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“Junior, Kate!” Debbie Barden yelled out as loudly as she could hoping her kids could hear her. The waves attacking the shoreline today are higher and louder than on most days. Debbie and the kids are at Bean Point beach on Anna Maria Island, a barrier island in the Gulf of Mexico just south of the Tampa Bay. “Get back from the water! Now!” Debbie has a healthy fear of riptides which are common along the shores of Anna Maria Island. When the kids are playing in the Gulf of Mexico waters Debbie has to be constantly aware of riptides. And Debbie’s fear of riptides always intensifies when the waves are as high and as strong as they are today. Debbie knows Kate and Junior will be disappointed because they can’t go in the water, especially since it’s their first day back on Anna Maria Island. 

My name is Danny Barden, and my wife, Debbie, and our kids, Kate and Junior, have a beach house on Anna Maria Island. Our beach house, which is located in the City of Anna Maria, sits on the shore of the Gulf of Mexico within walking distance to the beach on Bean Point and the Rod and Reel Pier. The kids, Debbie and I arrived on Anna Maria Island late yesterday evening, so it was too late for the kids to go to the beach. But they were up at dawn and raring to go to the beach. Before going to the beach, though, and while the kids were rushing through their breakfast, Debbie laid down her beach laws to them in her best lawyerly voice. For their part, though, Kate and Junior simply giggled with excitement, wolfed down their scrambled eggs and drank their glasses of milk as quickly as they could. 

Kate and Junior didn’t even try to contain their excitement and as stern as Debbie attempted to be, she ended up laughing with them. Debbie loves her two babies and that’s why she’s keeping them out of the water and on shore today, at least until the waves settled down. Losing one of our babies would kill both Debbie and me. While Debbie’s at the beach with the kids, I’m back at our beach house awaiting the arrival of my good friend Dennis Hickley and his family.

Dennis Hickley, his wife Julie and their two kids, Mark and Erica, are on their way from the airport to our beach house on Anna Maria Island. The schools in Michigan are out for the summer, so Dennis’ family will be spending the next three weeks on Anna Maria Island with us. Dennis’ son Mark is about five years older than our son Junior and Dennis’ daughter Kate is about four years older than our daughter Erica. Over the last seven years the kids have become close friends. My friend Dennis, unfortunately, will only be able to spend a week with us.

Dennis is an FBI agent, and he needs to be in Washington DC in a week to attend meetings. Then he needs to be back in Detroit where he’s now the Special Agent in Charge of the FBI’s Field Office for Southeast Michigan. At just past 10:00 o’clock Dennis and his family finally arrived at our beach house. After a quick greeting, Dennis and Julie drop our guest room, and Mark and Erica, who will share bedrooms with Kate and Junior, drop their luggage in the kids’ rooms. Then they all dress for their day at on Bean Point. 

As Julie, Dennis, their two kids and I are walking towards Bean Point, we see Debbie standing on the shore watching Junior and Kate who are playing in the sand and not in the water. When Debbie finally looked in our direction, she saw us and she waved, but we couldn’t wave back. That’s because Julie, Dennis and I are lugging a beach tent, chairs, and pulling couple of wheeled coolers out to the beach. Mark and Erica are out in front of us carrying kid size beach chairs and a few beach toys. When Mark and Erica see Kate and Junior, they drop what they’re carrying near Debbie, and they run at full speed to where Kate and Junior were playing.

When Dennis, Julie and I finally got to where Debbie’s waiting for us, we dropped the beach tent, the chairs, and the coolers down. Debbie greets Dennis and Julie with hugs and kisses and Julie excitedly thanks Debbie for inviting their family to our beach house once again.

“I know I’ve already told you this, Debbie, but thank you so much for inviting us to your beautiful island home-away-from-home again,” Julie tells Debbie as she’s hugging her. Like the friendship Dennis and I have, our wives are also good friends now. 

Dennis and I met when we were both Homicide Detective with the City of Detroit Police Department. Dennis was my temporary partner, and we became friends the moment we met. And the same was true for our wives. The friendship between Julie and Debbie, like the friendship between Dennis and me, was instantaneous. Dennis and his family had an open invitation to visit our beach house from the first day we bought it, and Mark and Erica love it when they visit. As the four of us are setting the beach chairs up Julie excitedly tells Debbie about planning to visit us to Anna Maria Island. 

“The kids didn’t know we were coming here until a week before school was out. We told them we hadn’t decided whether to come here or go to Disney World,” Julie told Debbie. “When we asked them where they want to go, they both excitedly told us they wanted to come here. I think you’ve spoiled them,” and Julie and Debbie both laughed. The sound of the waves attacking the shoreline was so loud that in order to have a decent conversation we almost had to scream. Unfortunately, the wind was too intense to even think about setting up the beach tent, so we had to suffer the sun. Using the coolers and the chairs we had staked out our beach area before the multitude of beachgoers would begin to arrive after the local churches let out. 

When the chairs and the coolers were all in place, Julie, Dennis, Debbie, and I sat down to relax and to watch our kids frolicking on the beach. By noon, the wind and the waves had finally settled down but not enough to let the kids go into the water. The sun was high in the sky, and the temperature was somewhere in the high eighties but thankfully we were finally able to set the beach tent up and hide from the sun. When the beach tent was set up Julie, Dennis, Debbie, and I sat under it for shade. Just after noon when we told the kids it was time for a lunch break.

“Okay, gang,” I said to the four hot kids who are all squeezed under the beach tent with the adults for shade, “lets head back to the house, shower and then head over to the Rod and Reel Pier for lunch. How does that sound?” I already knew their answers to my question. The kids love the Rod and Reel Pier and lunch at the Pier is something they look forward to when we stay at the beach house. The kids know we’ll bring them back to the beach after they eat but only when the sun isn’t so high in the sky. So, we left the beach tent and the chairs at the beach, but we took the coolers back to the beach house with us.

Leaving a beach tent and chairs on the beach was acceptable during the day but leaving anything overnight was illegal. We took the two coolers back to the house to replenish the ice and drinks for when we do get back to Bean Point later. This will be a routine we’ll do every day for the next three weeks. One of the plans Debbie and I have for the following week is to take the kids and Julie out to Myakka River State Park for a one-day outing. Debbie and I want to take them on a pontoon boat tour of the Upper Myakka River. The kids are super excited about the trip, and so are we. Unfortunately, Dennis couldn’t go because he’ll be in Washington DC for his meetings. Lunch at the Pier today is, as usual, chaotic but fun. Then, as we were eating lunch, Dennis asked me a question, and the question caught Debbie and me completely off guard.

“So, Danny, I’ve been charged with asking you this question when I see you, so please don’t shoot the messenger,” Dennis said to me with a Magic Johnson smile on his face. The first time I met Dennis he had that Magic Johnson smile on his face and that was the minute I decided I liked him. But after working with Dennis for a while, I soon realized that his smile could also be very disarming. And in this case, it is. “Are you ready to go back to work yet?” I had retired from the FBI immediately after the FBI shut down Operation The Rats Nest and that was nine years ago now, and after I inherited a considerable sum of money. 

When the FBI shut down Operation The Rats Nest I was able to access the bulk of a multi-million-dollar estate I inherited from my deceased friend Billy Bobber. When I met Billy Bobber he told me about this shadow police unit within the Detroit Police Department. And at the time, and unbeknownst to me, The FBI had opened Operation The Rats Nest to dismantle that shadow police unit. At the time I was a Homicide Detective with the Detroit Police Department, and it was during Operation The Rats Nest I became an FBI agent. I also met my wife Debbie, who was a lawyer for the Detroit Police Department, during Operation The Rats Nest. From the moment I met Debbie, The Fates decided that we should fall in love and marry, and we did.

Even before Debbie and I married, we had many discussions about starting a family. Then one day and soon after we were married Debbie came home from a doctor’s visit excited because she had a surprise for me. Her doctor had just informed her that we were pregnant, and we were ecstatic. 

When Debbie and I found out we were pregnant we began to discuss the idea of me being a stay-at-home dad, a Mr. Mom. Money, of course, was not an issue for us, thanks to Billy Bobber. And besides, I was mentally exhausted after what I went through during Operation The Rats Nest and with my ex-wife. So, we decided that I would take care of the house, oversee our investment portfolio and be a stay-at-home Mr. Mom. Debbie, in turn, chose to concentrate on her legal career. And we also decided to concentrate on having more babies. For just under ten years now that’s been our life together, although I did periodically get the itch to get back in the saddle and start catching murderers again. While Dennis’ question had been a surprise, it also was very timely. That’s because for the past year, Debbie and I have been discussing our lifestyle arrangements and the prospect of me re-entering law enforcement work.

The primary reason Debbie and I had been discussing our future home life arrangement is because Debbie’s position as an Assistant to the Attorney General for the State of Michigan was about to end. Debbie had been able to keep her position at the Attorney General s office without too much concern even with the change in the Governor’s Office after the last election. But then one day over lunch Debbie’s boss, the State’s Attorney General, told her that he would not be running for office in the upcoming election. 

Debbie knew that when the newly elected prosecutor takes over the Attorney General’s office, he or she will bring in their own people just like her boss did after he took over the office. Debbie knew there would be a brief period of transition as the Attorney General and their staff are getting up to speed, a duration of up to six months. After that, though, Debbie would be out of the job she really enjoyed. When Debbie’s boss informed her that he would not be running for reelection he also handed her a sheet of paper. 

Listed on the sheet of paper were three law firms. These three law firms, Debbie’s boss explained to her, were interested in having her come on board with a full partnership. But Debbie’s job situation was not the only reason we had been mulling over our current home life arrangement. Kate and Junior’s education is important to Debbie and me. Kate and Junior are getting older, so their schooling and their homework is becoming more intense and problematic for me. I was a great jock in high school, but at best I was a middle-of-the-road student. I found myself having to dig deep to help Kate and Junior with their homework now and that was becoming a big issue. 

Debbie and I soon came to the same realization that she, who was an A+ student during her twelve years of public schooling, should be the one to oversee Kate’s and Junior’s education at this stage of their educational development. With the issue of Debbie’s job situation and the issue of our kids’ education hanging over Debbie and me, Dennis’ question simply created the perfect storm. Dennis’ question opened a door for me to walk through and reenter the world of law enforcement. As soon as Dennis asked his question, I looked over at Debbie who was smiling. So, yes, Dennis’ question just happened to catch Debbie and me at the right moment in time, although I tempered my response for the moment.

“Now that’s an interesting question, my friend,” I told Dennis. “Why don’t we have this discussion after the kiddies are asleep.” So, at least for the moment, there was no further discussion regarding me reentering the world of law enforcement. Instead, we concentrated on finishing our lunches at the Rod and Reel Pier. The next issue, inspired by our Kate, was when we could go back to the beach. 

Later that evening after a couple of hours of sun and fun at the beach on Bean Point, everyone took a hot shower and then Julie and Debbie made a great home-cooked meal. By 9:30 the kids, who were completely exhausted, were in their beds and within a matter of minutes they were all off into dreamland. It was just past 10:00 o’clock when Julie, Dennis, Debbie, and I moved out to our screened deck which looks out over the Gulf of Mexico to relax and have a few drinks.

Two outdoor ceiling fans on the screened deck were circulating the air around us as we settled in for a quiet evening. When everyone was comfortable and had a drink in their hands I offered a toast to our friendships. With that done, I didn’t miss a beat. I had always been a straight shooter and that hadn’t changed during my retirement years. This time I’m the one to broach the subject of me going back into law enforcement work.

“Okay, FBI Special Agent in Charge Dennis Hickley,” I started out, “your question about me being ready to go back to work is both interesting and timely.” As I’m saying this to Dennis, I’m looking at Debbie who smiled and nodded her head to let me know it’s okay to tell Dennis. “Debbie and I have been doing a lot of soul searching this past year regarding our future. As you know, when a newly elected Attorney General takes over the office Debbie will lose her position there. Debbie and I have also decided that she’s better equipped to help our kids at this stage in their educational development.” I stopped to take a sip of my wine and then I continued. 

“Our kids are at a stage in their educational growth and development where they need more help with their schoolwork than I can give them. I can do onesies, twozies and threezies well. But algebra, trigonometry, calculus, and English not so much. And to be honest, I wouldn’t mind getting back into the murder detecting game again before my detecting skills are gone. So, we’ve decided that it’s her turn to be the stay-at-home mom.” I stopped to take another sip of my wine and to think for a minute before I continued.

“The way I see it, Dennis, I have several options. As you know, Ginny and her family also come to the Island to spend time with us,” I reminded Dennis. Ginny was my longtime partner when I was a Homicide Detective with the Detroit Police Department. Ginny was out on medical leave which was why Dennis became my temporary partner. After the FBI officially shut down Operation The Rats Nest, Dennis and Ginny worked together on other joint Operations between the FBI and the Detroit Police Department. While working together they became good friends. “During Ginny’s last stay with us on Anna Maria Island she had also asked me if I was ready to go back to work. So, my options are to go back with the Detroit Police Department or back with the FBI. And there’s also a couple of local options out there for me. I could always put in an application with either the Michigan State Police or the Lansing Police Department.” I took another sip of my wine before I continued.

“I’ll be honest with you, Dennis. From my perspective, going back to the Detroit Police Department isn’t a viable option for a couple of reasons. There’s the issue of my role in Operation The Rats Nest. I’d be going back with a lot of baggage related to that Operation. Then, as you know of course, Ginny is now the Homicide Division’s Captain and there’s only one slot for a Captain there. So, I’m not sure where they’d stick me, and my skill has always been solving homicide cases. The biggest drawback, though, as Debbie and I see it, would be relocating our family to Detroit. We like it here in Lansing and have no desire to relocate. And I can say with great certainty that ain’t gonna happen any time soon!” I stopped again to take a sip of my wine before I continued.

“That leaves the Michigan State Police and the Lansing Police Department as my two viable options. Both the Michigan State Police and the Lansing Police Department options have one big advantage in their favor: staying in Lansing. If I decide to leave my retirement and get back into law enforcement, staying close to my family will be primarily in my decision-making process. I haven’t approached the Michigan State Police or the Lansing Police Department yet. But if I were to approach them, me staying in Lansing would be my rock-solid stipulation.” I stopped again but I didn’t take a sip of my wine this time. Instead, I sat there thinking about my next option. When I continued, I addressed the issue of going back with the FBI.

“Dennis, since you were charged with asking me if I’m ready to go back to work by someone in the FBI, do you think they’d be willing to station me at the FBI’s Reginal Office in Lansing?” With that question, I threw the ball back into Dennis’ court. As Dennis was topping off everyone’s wine glasses he responded to my analysis of my options before he answered my question. 

“Wow! I’ve always been amazed at your ability to analyze something and break it down into bits and pieces to it,” Dennis said to me. “Danny, they didn’t say anything to me regarding where they’d station you. To tell you the truth, Danny, even if they do stationed in Lansing, there will always be some travel involved. Every once in a while I have to hop on a plane and fly off to wherever they need me to go. I know they want you back onboard for a special project, so I think they’ll be willing to let you stay in Lansing, but I can’t speak for them. Let me have that discussion with the powers to be and I’ll get back to you when I have an answer, okay.” With that said, the four of us sat out on the screened deck watching and listening to the waves as they lap onto shore. What Dennis didn’t know is that the powers to be at the FBI Office in Washington DC are more than willing to station me in Lansing. Not only that, but my reactivation papers are sitting on the desk of someone I know very well. 

My reactivation papers are sitting on the desk of Senior FBI Director Linda Gabriel. Linda had been my high school girlfriend and ten years ago she was my boss during the FBI’s Operation The Rats Nest. As the four of us are sitting on the deck enjoying the breeze blowing in from the Gulf and the stary night sky we’re totally unaware that in the morning something will happen to drag me back into the FBI and the world of homicide detection. I will sign the FBI’s reactivation papers, and the FBI will give me an office in the FBI’s Regional Office in Lansing, Michigan. My assignment will be a special assignment and will cover multiple US states. Early the next morning we were on the beach at Bean Point when everything got set into motion for me to become an FBI once again thanks to Erica, Kate, Mark, and Junior playing hide and seek amongst the sea oat covered sand dunes. 

At 7:00 the next morning the sun was just coming up over Bean Point, and the sky was just starting to turn blue. There were a few noctilucent clouds in the sky, but the heat of the rising sun was quickly dissipating them. The kids, anxious to get to the beach, were up an hour or more before the sun began to rise. To make sure their parents would wake up soon they made a lot of noise, and it worked. Soon, everyone at our beach house was up. When everyone was up and out of bed, we all enjoyed a breakfast of scrambled eggs, toast with honey and peanut butter. The kids, excited to get to the beach, ate their breakfast as quickly as they could while their parents sat there patiently enjoying their breakfast and a cup of coffee or two. 

With breakfast done, all four kids chipped in to help clean the kitchen and put it back in order. The kids were already in their swimsuits, and they waited impatiently for their parents to get ready. While Julie and Debbie were getting beach supplies together, Dennis and I headed to Bean Point with the four kids to set up the beach tent. Everyone brought their own beach chair and when Debbie and Julie came to Bean Point they brought two coolers with them using a beach cart. On this morning there’s just a gentle breeze coming off the Gulf of Mexico and the waters are calm.

The kids know they’ll eventually be free to frolic in the salty Gulf of Mexico waters because the beach waters are calm, just not too far out. The kids wear life vests when they’re in the Gulf waters even though they have all taken and passed numerous swimming lessons. That’s Debbie’s first standing rule. Debbie has three other standing rules to go along with wearing a life vest when it comes to the kids enjoying the Gulf waters. 

Debbie’s second standing rule pertained to the condition of the Gulf waters. If Debbie determines that the Gulf waters were too rough, then there would be no going into the Gulf waters. Debbie’s third rule pertains to eating: The kids must wait for at least 30 minutes after eating before going into the water. That’s really not necessary, of course. It was something Debbie’s parents made her adhere to when she was growing up and the thirty minutes always helped to settle the kids down a bit. Debbies forth standing rule was that each of our kids must have a beach buddy. So, Erica and Kate are designated beach buddies and Mark and Junior are designated beach buddies. That’s a rule when they’re at the beach and especially when they’re in the water. So, while the four kids are waiting for permission to go into the water, they’re playing hide and seek amongst the sand dunes that line the shoreline of Bean Point.

It was Mark’s, Erica’s and Kate’s turn to hide and Junior’s turn to seek. The only place to hide on Bean Point is amongst the sea oat covered sand dunes. Mark took off in one different direction while Erica and Kate took off running together in a different direction as fast as their legs could move them on the loose, powdery beach sand. Their running progress was slow as they made their way between three of the sand dunes near the walkway entrance from North Shore Drive to Bean Point. Erica, who was in front of Kate, stumbled over something laying on the sand and she fell. When Erica looked up from where she fell, she saw two mangled feet not attached to a body lying on the sand. Kate, who was standing next to Erica now, also saw the two mangled feet and both girls screamed at the same time. But no one can hear their screams over the loud squawking of the seagulls who took flight when the two girls startled them. Kate grabbed Erica by the hand to help her up and away from the two mangled feet. 

For just a split second both Kate and Erica stood there paralyzed by the sight of the two mangled feet. Then panic set in and the two girls turned and ran out from between the three sand dunes screaming and crying. The two girls ran as fast as they could on the loose, powdery beach sand to where Julie, Debbie, Dennis, and I sat relaxing under the beach tent. Because of the squawking of a flock of seagulls, we didn’t hear the girls screaming until the two girls got close to the beach tent.

Kate and Erica were out of breath from running by the time they got to the beach tent so they could hardly get a word out that their parents could understand. Dennis finally told Erica to calm down and speak slowly. When Erica was finally as calm as she could be, she told her father about the two feet lying on the sand by the sand dunes. At first, Dennis and I thought the two girls were trying to play some type of prank on us. That all changed when both Kate and Erica broke into tears, fell onto their mother’s laps and held onto their mothers for dear life. That’s when Dennis and I looked at each other and we were out of our beach chairs in a flash. 

Dennis told Erica to take us to where they saw the two feet. So, Erica reluctantly let go of her mother and she led Dennis and me to the three sand dunes where they saw the two feet. When Erica had Dennis and me close to the three sand dunes, she pointed and then she ran back to the beach tent. As Dennis and I walked between three sand dunes, the seagulls took flight again and they began squawking loudly. That’s when Dennis and I saw the two severed and mangled human feet laying on the sand.

Dennis and I knew instantly that we were looking at two human feet laying on the sand and not something off of a mannequin left there as a prank. The seagulls had already done an excellent job of stripping most of the skin, flesh, and muscle from the two feet, so it wasn’t a pretty sight. But given our professional backgrounds, both Dennis and I have seen worse. And given our professional backgrounds, we knew we needed to secure and protect the delicate crime scene. I went back to the beach tent while Dennis stayed to keep the seagulls away from the two severed feet and what was now a crime scene. We wanted to make sure that the seagulls didn’t get a chance to destroy the evidence any further. When I reached the beach tent, I asked Julie to please take the kids back to the beach house.

I didn’t tell Julie why I asked her to take the kids back to the beach house. But Julie could tell from my demeaner that something serious had happened. Then I asked Debbie to help me move the beach tent over to the sand dunes where the feet are laying. My plan was to use the beach tent to protect any evidence that may still exist. While Debbie and I were moving the beach tent, Dennis had been busy fighting off the seagulls who were intent on stripping off whatever skin, flesh and muscle remained on the two severed feet. When we finally had the tent in place over the severed feet, Debbie and I rolled down the tent sides to keep the seagulls from attacking at the severed feet. 

While Debbie and I were rolling down and securing the tent sides, Dennis was on his cell phone talking to a 911 operator and giving details about what we found and directions to our location. With the tent in place and the sides down, Debbie and I begin moving our chairs and coolers over to the sand dunes to block the entrances between the sand dunes. We wanted to prevent any gawkers from getting close to the crime scene and destroying evidence. When we had the crime scene secured, I used the beach access walkway to get from Bean Point out to North Shore Drive to wait for the Manatee County Sheriff’s Deputies to arrive.

I arrived at North Shore Drive just as a sheriff’s car pulled to the side of the road. I greeted the deputy and then we took the walkway out to Bean Point and the crime scene. The deputy and I arrived at the crime scene just as a second deputy showed up riding a Sheriff’s Department beach motor bike. With the arrival of the deputies Debbie, Dennis and I stepped back to let them take charge of the crime scene. Our input, at least for the moment, was over. As Debbie, Dennis and I stood there watching the deputies roll out crime scene tape using our beach chairs to secure the tape to, Dennis stepped away to the FBI’s Headquarters in Washington DC.

The call Dennis made was to FBI Special Agent in Charge Linda Gabrial. Dennis’ call was to tell Linda what the two girls found and with that phone call my current family lifestyle will change overnight. Once again my life will become complicated and even dangerous. Dennis’ phone call to Linda put two things into motion regarding me.

The first thing put into motion immediately was my reactivation as an FBI agent. The second thing put into motion was Dennis and me getting permission from Linda to work with the Manatee County Sheriff Department regarding the two severed feet found on Bean Point. What I didn’t know at the moment, though, was that the two severed feet found on Bean Point are not the only severed feet found in various states. I’ll soon learn that over the past five months five pairs of severed feet have turned up in five different states, and they were all found by a body of water. The two severed feet found on Bean Point are now the sixth set of severed feet found, and the second set of severed feet found in Florida. 

When the FBI became aware of the five sets of severed feet found in different states they decided to investigate. So, they created a task force to coordinate all investigative activities regarding the severed feet. When I’m reactivated as an FBI agent I’ll be part of that task force. In fact, someone at FBI headquarters had already decided to make me the lead person for the task force. But I’ll need to come out of my retirement and rejoin the FBI before that can happen. When Dennis and I meet with the two homicide detectives from the Manatee County Sheriff’s Department to offer the FBI’s assistance I’ll experience my first conflict as a reminted FBI agent, and it won’t go well for that person. 
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CHAPTER 2 
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At 10:33 a.m. a 911 call came into the Manatee County Sheriff’s Department, and the 911 operator instantly transferred the call to the morning desk sergeant. As the desk sergeant was listening to the caller he was documenting everything on an incident report. Just as he hung up from the call, he saw Detective Lieutenant Bill ‘Big Mac’ McGruder walking out of the squad room, and he called out to him.

“Hay Mac, I’ve got a hot one for you, and it’s a strange one too,” the desk sergeant told Mac. Lieutenant Bill ‘Big Mac’ McGruder stopped at the bulletproof glass window the desk sergeant was sitting behind, and the sergeant slid the 911 incident report to him through the slot at the bottom of the window. Big Mac’s a big man, but he didn’t get his nickname because of his size. Big Mac got his nickname when he was five years old, and the nickname had stuck with him ever since like chewing gum sticks on the sole of a shoe. 

Big Mac got his nickname because when he was young he’d tell his parents that his favorite place in all the world was the local McDonald’s restaurant, and that his favorite meal was the Big Mac. Big Mac may have liked his McDonald’s Big Macs when he was little, but he didn’t like the McDonald’s clown. In fact, even today Big Mac’s not a fan of any clown. Big Mac would, though, overlook the McDonald’s clown because he loved his Big Macs and he liked his Big Macs with double cheese, a lot of ketchup and pickles, but no onions.

When Big Mac played football in high school, he and his friends would always head to the McDonald’s restaurant near the school after Saturday football practice to grab something to eat. After all they were growing boys. Big Mac’s friends would watch in astonishment as Big Mac would wolf down two Big Macs, two packets of french fries and two large cokes. But Big Mac’s days of wolfing down a Big Macs or two are long gone. Sometimes you just outgrow some things. In fact, Big Mac hasn’t had a Big Mac in over 26 years.

Big Mac eventually outgrew the Big Mac and then ten years in the Army doing a lot of calisthenics every day helped him shed the extra pounds those Big Macs and fries helped him put on when he was young. Big Mac was now slim and trim, well, as slim as a 230-pound six-foot-three-inch-tall man can ever expect to be. 

Many of Big Mac fellow sheriff’s deputies still called him Big Mac, although he prefers Mac. Most of the younger deputies think that Big Mac got the name because he’s big and because Mac was short for McGruder. But the older guys at the Manatee County Sheriff’s Department know how Mac got his nickname. That’s because a couple of them went to school and played football with him. And a couple of them even played against him. After taking the 911 incident report from the desk sergeant, Mac stopped in the hallway to read it, and he became intrigued by what he was reading. So instead of going to his office, Mac turned around and headed to the office of his partner, Detective Sergeant Pattie Owens.

Pattie and Mac have been partners for eight plus years now and they work well together, well most of the time anyhow. Pattie’s a tough ex-Marine who tends to be a bit outspoken regardless of who she’s talking to. And that included Mac and sometimes even the sheriff who she doesn’t like. Pattie will say what’s on her mind regardless of whether you want to hear what she has to say or not and that’s why Mac likes and respects her.

Pattie’s stands just a few inches shorter than Big Mac and she’s not a lightweight either. No one but Pattie’s doctor and his nurse know how much Pattie weighs and nary a member of the Sheriff’s Department has ever been brave enough to ask her, including Mac. When Pattie and Mac are working on a case they’re referred to as the twin mountains because of their sizes. Both Pattie has extensive criminal investigative training from her time in the Marine Corps as well as the training provided by the Manatee County Sheriff’s Department. 

Pattie spent ten years in the Marine Corps as a military police officer, and she retired with the rank of Master Sergeant. She also did three tours of duty in Afghanistan where she proved her mettle in combat, and she has a Silver Star Medal to prove it. She’s known to be tenacious, detail-oriented, strong-willed and she doesn’t take crap from any suspect, or any fellow deputy for that matter. And Pattie has absolutely no sense of humor. Pattie and Mac are a successful investigative team, and their professional relationship has always been rock solid. The sheriff would periodically hear the two of them arguing and once he even asked Mac if he wanted a different partner. Mac’s response to the sheriff’s question was ‘heck no!’

Mac told the sheriff their arguments, Mac called them discussions, are what helped them solve murder cases. They’re never mad at each other during those discussions, Mac told the sheriff, they’re both just very intense people. Mac told the sheriff that he and Pattie tended to have a lot of discussions when they’re working on murder cases. And Pattie and Mac will need to have a whole lot of discussions when they take charge of this new case. And they’ll also discover they’ll need some outside help to solve the case. When Big Mac got to Pattie office door, he politely knocked on it before opening it. When Pattie heard the knock on her office door, she swiveled her chair around to face the door. Pattie already knew who was at the door because Mac had a distinctive knock pattern he'd use to let her know it was him.

“Come on in,” Pattie yelled to Mac through he closed office door. Pattie was one of the people who always called him Mac. “Pull up a chair and sit on the floor. So, what’s up, doc?” That little ditty of an invite was Pattie’s best stab at being funny and she’d only say it when she was excited about something she’s been working on. Their current case involved trying to identify and catch a ring of crooks who have been stealing catalytic converters from cars and specifically the Toyota’s Prius model. 

Two weeks ago, a crook, or more likely a team of crooks, hit the Toyota dealership in Bradenton and they walked off with six catalytic converters in one night. Catalytic converters contain platinum, palladium, and rhodium which are all precious metals. The real corker in the case is that the crooks know a lot about the dealership’s security systems. So, they were able to slip into the dealership’s car lot where the new and used cars sit, cut the catalytic converters from underneath the cars and then slip out without leaving a clue. They also know the address of local Prius owners because they’ve also removed the Catalytic converters from cars parked outside of apartment buildings and condominium. 

With the help of two Prius owners, Mac and Pattie have been spending their nights staking out a few cars parked outside of an apartment building hoping to catch the crooks in the act. Mac and Pattie didn’t kill many braincells figuring out it’s no coincidence the crooks know the dealership’s security system and also the addresses of various Prius owners. They quickly determined that the theft of the catalytic converters was an inside job. Pattie, in her normal junkyard dog tenacity, had been reviewing the dealership’s employment records which the owner of the dealership gladly provided to them. Mac smiled because he knew Pattie only said that joked when she has a lead which will lead to an arrest, and in this case, more than one arrest.

Whenever Mac gave Pattie the lead in a case, and he did that often, he’d always step back and let her do her thing until he’s needed. That’s how it also worked with Pattie as well when Mac had the lead in a case. In Mac’s estimation, though, this new case will definitely take the two of them to solve. So, Mac ignored Pattie attempt at humor and her offer to take a chair. Instead, he got right to the point just as he always does.

“Pattie, you’ll need to turn our current investigation over to another team. We’ve got a hot case, a homicide, and as the desk sergeant put it, it’s a strange one!” Mac told Pattie as he handed her the 911 incident report. Pattie took the incident report and when she finished reading it, her immediate response was a shrill whistle. Her whistled response was about as excited as Pattie ever gets. Pattie looked up at Mac as she handed the incident report back to him and her next response was highly unusual.

“Wow! The desk sergeant said it correctly: This is definitely a strange one! I’ll transfer this case over to another team on the catch-a-case list when we get back. I’ll get the car,” Pattie tells Mac as she’s getting out of her chair. The only time Pattie likes to drive their unmarked patrol car is when she can use the emergency light bar and the siren. When Pattie’s driving the patrol car she’ll smile like a crazy woman as she zips through traffic like Richard Petty. When Pattie’s in control of the car Mac sits in the passenger seat holding tightly onto the sides of the seat and he prays to himself.

“Pattie, you don’t need to drive fast for this one. It’s a homicide not a murder in progress,” Mac told Pattie. On more than one occasion Mac had to tell her to slow down. Pattie grabbed her purse and the keys to their assigned patrol car just as Mac made that statement. Then the two of them exited Pattie’s office. As Mac was leaving Pattie’s office, he told her what he’ll be doing while she’s getting the car.

“I’ll call the crime scene guys and the coroner to get them moving,” Mac told Pattie as they were making their way down the hallway. “I’ll also let the sheriff see the incident report. He’ll need to be prepared for the onslaught of news reporters. This may be one of those crime scenes he’ll want to be at for a photo shoot opportunity. It’s the beach, so he’ll want to take center stage especially if there are gawkers at the crime scene. I just hope the crime scene wasn’t compromised to badly.” 

When Pattie and Mac arrive at the crime scene, they’ll discover that three people took control of the crime scene to make sure it was secure and not further compromised. With their car siren wailing and the emergency light bar strobing Pattie and Mac were able to get to the walking path entrance to Bean Point on North Shore Ave. in the City of Anna Maria in a little over 20 minutes. 

When Pattie and Mac arrived at the walking path on North Shore Drive there was a sheriff’s deputy waiting to take them out to the crime scene. After making their way down the sandy walking path, Pattie and Mac could see that the crime scene was well secured. Someone, it seems, had put a beach tent with its sides rolled down over the crime scene. The beach tent was protecting the crime scene from the seagulls and also hiding whatever was under it from the small gathering of gawkers. They also saw that there was crime scene tape cordoning off the crime scene. 

The crime scene tape was bellowing and thrashing about from the breeze coming off the Gulf of Mexico. Standing with a second deputy at the crime scene are two big men and a woman. As the deputy, Pattie and Mac were approaching the crime scene, they could see and hear a flock of seagulls circling the tent who were extremely interested in what’s hidden inside the tent. Deputy Thompson, the deputy who stayed at the crime scene to control it, greeted Pattie and Mac as they approached him.

“Good morning, Lieutenant McGruder. Sergeant Owens,” Deputy Thompson said as Mac and Pattie approached him. Deputy Thompson was rightfully being respectful to the two homicide detectives because there was small gathering of gawkers standing nearby. Pattie, though, took absolutely no notice of the deputy’s greeting. 

Pattie wasn’t being disrespectful to Deputy Thompson. Whenever Pattie approaches any crime scene, she’s all business. Pattie immediately stepped past the deputy, the three people standing off to the side of him and Mac. Then Pattie undid one of the rolled down sides of the tent and she stepped inside. It was too dark to see anything inside of the tent, so she exited the tent, and she started barking out orders.

“Okay, let’s move the crime scene tape out further. We’ll need to put a couple of tent sides up when the crime scene team and the coroner get here so they can have some light to do their work,” Pattie told the two deputies. To her astonishment the three people standing with the deputies, two men and a woman, began to help the two deputies expand the crime scene perimeter. Pattie took particular notice of this, but she said nothing because they were not her concern at the moment. Right now, Pattie was all about getting everything in place to her satisfaction so the crime scene team and the coroner can do their jobs. As the deputies were expanding the crime scene, Pattie saw the crime scene team and the coroner making their way towards the sand dunes and the tent. While Pattie was doing her things, Mac had been talking to Deputy Sergeant Sanchez, the ranking deputy who had taken control of the crime scene when he first arrived. 

Sergeant Sanchez took a few minutes to tell Mac what he encountered when he arrived at the crime scene. That included telling Mac the names and professional backgrounds of the three people who secured the crime scene before he arrived. That’s when Mac understood why the crime scene looked both secure and protected when he and Pattie arrived. When the two men and the woman had finished helping the deputies expand the crime scene perimeter, Big Mac walked over to them to introduce himself, and to thank them for their professional aplomb.

“Well, now. Let’s see,” Mac started out as he’s looking at the handwritten report Sergeant Sanchez gave him. “Former State of Michigan Assistant Attorney General Ms. Deborah Barden, Senior FBI Agent Dennis Hickley, and retired FBI Agent and one time Detroit Police Department Homicide Detective Danny Barden. If there was ever a better group of people to stumble upon a crime scene and then secure to keep it out of the public’s eyes, I know I’ll never see it happen again in my lifetime!” Mac smiled while he was shaking hands with each of them. “I’m Homicide Detective Lieutenant Billy McGruder. But, please, call me Mac,” Mac told the three of them with a smile on his face. As Mac was looking at the size of the two men standing in front of him, especially Dennis, he realized that Pattie and he were now just two mountains in a small mountain range. Then Mac thanked them for what they did to secure the crime scene.

“I want to thank the three of you for professionally securing the crime scene,” Mac told the trio. “With the sand, the wind, and those insistent seagulls, I can only hope there’ll be some type of evidence remaining. The deputy said the tent over the crime scene and the chairs used to secure the crime scene tape to belong to you. If it’s okay with you, we’ll keep everything in place until we’re done here. The deputy said he has your address. When we’re done, I’ll make sure everything gets back to you and in one piece. If that’s okay with you, of course.” That’s when Dennis spoke up.

“Lieutenant McGruder, Mac, after you’ve wrapped up here, I we need to talk,” Agent Hickley told Mac. Dennis reverted to his role as an FBI agent and not just a visitor to Anna Maria Island and Bean Point. “We can come to the Sheriff’s Department at your convenience. Just so you know it will be an official visit. I have some information to share with you and the information I have may help you understand this crime better. I have permission to share this information with you.” Later that evening it will be Dennis who will once again open the discussion regarding my reactivation to the FBI.

It's late evening now and the kids are in their beds and fast asleep. Julie, Dennis, Debbie, and I are once again relaxing on the deck and enjoying a few glasses of wine. Tonight, there’s a full yellow moon surrounded by a sky filled with what looks like a trillion twinkling stars and planets. The light from the moon and the stars reflecting off the Gulf made the waves shimmer as they attacked the sandy shore. That’s when Dennis opened the discussion regarding my reactivation into the FBI. 

“Danny, I assume that Debbie and you haven’t come to a final decision regarding you rejoining the FBI,” Dennis stated bluntly. But Dennis was incorrect in his assumption. When Debbie and I were alone in our bedroom last night we decided I should rejoin the FBI. That decision was, of course, dependent on the FBI stationing me in Lansing and not at an entry level position. We just hadn’t told Dennis our decision yet. I decided to tell Dennis our decision when we’re relaxing on the deck and enjoying the evening. I didn’t respond to Dennis’ statement immediately, so he took a sip of his wine, and he sat there silently for a couple of minutes before he continued his discourse.

“Danny, when I talked to the person who can make have you stationed at the FBI Regional Office in Lansing, she didn’t hesitate. She’s having your reactivation documents shipped here via a special carrier. The documents should be here tomorrow for you to sign. That is, of course, if you decide to rejoin the FBI. Oh, and just so you know you’re title will be a Senior Special Agent in Charge.” Dennis stopped there to wait for my response. I will, without a doubt, agree to become an FBI agent again, especially since they’ve agreed to station me in Lansing and with a senior level ranking to boot. But what really grabbed the attention of both Debbie and me was when Dennis said, ‘she didn’t even hesitate.’ When Dennis said ‘she’ Debbie and I looked at each other and our eyes met. Without saying a word to each other we both knew the ‘she’ was Linda Gabrial. But I asked Dennis who the ‘she’ was just for verification.

“Dennis, old friend, who’s this ‘she’ who didn’t even hesitate to agree to my being stationed in Lansing?” I asked Dennis. Dennis knew that as a homicide detective I was a trained listener, so he knew I’d catch it when he referred to the ‘she’ who had authorized everything. But Dennis was unsure of how Debbie and I would respond when we heard I would once again be working with Linda. Dennis knew about the history between FBI Special Agent Linda Gabrial and me. But Dennis and I are friends, so he was forthright and told Debbie and me who the ’she’ is, but of course he had no choice. 

“As you already suspect, the ‘she’ who authorized your being stationed in Lansing is Senior FBI Director Linda Gabriel. I hope that won’t negatively affect your decision to rejoin the FBI,” Dennis told me. Dennis knew full well this was a critical decision moment, but Dennis is working completely in the dark as it pertains to Linda. 

What Dennis didn’t know was that last night Debbie and I discussed the prospect of me working with Linda again. During our discussion there was nothing negative said regarding Linda, it was just a reality check for Debbie and me. I wanted Debbie to be comfortable with Linda being back in the picture, and she was. In fact, Debbie hugged and kissed me to reassure me that her trust in me was unshakable. Dennis sat there looking at Debbie and me as he waited for my response. When I finally responded, I could almost see a big weight lifted off the big man’s shoulders.

“When the reactivation papers get here tomorrow, Dennis, I’ll sign them,” I told my friend Dennis. “Hopefully, they’ll get here before your meeting with Detective McGruder tomorrow. That way I can legally attend the meeting with you. If I’m not officially back on the FBI’s payroll by the time you have your meeting with Detective McGruder, then I can’t attend. I need to be officially back with the FBI in order for me to meet with Detective McGruder. An unauthorized person sitting in on an investigation could have devastating negative consequences for any court case. I sure don’t want to be the one to cause a court case to collapse. You can, of course, have your meeting with Detective McGruder without me or you can delay the meeting until I’m officially back on the FBI’s payroll. Let’s see what happens tomorrow.” Dennis of course smiled his Magic Johnson smile when I agreed to rejoin the FBI.

With my verbal agreement in place Julie, Dennis, Debbie, and I sat on the deck laughing and drinking until just before midnight. Then it was bedtime for everyone. For Debbie and me, tomorrow will begin a new chapter in our lives when my reinstatement into the FBI becomes official.

It was just before ten-thirty the next morning when there was a knock on the front door of our beach house, so Dennis went to answer the door. When Dennis opened the front door, he found a young lady standing there with a medium-sized cardboard box in her hands. Before handing the box over to Dennis, the young lady asked to see his FBI identification card. She took Dennis’ identification card, and she scanned it on the iPad she was also carrying. With the proper identification completed she handed Dennis the cardboard box. Dennis took the box, thanked the young lady, shut the door and then he headed back to the kitchen. 

I was sitting at the kitchen table and patiently waiting for Dennis to return from answering the front door. I was hoping it was the package from the FBI we were expecting. When Dennis returned to the kitchen, he was carrying a box, and he was smiling. As he sat down, he placed the box down on the table and then he slid it over to me. To open the box, I needed to get a sharp kitchen knife because tape used to secured it was thick. When I finally had the box opened the first items I saw in the box were a badge and an FBI identification card in my name. I removed those two items, and I set them on the table next to the box. Next, I found three manila envelopes addressed to Dennis, so I handed the envelopes to Dennis.

Dennis opened the envelope marked number one and he looked to see what was inside. Dennis told me the documents in the envelope authorized him to officially swear me in to become an FBI. Dennis then opened the envelope marked number two to see what was inside. Dennis told me the envelope contained the documents I’ll needed to sign to make my reactivation official. So, I signed my FBI reactivation papers. Then Dennis officially swore me back into the FBI. Now, Dennis told me he can officially share what’s in the last envelope marked three. So, he handed me the envelope, and I opened it. Inside the envelope was the most important document in the cardboard box. To give me time to read the enclosed document Dennis got up and he began washing out the coffee pot and our coffee cups.

It didn’t take me long to become enthralled with what I was reading in the document. As I read the document, I began to realize there was a serial killer or even killers, on the loose who had already dumped pairs of severed human feet in five states. I smiled as I read the document because I remember the words used first by William Shakespeare and then immortalized by the fictional British detective Sherlock Holmes, “The game is afoot.” And in this case, from what I’m reading in the document, finding this killer or, killers, will be a nationwide search. As I was reading the document, I began to feel my homicide detective persona re-emerge from its long hibernation and I was back in my element as a homicide detective on the hunt for a killer or killers.

The document stated that starting five months ago, law enforcement departments in five states had found pairs of severed feet. The five states were Florida, Mississippi, Alabama, New York, and Michigan. Now, of course, the list will include the second set of feet found in Florida on Anna Maria Island. Like the pair of severed feet found on the Gulf of Mexico by Kate and Erica, the five other sets of severed feet were all found near some type of body of water. The document stated that it’s imperative for the FBI to apprehend whoever killing people and severing their feet from their bodies or there’ll be more severed feet found in the future.

The document went on to explain that until three different law enforcement agencies in three different states requested FBI DNA assistance the FBI was not aware of the severed feet issue. Three different law enforcement agencies requesting help to identify sets of severed feet was too much of a coincidence for the FBI to ignore. So, the FBI put out a nationwide memorandum asking if any law enforcement agencies in other parts of the country had found severed feet. As a result of the memorandum, the FBI immediately received two reports of severed feet which found in New York and Mississippi. The document went on to explain that the FBI immediately began investigating the finding of the severed feet.

To move their investigation forward, the FBI formed an internal task force to coordinate the collection of information regarding each set of severed feet. When the FBI added the severed feet found on Bean Point to the list of severed feet already under investigation, the task force became known officially as Operation Two Feet On Bean Point. The current members of the task force, the document stated, are all FBI technical employees who immediately began to follow three streams of inquiry.

The first stream the technical employees began following was trying to find the owners of the severed feet. The second stream was to find any evidence left by the killer on the severed feet. Specifically, they were looking for any DNA which was different than the victims’ DNA. And the third stream was to determine how the killer was able to leave the severed feet in five different states completely undetected. 

The FBI’s technical employees, the document stated, were able to begin following the first two streams of inquiry but not the third stream. So, the FBI’s leadership decided they needed to expand the task force to include someone from each authority investigating the discovery of severed feet. The FBI’s leadership also decided they needed to find someone to provide leadership to the task force, someone skilled at finding murderers. That, the document stated, is when Senior FBI Director Linda Gabriel suggested retired FBI agent Danny Barden for the leadership role for Operation Two Feet On Bean Point. 

Linda had emphasized to her bosses that retired FBI agent Danny Barden had been a Detroit Police Department Homicide Detective and had solved multiple high profile murder cases in that capacity. Her bosses readily agreed with Lindas’ assessment and authorized her to reinstate Mr. Barden back into the FBI. The document then stated that if Mr. Barden does agree to rejoin the FBI, he must also agree to take the leadership role for Operation Two Feet On Bean Point. 

Before Linda suggested to her bosses that Danny become the FBI agent to take the leadership role for Operation Two Feet On Bean Point, she had some initial misgivings, and some real soul searching to do as well. The last time Linda spoke to Danny was during the closing out of Operation The Rats Nest. And that encounter she remembered was not a positive encounter. Linda’s extremely competitive and losing Danny to Debbie Koss was a hard pill for her to swallow. So, Danny and she did not part on the best of terms. But Linda’s a professional and she knows the FBI needs to find who is killing people, severing their feet from their bodies, dumping them in different states and thumbing their nose at law enforcement. And thus far, the killer had been successful in staying months ahead of law enforcement by moving from state to state. 

There are fifty states plus the District of Columbia so Linda realizes that there’s the distinct possibility that a total of fifty-one sets of severed feet could turn up if the killer isn’t stopped. To add to the FBI’s consternation, not one body without feet has ever turned up. With the two severed feet found on Anna Maria Island there are now six sets of feet in five states. What Linda couldn’t ignore was that both Dennis and Danny were at the epicenter when the last set of severed feet turned up. Like most law enforcement professionals, Linda doesn’t believe in coincidences. But the fact that Danny lived just steps away from where two severed feet found on Bean Point combined with Dennis visiting him at the same time was just too much of a coincidence for Linda to ignore.

Linda had worked with Danny during Operation The Rats Nest so she knew full well that having the Dennis’ daughter and his daughter find the two severed feet on his doorstep would be gnawing at him. Linda was also aware of Danny’s reputation for solving some extremely difficult murder cases when he was a homicide detective with the Detroit Police Department. So, Linda put her personal issues aside and she suggested that Danny Barden take the leadership role for Operation Two Feet On Bean Point. And for Linda, what FBI office Danny operated out of was irrelevant given the national scope of the investigation. So, letting Danny lead Operation Two Feet On Bean Point from the FBI’s Reginal office in Lansing, Michigan was easy for Linda to agree too. The deal was, though, by signing his reactivation document, Danny must agree to take the leadership role for Operation Two Feet On Bean Point, but Linda knew full well Danny would be okay taking the leadership role, and I was. 

I knew full well that in my leadership role on Operation Two Feet On Bean Point I’d be working with a group of law enforcement officials with years of homicide detecting experience. They’ll be coming from various parts of the country, and they’ll bring with them a variety of ideas on how to proceed with the investigation. And a few of them may even come to the table with big egos as well. When Dennis and I finally meet with Mac at the Manatee County Sheriff’s Office I’ll encounter my first big law enforcement ego. And right from the get-go, this big ego had his own idea on how the FBI will assist his detectives who will be investigating the two severed feet found in his County. Mac had asked Dennis and me to meet him at the Manatee County Sheriff’s Office at 2:00 o’clock in the afternoon so we arrived a few minutes before our scheduled meeting time.

When Dennis and I walked into the lobby at the Manatee County Sheriff’s Office, we showed our FBI identity cards to the deputy behind the bulletproof glass window. The deputy pressed a button to unlock the door giving us access to a hallway. When we entered the hallway, another deputy greeted us, and he led us down the hallway to a small meeting room. 

The meeting room had a table with six chairs sitting in the middle of the room. There was a large whiteboard on one of the walls and on the opposite wall was a large street map of Manatee County, Florida that covered the entire wall. The deputy told us to please have a seat while he lets Detective MacGruber know we’ve arrived. Dennis and I remained standing when the deputy left the meeting room knowing we’d just have to get up when Mac arrives. 

About three minutes later the meeting door opened and Mac walked into the meeting room. Following Mac into the meeting room was the female detective Dennis and I saw at the crime scene but never had a chance to meet. At the crime scene the female detective was too busy for any introduction formalities. That’s the way it has always been between Pattie and Mac. Pattie liked to get down to business, so she always deferred the formalities to Mac because he’s the senior detective and her boss. And Pattie liked it that way too. So, Mac introduced Pattie to Dennis and me before we all sat down. Just as we had all taken a seat at the table, the meeting room door burst open. It was easy for Dennis and me to identify the man bursting into the meeting room as the Manatee County Sheriff by his distinctive uniform.

Dennis and I were about to stand up to greet the sheriff when he gruffly ordered us, and I mean he ordered us to remain seated without saying please. His statement immediately pissed me off and I took an instant dislike of the sheriff, so I stood up just to defy him, and Dennis followed my lead. As soon as I stood up the sheriff locked eyes with me and in less than a millisecond there was a mutual dislike between us. The next few sentences spoken by the sheriff would set the tone for what was about to take place at what should have been an information sharing meeting with Pattie and Mac.

“Gentleman, my name is Sheriff Alex Watters, and I want to thank you for your professionalism at our crime scene yesterday. I also want to thank you for offering to share FBI information with us,” the sheriff started out. “If you’ll just leave whatever documents you have with Mac, he’ll go through them and get back to you if he needs any additional help.” I looked at Pattie and Mac and from the looks on their faces I could tell they had been completely blindsided by the sheriff’s arrogant declaration. So, I turned back to look at the sheriff, and I locked eyeballs with him again. 

I locked eyeballs with the sheriff to see how long he’d actually lock eyeballs with me before blinking and turning away. It took only a minute for the sheriff to turn away from my stare down and I smiled when he did. That’s the moment I knew the type of person I was about to confront head on. When I responded to the sheriff’s ludicrous and egotistical declaration I was smiling, and I also continued to stare at him.

“THAT, SIR, will not be how it’s gonna work here!” I responded emphatically to the sheriff’s ludicrous and egotistical declaration. Instead of looking at me this time, the sheriff looked over at Dennis like he was looking for support. But Dennis just gave the sheriff his big Magic Johnson smile, and he said nothing. Dennis knew I could easily handle this arrogant egotist without much effort, especially when he saw the sheriff wasn’t looking at me. Then the sheriff, thinking he actually had the upper hand, arrogantly responded to my declaration.

“You’re in MY county, agent! I am the law enforcement authority here so that how you’ll do it here whether YOU like it or not!” the egotistically sheriff told me as I continued to smile and stare at him. Thar’s when I let the sheriff know he was talking to the wrong FBI agent, and I’ll really rankled the sheriff and his ego.

“This, SIR, may be your tiny little piece of the United States to enforce the laws in, but this is FBI’s information, and we represent the entire United States!” I informed the arrogant, egotistical sheriff. “I will NOT give you unrestricted access to FBI information so you can use it for your own political needs, SIR. So, SIR, it will be either my way or no way whether YOU like it or not!” I emphatically informed the sheriff with a smile still on my face. The sheriff, though, was not smiling. “Is THAT perfectly clear to you, SIR! Agent Hickley we’re done here. This meeting is over!” Dennis grabbed his briefcase off the table, and we both walked past the sheriff to the meeting room door. I opened the door but before departing I looked back at Pattie and Mac, and I thanked them for setting up the meeting and for their attempt to be professional and cooperate with the FBI. As soon as I said those few words to Pattie and Mac the sheriff turned red.

When the sheriff turned red he reminded me of my old one-time nemesis at the Detroit Police Department, Assistant Police Chief Ken Roback known now as federal prisoner 327389. With that said Dennis and I exited the meeting room leaving Mac and Pattie sitting there stunned. Three days later the arrogant sheriff realized that Pattie and Mac actually needed the FBI’s help to solve the mystery of who had dumped the two severed feet on Bean Point. He personally called me and, swallowing his ego and his pride, he apologized to me. Then he asked me to please set up another meeting with Pattie and Mac. It will be at our next meeting with Pattie and Mac that I’ll once again offer the FBI’s help.

Before Dennis and I met with Pattie and Mac again I had time to learn more about my lead agent role in Operation Two Feet On Bean Point. The documents Linda had delivered to me detailed the finding of the other five sets of severed feet so I could hit the ground running in my role as the lead agent for the task force. One thing I learned was that just one month before finding the severed feet on Bean Point, someone found two severed feet near Sleeping Bear Dunes National Lakeshore in Michigan. What I didn’t realize at the time was that the finding of those two severed feet will eventually give me my first real clue and my first real lead to a 23-year-old truck driver whose name is Jimmy John Barden. 
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Thirteen years before FBI Agent Danny Barden began the task of trying to find out who’s been murdering people, severing their feet from their bodies, and then dumping the severed feet in different states, Jimmy John Barden was just nine years old. It was just past midnight and JJ, that’s Jimmy John Barden nickname, should be in bed. But instead of being in bed JJ’s sitting in the hallway just a few feet away from his mother, Cassie, and her group of street friends. Cassie and her group of street friends get together regularly on a weekend night in their small apartment to eat, drink, and discuss a variety of topics into the wee hours of the morning. This isn’t the first night JJ stayed up into the wee hours of the morning listening to Cassie’s street friends talk. 

Tonight, Cassie’s group consists of Bernard, Cassie’s current boyfriend in her long string of boyfriends she’s brought into JJ’s short lifetime, and two other couples. The group is smaller than usual on this night because it’s the middle of the week and a school night. That’s why JJ should be in bed. On weekend nights when Cassie’s street friends gather there may be a dozen participants in the group. Tonight, Cassie’s street friends are listening to Bernard repeat his never-ending fabricated stories about witches, warlocks, black magic, and the black arts. 

For the past month whenever Cassie’s street friends get together the only topic of discussion has been Bernard’s insufferably boring fabricated stories about witches, warlocks, black magic, and the black arts. Everyone in the group knows that Bernard makes up his stories, but Cassie continues to let Bernard take control when they get together and he'll prattle on and on ad nauseam. On the first night Cassie introduced Bernard to her street friends he introduced the topic of witches, warlocks, black magic and the black arts and it sounded interesting, but not anymore.

Bernard considered himself to be an expert on the topics of witches, warlocks, black magic, and the black arts. In reality Bernard made up the stories he’d tell them. After a month of listening to Bernard’s boring stories, Cassie’s friends were tired of hearing them, and tired of Bernard too. But not JJ. In fact, JJ became enthralled, and he looked forward to hearing Bernard’s stories. So, whenever Cassie’s friends would get together in their small apartment and Bernard was present, JJ would sit quietly in the apartment’s hallway and listen to Bernard tell his made-up stories. 

Cassie knew JJ was sitting in the hallway and listening to Bernard’s stories, but she chose to ignore his presence. Ignoring JJ was the norm in Cassie’s relationship with her son. The unfortunate truth and reality about JJ’s life was that Cassie never wanted to have him. Cassie getting pregnant was not something she planned and during the early days of her pregnancy she often considered having an abortion. Cassie did not like having JJ in her life.

Cassie considered JJ an imposition in her life. That’s the reason Cassie can so easily ignore JJ when her street friends get together at their apartment. But Cassie also ignored JJ when there was no one around except the two of them. Ignoring JJ was especially true whenever Cassie had a new boyfriend in her life, and Cassie always had a new boyfriend in her life. Cassie ignoring JJs presence in the hallway on this night was simply because Bernard was her boyfriend, at least for the time being.

Cassie was aware of JJ’s growing interest in the stories Bernard would tell. So, Cassie began to encourage JJ go to the public library to read books and stories about witches, warlocks, black magic, and the black arts. But the only reason Cassie encouraged JJ to go to the library and read was so she could be alone with Bernard. But Bernard would, like all of Cassie’s boyfriends, be gone in a week or two. For Cassie it was a never-ending cycle. Cassie would find a boyfriend then she’d drop that boyfriend only to find another boyfriend. So, when Cassie finally dropped Bernard, she immediately went out onto the streets looking for her next boyfriend. 

During the first nine years of JJ’s life Cassie had a constant procession of boyfriends coming in and out of his life. The only boyfriend Cassie didn’t have to drop was JJ’s father, at least the man Cassie would tell everyone was JJ’s father. That’s because he’s went to prison for life without the possibility of parole for murdering a man he found in bed with Cassie. At the time of the murder Cassie didn’t know she was pregnant with JJ until two months after the murder. By then she was in her first trimester. When Cassie found out about her ‘situation,’ as she called it, she wasn’t happy. Cassie wasn’t even sure who JJ’s father was, so the man who went to prison for murder would get that honor simply because he was in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

JJ was born a few months after the man Cassie claimed was his father went to prison for life. So, JJ had absolutely no memory of the man and Cassie refused to talk about him. Unfortunately, JJ could only relate to the men, like Bernard, who Cassie would bring home and into his life. Most of the men Cassie’s would bring home would be there for one night and gone the next morning. Cassie had a proclivity for finding some stray man to bring home and into JJ’s young life for one-night stands although there were a few who stayed for a week or two. 

JJ’s mother’s full name is Cassandra but out on the streets where she finds the stray men she brings home, she’s known as Cassie. Cassandra’s parents gave her when she was born because it meant ‘shining upon man.’ And Cassie’s parents would proudly tell anyone who would listen to them what the name Cassandra meant. Unfortunately, and from an early age, Cassandra took the meaning of her name to heart. And way too much to heart for her own good, as her parents eventually found out. As Cassie was growing up, she discovered that she liked to ‘shine upon men,’ and lots of men too. Cassie grew up having a very troubled childhood and adolescence and she was a source of great anxiety for her parents every step of the way.

Cassie’s parents tried everything and anything to lead her down a path to a wholesome and happy life. But Cassie was rebellious, and she began to follow her own path. Cassie’s path was, unfortunately, a path to self-destruction and her parents soon came to regret naming her Cassandra. Especially when, and on more than one occasion, they caught her having sex with someone in her bedroom. Cassie started having sex at the age of twelve and she started with young, inexperienced boys. But Cassie soon graduated to older boys and even grown men. Cassie’s parents tried to get her help, including appointments with numerous licensed sex therapists, but nothing worked.

Cassie’s final sex therapist told her parents that she has the classic traits associated with nymphomania. Cassie’s parents had absolutely no idea what that meant. When the sex therapist told her parents what the word meant they were absolutely devastated and heartbroken. When the sex therapist told them that Cassie’s prognosis was not good, she would not be wrong. When Cassie was fifteen years old, she ran away from home to live with a 27-year-old man she had been having sex with. 

The man Cassie ran away to be with was not interested in her for anything but sex. In fact, he eventually decided it was cool to share her with his friends, something Cassie never objects to. In fact, Cassie thought it was cool, and even fun, so she was more than willing, and even happy, to participate. The police eventually arrested the man for harboring a runaway and having sex with a minor. But even after his arrest and subsequent jailing, Cassie did not move back home like her parents were hoping she would do. Instead, Cassie, who was sixteen years old by then, immediately left Bradenton, Florida where she grew up and she moved clear across Florida to New Smyrna Beach on Florida’s Atlantic Coast. 

When Cassie arrived in New Smyrna Beach, she needed a place to stay. Cassie had hitchhiked across the state, and she had only a few dollars left in her pocket now. So, she immediately began looking for another older man who would be interested in having a young girl. As she was wandering the streets of New Smyrna Beach she happened upon a biker bar. And that’s where she quickly found a man Jimmy Donald Doe known on the streets as JD. Jimmy Donald Doe was 28 years old, and he was a member of the Motorcycle Club who owned the bar. Cassie soon found out that living with JD will change her life drastically because she and JD are alike in so many ways. Unfortunately, it will change JD’s life even more drastically.

When JD was growing up, he was a social outcast in every sense of the definition of a social outcast. Like Cassie, JD was also obsessed with sex from a youth age. JD’s obsession with sex reared its ugly head in elementary school when a teacher caught him touching a girl inappropriately during a recess. JD’s obsession followed him around throughout his life like a sick, homeless dog. In his early teens a judge placed JD in a youth intervention program after he sliced a boy’s cheek with a boxcutter. 

The boy JD sliced told him to stop bothering his girlfriend and JD took exception to the boy telling him what to do. JD’s anger got the best of him, and he attacked the boy with a boxcutter. Luckily, two teachers saw JD attack to the boy, and they intervened before he did more damage to the boy. By the time JD was 20 years old, he had a criminal record longer than most people’s arms. Cassie, who was young and pretty, met JD within minutes of walking into the biker bar. Cassie was just the type of girl JD liked so he latched on to her immediately. JD was the type of man Cassie liked, big, ruggedly handsome and with a wild sprit, but it will not be a match made in heaven.

Cassie moved in with JD the night she met him totally unaware of his criminal record. But it would not have made any difference to her. That’s because Cassie needed a place to stay, Cassie needed money and Cassie needed sex. And right from the get-go JD offered to satisfy all three of Cassie’s needs. So, of course, when Cassie found out she was pregnant, she told her street friends that JD was the father. That, of course, was pure speculation on Cassie’s part because she had no idea who the baby’s father was. That’s because Cassie had no moral boundaries when it came to having sex with any Tom, Dick, or Harry she’d meet when JD was not around. And JD worked a lot of hours, so he was not around a lot during the day. 

JD works as a construction laborer to support the two of them and he works long hours and sometimes six and seven days a week. So, on most days JD wasn’t around from early morning until late at night which means Cassie was free to do whatever pleases her. And what pleased Cassie was, of course, sex. Cassie was simply being Cassie when JD isn’t around. Cassie would entertain other men in their bedroom whenever the opportunity presents itself to her. JD was, of course, totally unaware of Cassie’s daytime bedroom activities. But that changed one day when JD found a pair of men’s boxer shorts under their bed.

When JD found the men’s boxer shorts under their bed, he became suspicious because he only wore jockey shorts. JD decided he wanted to see what Cassie was doing during the day while he was working his butt off to support her. So, JD decided to leave work at noon one day, something he’s never done before, and surprise Cassie at home. Unfortunately, JD will be the one to get a shocking surprise. What JD will see when he enters the bedroom in their apartment will put him into an absolute blind rage and blood will flow.

JD arrived at their apartment complex just after noon. The first thing JD saw when he pulled up to his apartment building was a car in the parking spot assigned to their apartment, his parking spot. JD’s anger began to build up at that moment because he recognized the car. The car belonged to someone JD knew well, someone he thought was a friend. JD entered their apartment quietly and he immediately heard noises coming from their bedroom. So, very quietly JD made his way to the bedroom and when he peaked inside of their bedroom he saw Cassie fully engaged with the guy he knew, and he became enraged. This is when JD does something really stupid, and what he does makes everything else on his criminal record sheet look like child’s play. 

The two hot-to-trot lovers didn’t hear or see JD when he entered the apartment, so he quietly retreated from apartment. Then JD went out to his car, opened the trunk and he removed the machete he uses at work to cut away vegetation. And JJ always kept the machete very sharp. With the machete in hand JD went back to their apartment.

When JD entered their apartment this time, he made a beeline straight to their bedroom and this time he barged in. Cassie, who was on top of this man JD knew, heard the bedroom door hit the wall when he threw it open and she turned her head towards the door. Cassie saw JD heading straight for their bed and she panicked. The man Cassie was engaged with also heard the bedroom door when JD opened it and he too looked towards the door. That’s when he saw JD rushing towards the bed. In three giant steps JD was at the side of the bed. As soon as JD reached the bed, he grabbed Cassie’s by her left arm, pulled her off the man and he threw her to the floor. That’s when Cassie saw the machete in JD’s hand. 

When Cassie saw JD turn his attention to the man she was in bed with, she grabbed the bedsheet which was laying on the floor, and she quickly got to her feet. Cassie wrapped the sheet around herself as she was running out of the bedroom, and then she ran out of the apartment as fast as her feet could carry her. JD didn’t see Cassie leave the bedroom because he was looking down at the man laying naked on his bed. That’s when JD suddenly lost complete control of his anger. JD lifted the machete over his head, and he began to mercilessly hack away at Cassie’s sex toy. 

Cassie didn’t see what JD was doing to her sex toy with his machete. Cassie was already out of their apartment building, and she was running down the street screaming as loud as she could. More than one person in the apartment complex heard Cassie’s screams and looked out their apartment window. What they saw was a girl with a sheet wrapped around her running barefooted down the street screaming at the top of her lungs. Multiple people immediately called 911 to report what they saw. Meanwhile, back at their apartment JD had finally stopped hacking away at the man. JD’s machete was very sharp, so it did a lot of damage to the man. 

Thankfully, the man did not feel JD hacking him to death with the machete. That’s because the man had died during the initial onslaught when JD cut more that one of his carotid arteries and he had bled out quickly. When JD finally stopped the onslaught, he looked down at the man he had just hacked to death laying on his blood-soaked bed and what he saw shocked him. The man was not just dead! JD had chopped the man to pieces with the sharp machete! JD might have done even more damage to the man’s body if his adrenaline-fueled anger hadn’t finally subsided. By the time the police arrived it was too late to save the Cassie’s sex toy. Because of JD’s intense anger, he didn’t hear the police sirens when the police cars began arriving at the apartment complex. Because of the number of 911 calls received regarding the almost naked Cassie running down the street screaming, multiple police units began to arrive at the apartment complex in a matter of minutes.

When Cassie saw the first police car to arrive at the apartment complex, she ran up to the two police officers as they were getting out of their car, and she was crying hysterically. Cassie told the two police officers her boyfriend caught her in bed with his friend, and she saw he had a machete in his hand. Cassie told the police officers that’s when she ran from their apartment. That’s when one of the two police officers asked Cassie for her building address and her apartment number. By this time more police cars had arrived and a dozen or more police officers began to surround Cassie’s apartment building. 

The two police officers who arrive first cautiously entered the apartment building with their weapons in hand not knowing what to expect. When the two officers got to Cassie and JD’s apartment, they found the front door wide open. When Cassie ran out of the apartment, she didn’t even think about closing the door. So, the two police officers cautiously entered the apartment through the open door, and they slowly and quietly made their way to the bedroom door which was also open. When the two police officers looked into the bedroom, they saw JD standing there with his back to them. The police officers saw that JD’s clothes were blood soaked from his neck to his shoes, and that he was still holding onto a bloody machete.

JD didn’t hear the police officers enter the apartment, but he did hear them when they enter the bedroom. With their weapons at the ready, one of the police officers yelled at JD to drop the machete. So, JD dropped the bloody machete from his bloody hand onto the blood-soaked bedroom carpet as ordered and he turned around to face the two police officers.

When JD turned around, he saw two black Glock 22 pistols aimed at him. So, JD turned back around with his back to the two police officers, and he put his hands behind his back to let the two officers see he was surrendering. JD knew the drill very well from his years of criminal activities. JD surrendered without a fight, and the two police officers could hear him crying as they were handcuffing him. JD may have surrendered without a fight at the crime scene but his anger at Cassie and his total disregard for any legal authority did not diminish. When his trial began four months after the murder his anger at Cassie took center stage and sealed his fate. Even his court appointed lawyer was a target for JD’s angry outburst, especially when he suggested to JD that he should plead guilty by reason of insanity.

JD’s lawyer had been trying for months, albeit unsuccessfully, to get JD to plead guilty by reason of insanity. JD’s lawyer knew if the prosecutor and the judge accepted JD’s insanity plea, and that of course was a big ‘if,’ then the death penalty would be off the table. JD was adamant when he told his lawyer he didn’t like his suggestion, and then one day he attacked him! Two jail guards rushed into the room where JD was meeting with his lawyer, and they pulled JD away before he could seriously hurt the lawyer. Two months before JD’s trial came up on the court’s docket, JD’s lawyer needed to deal with two troubling issues before JD’s trial. 

The first troubling issue JD’s lawyer needed to deal with was Cassie’s pregnancy. The second, and the most troubling of the two issues, was that Cassie will be the prosecutor’s star witness. In the witness statements provided to JD’s lawyer during discovery, Cassie claimed that she was pregnant because JD had repeatedly raped her. She also claimed JD had forced her on numerous occasions to have sex with his friends, both males and females. JD’s lawyer knew very well that when JD heard this information, he would be beyond the point of just being plain angry at Cassie. But what JD does at his arraignment will set the tone for his upcoming trial. At JD’s arraignment the judge read the charges against him and then he asked JD how he wanted to plead.

JD, who was standing next to his lawyer, intended to plead not guilty. But before JD had a chance to answer the judge’s question, his lawyer belted out that JD would be pleading guilty by reason of insanity. JD became instantly enraged, and he attempted to attack his lawyer for a second time. Thankfully, two police officers were standing behind JD when he lunged at his lawyer. The two officers were able to prevent JD from reaching his lawyer, which prevented the lawyer from getting injured. 

The two police officers were standing behind JD at his arraignment because during his stay in the county jail he quickly made a reputation for himself. While JD was in jail he attacked his lawyer, another prisoner, and a jail guard. The judge was so mad at JD for what he did in his courtroom that he stood up behind the bench, and he sternly ordered JD, who had two police officers restraining him, to sit down. JD sat down and when he did the judge told him not to move a muscle or he’d have him put in handcuff and leg irons. JD complied with the judge’s order, but he was still angry at his lawyer. The judge also warned JD that if he attempts to attack anyone else in his courtroom, and especially during his trial, he’d have him put into restraints and have him gagged.

The judge’s warning didn’t stop JD from screaming and cursing at his lawyer though. JD threatened to break out of jail, find his lawyer, and kill his entire family. The judge told him if he made another threat that he’d hold him in contempt of court, so JD went silent. What JD did in front of the judge during his arraignment was just a prelude to what eventually happens when his trial finally began. Having already experienced JD’s volatile temper during their numerous pre-trial meetings and at his arraignment, JD’s lawyer made three big decisions.

JD’s lawyer’s first decision was to wait until the day before JD’s trial was slated to begin to tell him about Cassie’s pregnancy. His second decision was to wait until the day before JD’s trial to tell JD that Cassie will be the prosecutor’s star witness and that she’s claiming he constantly raped her. His third decision was to wait until the day before the trial to tell JD he had not been able to find one single, reputable witness to come to his defense. So, on the day before JD’s trial began his lawyer finally told JD these three pieces of information. When JD heard what his lawyer told him he knew his days of being a free man were gone forever. And JD also believed that his butt would soon be sitting in Florida’s infamous electric chair. When JD’s trial finally commenced, the courtroom was filled to capacity.

On the day JD’s trial finally commenced the first thing the judge did was sternly warn the people in the gallery against disrupting the trial in any way. The second thing he did was sternly warn JD not to disrupt the trial in any way. That warning will, of course, go in one of JD’s ears and out the other. And when the prosecuting attorney called his first witness, Cassie of course, into the courtroom it became clear that JD did not listen to the judge’s warning.

When the court bailiff opened the courtroom door for Cassie to enter and everyone in the courtroom could see she was pregnant and purposely displaying her baby bump. And to really display her baby bump, and her now large milk filled breast, Cassie was wearing a very tight maternity top with the lower portion of her baby bump showing. But that will not be Cassie’s biggest surprise because by then JD knew Cassie was pregnant. Cassie had an even bigger surprise in store for JD, JD’s lawyer, the judge, the jury, and the attendees in the gallery. As Cassie walked towards the front of the courtroom, she stopped just before passing through the bar.

When Cassie stopped, she turned, and she smiled at JD. Then Cassie leaned down towards a clean-cut man sitting at the end of a gallery bench next to where she was standing and she gave the man a full mouth, lingering kiss. This man was sitting, as planned, just a few rows behind JD. When JD saw Cassie kiss the man in front of the entire courtroom, he went berserk. Cassie had, of course, kissed the man knowing exactly how JD would react. 

The second Cassie kissed the man, JD’s lawyer was out of his chair and screaming his objection, but no one was paying any attention to him. That’s because JD was out of his chair before his lawyer even got a word out of his mouth. In a flash JD had leaped between the two police officers sitting behind him, into the viewing gallery and he attacked the man Cassie had just kissed. JD was on this man like an angry rooster protecting his hen from a wolf. JD had caught the two police officers completely off guard when he dove between them. When the two police officers finally had the man and JD separated, JD continued to scream, cuss, and threaten both the man and Cassie. The police officers handcuffed JD but even with the handcuffs restraining him he still attempted to lunge at the pregnant Cassie. But JD never got close enough to Cassie to do any harm because the two police officers were holding on to him.

Cassie, of course, stood there with a big smile on her face watching JD make a spectacle of himself in front of the judge and the jury. Cassie had accomplished what she wanted to accomplish when she kissed the man, and she was proud of her accomplishment. And what Cassie wanted to accomplish was to have JD out of her life forever.

Cassie knew if JD were set free because of a technicality, or by some miracle the jury finds him not guilty, he would without a doubt take his anger out on her. Cassie wanted to insure JD would be out of her life forever. Cassie was hoping the jury would find JD guilty of premeditated first degree murder and the judge would then send to the electric chair. So, one day Cassie approached the prosecutor, and she volunteered to be a witness against JD. The prosecutor was, of course, more than happy to accommodate Cassie and she became the prosecutor’s star witness against JD. But Cassie knew that simply being the prosecutor’s star witness wasn’t a sure enough bet to get JD convicted of first-degree murder and sent to the electric chair. So, Cassie decided she needed to show the judge and the jury JD’s true personality. The idea for how to get JD to display his true personality came to fruition at a gathering of her street friends one night when Cassie discussed her fear about having JD walking the street a free man. 
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