellow and terracotta orange. They walked along the concrete path leading to the front door. It was patterned to look like square tiles. The whole place certainly looked low-end except for the beaming silver Mercedes in the driveway. Paige pointed to it.

“If it weren’t for the car, I would have guessed Gordon blew his lottery winnings,” she said. “Then again, maybe that represents what’s left. Personally, I’d be running from this neighborhood and settling into a house with an ocean view.” She stretched out her hands. “The Biscayne Bay out my back door. Ahh, that’d be the life.”

Zach smiled at her. “Not sure how far sixteen mil gets you in this city, but it should definitely get them out of this zip code. Maybe he’s been waiting for his wife to get out of prison.”

“Patient man, if that’s the case.” A mild breeze blew a wisp of her red hair across her face, and she swiped it away before she stepped up onto the front landing. It had an overhang but there was only room for one of them to stand under it. Zach remained on the staircase. Paige knocked, and they waited. 

Gordon answered the door, his gaze sweeping over them. “FBI?”

Zach nodded, and Gordon stepped back to let them enter. The place felt cramped between the bold choice of red-painted walls and oversized furniture. 

Zach wiped his shoes on the mat. “Mr. Kelter—”

“Gordon is just fine,” he quickly corrected.

Cool, calm, and casual, like his wardrobe: He wore a loose-fitting T-shirt and baggy shorts. Strange, given the circumstances: his wife missing and the FBI being in his home. In fact, there was no indication the man was stressed or upset about his wife’s disappearance at all. No worry lines creasing his brow. No rushed movements or rapid blinking. No aversion to eye contact. It was possible Brandon’s theory about the husband could hold more merit than Zach had originally thought. Then again, Gordon’s alibis had been confirmed already.

For what times, though? They didn’t know when Jenna went missing. And if Gordon was behind her disappearance, what’s to say he didn’t feed Marsh the wrong times intentionally? 

“I’m Agent Zach Miles, and this is Agent Paige Dawson.”

“Here—” Gordon led them to a living room at the back of the house “—sit where you’d like.” He’d said it like there were numerous options, but there was a couch and a recliner—the latter of which he sat on. Zach and Paige took spots on the couch. 

Toward the back of the room, there was a small table being used as a desk, a computer and a monitor sitting atop it. A browser window was open and showed what looked like a menu with a background image of lobsters. Zach made a mental note of the restaurant’s name from the header of the page. Magical Bar & Grill.

Gordon shot up to his feet. “I should have offered you something to drink. Do you—”

“I’m fine, thanks.” Paige turned to Zach.

“Me too,” he said.

Gordon dropped back into his chair with a whoosh. 

“You got here quickly. I just reported her missing. Guess that’s what happens when it’s Walter’s niece who’s in trouble.” He tapped the arms of the chair. “He’s the mayor.”

Gordon’s dislike for the man was clear in his tone of voice. “We’re not here because of him. We’re here because—” 

“Walter always gets his way, and he probably only ‘cares’—” He added finger quotes, then slowly lowered his hands, Zach’s statement finally sinking in. “You’re not here because of him?” Gordon’s features darkened, and he swallowed roughly.

Zach shook his head.

“Tell me she’s going to be—” Tears filled Gordon’s eyes, and he covered his mouth, let his hand fall. “I’m trying to hold myself together. Keep my head.”

“You’re dealing with a difficult situation right now. It’s understandable for you to feel emotional,” Paige told him.

Gordon blew out a breath and nodded. He palmed his cheeks. “I thought maybe someone kidnapped her for a ransom… You know, to get to my money. But if that was the case, the cops would be here, tapping the phone line. I’ve seen those movies before.” Gordon’s shoulders lowered; he was shrinking by the second. “The FBI… You investigate…”

“We’re here to bring your wife home safely,” Paige offered up the first sprinkling of hope gingerly.

Zach looked at her, but obviously Marsh hadn’t filled Gordon in on her suspicions about Jenna being abducted by a serial killer. Though it was probably for the best at the onset of an investigation like this. 
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Excerpt from Chapter 13 of On the Count of Three (Brandon Fisher FBI series)
Everyone, everything had a purpose. And Roxanne served his. She was loyal—to a fault—and naive. She was exactly what he needed, and she’d do whatever he asked of her. In return, he was a doting boyfriend when it suited. To instill loyalty, one sometimes had to give to receive. And that’s what he was doing at La Casa de Jose—listening to Roxanne rant about a coworker. He couldn’t help it if his mind wandered, though. He hated leaving his latest victim unattended, but sometimes exceptions needed to be made.

She is safe and secure.

He’d repeat that mentally until it stuck and he believed it. 

Cutlery crashed to the floor. Dishes smashed. He looked over his shoulder to see a red-faced busboy scurrying to clean up the mess he’d made. An older man came out from the back, flailing his arms, talking in Spanish, and gesturing toward the front where people were waiting to be seated. 

“I suppose someone could be having a worse day than I am,” Roxanne said.

“That’s a good way of looking at it.” He turned back to face her and smiled but felt the expression crease away in increments.

Safe and secure…

He pulled out his phone and pressed the button to wake the screen, but it was black. 

“She thinks she’s God’s gift to man, too, you know? It’s like every man wants her.” Roxanne sucked back her cola through a straw. “One guy turns her down, and I have to hear all about it. How he must be out of his mind to turn ‘this’ down.” She rolled her eyes.

“Sounds like she’s out of her mind.”

“Right?” She sucked back more cola.

He held down the power button until the phone’s logo came on the screen. 

“Can’t you put that thing away?”

Red-hot lava shot through his veins. How dare she try to tell him what to do! 

But he couldn’t afford to lash out the way he wanted to. He’d only create a scene, and what worked best for him was staying under the radar. He pocketed his phone and reached for her hand. 

“When you go back after lunch, tell her you have work to do and don’t have time to listen to her problems,” he suggested. 

Ironic how he could have been giving the same advice to himself… 

“I do,” she blurted out. “But she either doesn’t listen or doesn’t care. Who knows which… But it doesn’t stop her incessant yakking.” Roxanne mimicked talking with her hand. “Oh, I’m sorry. Now I’ve been talking nonstop.” She fussed with her straw, lifting it up and down, up and down. “How’s your day going?” Roxanne’s eyes were focused on him, but she’d moved on to fidgeting with her cutlery, which was wrapped in a paper napkin. She finally ended up tearing off the paper napkin ring. 

“Hon?” she prompted when he didn’t respond.

His leg started bouncing under the table. The Night was whispering to him, demanding more attention be paid to its needs. He pressed on a smile. “My day’s been great so far. I slept in, too.”

She sighed. “I would kill to sleep in.” 

She had no idea how exhausting kidnapping and killing were. How both deserved a nice, long snooze afterward. And the last twelve hours had been exhausting… He really should drug his prey, but there was something more exciting about live bait.
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