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Not everything has an explanation. Many times, reason is unable to understand incidents and events that occur every so often and disturb our senses. 

Some people will cling on to their beliefs; others, to the existence of forces from beyond, and just a few settle for thinking that perhaps one day everything will have a logic that in the current moment escapes us. 

But the singular truth is that these extraordinary things occur, and sometimes they are tied in with what we call ‘evil’. And one comes to wonder whether or not behind it all there will be a monstrous, abominable deity, that spreads terror from its arid lair: Hell.


Chapter I

He took another fleeting look at the half-naked body of the young girl lying lifeless on that arid wasteland, parched, and far removed from the home of any neighbour in the county.

“Is her heart missing?”

His colleague frowned, and brusquely waved one of his hands in the air. 

“What, do you think I have an X-ray or ultrasound scanner in my eyes or something? ...I don’t have the faintest idea, but I imagine so. She looks just like all the other ones. This is just awful.”

He saw the forensics vehicle arriving, and absent-mindedly scratched his temple. He had barely been able to look at the girl for more than a few seconds, but her face had become etched on his mind. The open eyes, the ashen complexion, the torso folded up as if she had just arrived into the world... And he remembered that she was now the fourth victim. Her heart would certainly be missing. He was convinced that the modus operandi would be identical. He was devastated.

San Patricio County was an ideal place to spend a few holidays, enjoying the bay, or the hectic city of Portland, which in the summer time was packed with tourists. But it was not a place to lose one’s life, much less for one so young, and in such a strange, horrendous way.

“Pete...”

“Yes, what is it?” asked the sheriff’s assistant whilst he took pictures, as if he had been photographing corpses his entire life.

“I’m thinking about suggesting something to Tom.”

Pete Sanders, assistant to the San Patricio County Sheriff, looked at the sky and held his breath for a few seconds. 

“John, I think you were pushing it with that whole thing about bringing in a medium. Don’t test Tom’s patience.”

John Hill, the county detective assigned to the case, was aware of the fact that his course of action was unorthodox. His profound religious beliefs, combined with the odd nature of the crimes, were leading him down a road in which reason was losing its influence. He was aware of that, but he could not avoid searching for somewhat outlandish solutions in the face of events which required an unconventional perspective. 

“Years ago, when I was just a small-time police officer in Laredo, right on the border, a priest lent us a hand.”

“A priest?”

“Yes. A Mexican. He wasn’t your typical priest.”

“Please, John...”

The detective placed his right hand on his colleague’s shoulder. Out of the corner of his eye, he glimpsed the young girl’s body, and shuddered. He briskly turned his head, and the sober image of Matt Turner, the elderly medical examiner with his slow moving and weary gait, and who was already coming up to meet him, calmed him down. 

“He was an exorcist. The best in all of America. A wise man. He impressed me.”

“Did his collaboration do the trick?”

The wind stirred John Hill’s dark hair, and whipped up a fine veil of sand that forced him to close his eyes. In his mind, he went back to the distinct, soothing, and calm image of Padre Salas.

“We resolved the case. We resolved it thanks to his help.”


Chapter II

In the FBI office in Dallas, special agent Liam Anderson had just received the call that he had been waiting days for: at last, they had confirmed for him that they would be sending, from Quantico to Texas, one of the best serial killer profilers, who was free that very moment. He could consider himself lucky. 

As he hung up the telephone, he searched for the man’s name both on the database and on Google, to see what he could find out about him. He did not want just anyone worming their way in, because he already had a great team for that right there, and just a few steps away from his own office. It had already been difficult enough for him to have to ask for help from the know-it-alls in Washington, whose feet never touched the ground, and who devoted themselves to formulating opinions whilst seated in a comfortable leather armchair, with the River Potomac flowing peacefully behind them.  He did not want to go through all of that hassle, just for them to lumber him with a nobody who, instead of being of any use, would simply work at muddying up a case which by this point was disturbing enough to keep even the hardest of agents awake at night. He himself had begun to have nightmares. He was not aware of them whilst they were happening, but Emma, his wife, would recall them to him in the morning. ‘Another one of those horrible dreams again. You were tossing and turning, and grinding your teeth for a half hour. I’m afraid to wake you up when you get like that’. But who the hell would not have nightmares about four young girls killed in barely the space of three months, in a county with a population under 70,000?

But in reality, Anderson was not suffering from anxiety because of this wave of crimes, which would already have been more than reason enough; what was causing him such anguish was their typology. On his desk lay the reports of the last two post-mortems, which were nothing more than a repetition of others carried out previously: it had been necessary for several medical examiners to corroborate their conclusions. The cause of the victims’ deaths was clear: missing hearts. The bodies did not exhibit any other injuries, aside from the effects that a corpse exposed to the outdoors would suffer. Missing hearts. He let out a laugh, one of a lunatic who had just become aware of his madness. There was one small detail, a mere trifle, which made the whole thing feel like something right out of a horror story, a harrowing delirium lacking in the least bit of sense: the four young girls were missing their hearts. They had no hearts. How had they been removed? So far, no medical officer, nor specialist, had an answer for that. And the heart is not exactly a tiny organ that one can take out of the ribcage of any human being without making a mess of the torso. But the fact is that there were no external cuts on the skin, on any location on the chest, the back, or the armpits, and the ribs and sternum were immaculate. The veins and arteries that connected to the heart displayed precise incisions, specifically like those carried out by a latest-generation laser scalpel. But, how had the instrument got to that point?

He continued reviewing his findings on the agent from the Behavioural Analysis Unit (BAU), whose remarkable fame preceded him, and was praised by some of the media. Just what he needed: a young star who allows himself to be honoured by the press. This was not his style. In fact, it was not the style of the FBI in Texas, who were far more cautious in their relationship with the media than other delegations, let alone the people of Quantico. He did not want a media circus crowding around in San Patricio County. Up until now, they had managed to keep the unbelievable modus operandi a secret. But they already had an exorcist priest en route from the Mexican capital, and a famous medium who was coming down from Houston. It was genuine paranoia, but more real and solid than the wood of the table on which he was resting his left elbow. The county sheriff had wanted it that way, and besides, he himself had not been feeling in any mood to kick up a fuss about this nonsense. He knew well what they were like in the south of the state, in such a way that it was better to use tact, and work with professionalism. Those fraudsters always ended up looking ridiculous, and reason and scientific method would triumph in the end. It was only a matter of time. 

He snorted, and wished with all his soul for this special agent from the BAU not to be a crackpot, and for him to contribute something that would help him to solve this case that was making no sense. He hoped that the arrival of agent Ethan Bush would bring an element of sanity, and some explanation based on extensive study through multiple jobs and experience.


Chapter III

The San Antonio International Airport was showing the excitement of the first days of summer, although it was still not as crowded as it would be in the middle of July. Detective John Hill was nervously awaiting the arrival of Padre Salas. Not only was it a formal matter: he had a lot at stake in this somewhat peculiar gamble. Having requested from the sheriff the participation of his good friend Alyssa Moore, the famous medium from Houston who had collaborated in various investigations throughout the country, was one thing; but having brought in an exorcist priest from Mexico City signalled having gone too far. In spite of everything, they had ended up giving him the authorisation, and now all he could do was wait for Padre Salas to prove that he was a truly special person, as John himself knew very well. 

After half an hour of waiting to see the Mexican’s figure, a tall man, well built, with sparse hair and pleasant face, emerged out of the multitude. As soon as the detective saw him, he rushed up to him. 

“Padre Salas, do you remember me? I’m John Hill. It’s been a long time, but you helped us solve that case in Laredo.”

“Of course I remember you. What I had forgotten was how good your Spanish was,” replied the priest, smiling. 

The detective had used Spanish out of courtesy. And indeed it was true: he had been born and raised on the border, and he had good command of the language. There, virtually everybody, more or less, was fluent in both English and Spanish. But he barely had any accent, which was very unusual indeed. 

“It is an honour that you took the trouble to come. Such a busy man...”

“I’m no longer so snowed under. I haven’t practised for some time now. Your boss, the sheriff, got in contact with the Prime Archdiocese of Mexico, and it was difficult even for them to locate me. Imagine...”
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