

    
        
          DARK FIRES. Trafficking flesh. The Falcon hunts.

        

        
        
          agent Jacob Lecrair, "The Falcon", Volume 1

        

        
        
          ALBA TORRES ABDALAH

        

        
          Published by ALBA TORRES ABDALAH, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DARK FIRES. TRAFFICKING FLESH. THE FALCON HUNTS.

    

    
      First edition. June 16, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 ALBA TORRES ABDALAH.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235077256

    

    
    
      Written by ALBA TORRES ABDALAH.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

PROLOGUE | Three months ago

CHAPTER 1 | —THE STRANGER ON THE BUS

CHAPTER 2 | —QUESTIONS

CHAPTER 3 | —THE AGENT

CHAPTER 4 | —YURI PAVLOV

CHAPTER 5 | —ZAHRA

CHAPTER 6 | —INSPECTOR SOPHIE

CHAPTER 7 | —THE INTERROGATION

CHAPTER 8 | —THE BUS STOP

CHAPTER 9 | —THE PARTY

CHAPTER 10 | —THE SECOND INTERROGATION

CHAPTER 11 | —PREDATOR

CHAPTER 12 | —THE OBJECTIVE

CHAPTER 13 | —ARIANNA

CHAPTER 14 | —FULL MOON

CHAPTER 15 | —THE HUMAN TEAM

CHAPTER 16 | —RELATIONS

CHAPTER 17 | —THE MERCHANT

CHAPTER 18 | —BLIND TRUST

CHAPTER 19 | —GRANADA

CHAPTER 20 | —A CORPSE.

CHAPTER 21 | — `THE VULTURE`

CHAPTER 22 | —THE SEDUCTRESS

CHAPTER 23 | —JOSÉ CARLOS

CHAPTER 24 | —DOÑANA

CHAPTER 25 | —MIKHAIL DANILOV

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28 | —SERBIA.

CHAPTER 29 | —WILD TRAFFICK

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31 | — `TATA`

CHAPTER 32 | —THE ART OF SEDUCTION

CHAPTER 33 | —CONRAD FIENNES

CHAPTER 34 | —THE ESCAPE

CHAPTER 35 | THE PSICHOPATH

CHAPTER 36 | —CLOSURE OF THE OPERATION

CHAPTER 37 | —THE SENTENCES

EPILOGUE

Sign up for ALBA TORRES ABDALAH's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
     
 
 
 
                                       To my family

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
                                "If Devil knew how to love, 
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Three months ago

AN IBERIAN LYNX CUB has just been delivered to Yuri Pavlov’s mansion on the outskirts of Paris, after travelling thousands of kilometres—those separating the province of Huelva, in southern Spain, from the capital of France. The little one will soon capture the heart of his ‘owner’, who has paid a massive amount of euros for him on the illegal wild species market.

Is it possible to steal a lynx from the Doñana National Park? This is the first question that the French forensic police face at the beginning of their investigation. Doñana benefits from the highest legal safeguards from both Spain and the European Union, which included it in its Natura 2000 network years ago. As a national park, it has a large surveillance staff and expert biologists dedicated to the species it conserves, being one of the main European aquifers and resting areas for birds on their annual migratory route. The investigation will begin, then, with the reserve's own workers.

Yuri Pavlov has always felt admiration for the animal kingdom. Even as a child, he hated those hunters who dragged huge deer or other bleeding animals through the forest. From the very first moment, ‘the tiny kitten’ with pointed ears and bright eyes catches his attention. He is newly rich and has been investing in artwork and jewellery on the advice of his partner, although he does not know much about those matters or that world. On the other hand, nature and animals fascinate him. Browsing the internet one day, he found an animal species he had never seen before. It attracted him instantly because of its beauty and exclusivity, although he simply referred to it as ‘that cat with leopard spots’. He did not worry when, reading further on specialized wildlife websites, he learned that the Iberian lynx was a protected species that had been on the brink of extinction. He even ignored his lawyer's warnings regarding European regulations and the illegality of keeping certain types of animals on private property unfit for pets.

‘Don't you worry, my friend, because I intend to take very good care of him,’ he told his administrator when he ordered him to purchase a specimen of that beautiful cat.

He refused to know anything about what his subordinate—a good man—tried to explain to him regarding the Doñana Reserve, the ecosystem where the lynx stands at the apex and serves as the visible sign of environmental health. Perhaps, if he had listened to the efforts made by Spanish environmental authorities for their captive breeding—and how, only after more than a decade of hard work, Spain had managed to get lynxes to repopulate the Iberian Peninsula—perhaps, in that scenario, he would have been dissuaded from turning to the black market to buy a cub.

The feline, torn away from his mother and brother to be forced to live in the Pavlov mansion, desperately sought to hide in corners, under furniture, or beneath the stairs, all while growling disconsolately. The Russian had not expected such a reaction from his newly acquired little prize. Yuri had been raised in a small cottage in the countryside and was used to handling animals since childhood, when, hidden behind bushes, he would watch litters of wolf pups... The she-wolf reminded him of his mother: she would run from one side to another to provide for her brood, risking her life when hunters could be heard in the distance, just to move her cubs to safety. In this way, and completely unexpectedly, that ‘leopard-kitten’, with its cries longing for its mother, transported Yuri right back to his childhood, like a witch's spell.

After three days, he decided to bring him up to the bedroom at night to calm him down. He placed a soft basket next to his side of the bed. ‘I must give him a name,’ he thought. After wracking his brain over various names without making up his mind, he looked at the cub again and exclaimed: ‘Dogmatix! Obelix's little dog is named Dogmatix!’ And so, he decided to give that name to the small lynx, as he thought he was just as tiny, intrepid in character, and stubborn.

When Dogmatix arrived at the Pavlov mansion after his long journey along secondary roads—with minimal stops and well-hidden among cargo—he looked in quite bad shape. He had lost a third of his weight, was dehydrated, dazed, and refused to eat. Yuri looked at him with apprehension, thinking he would not survive the night, but the cub woke up hungry and ate abundantly. He was a fighter, and dying prematurely was not in his instincts. Other, weaker specimens in the same situation did pass away, leaving their buyers with a sad punishment for their actions: paying for an animal that would reach them after an ordeal of a journey only to die shortly after.

That morning, Dogmatix woke up. He opened his slanted eyes to carefully observe his surroundings, but he could not see the butterflies or the bees that used to flutter around his meadow, nor the flowers or the wild wheat they landed on, reflecting the rays of the southern sun at dawn. Neither could he smell the saltiness of the sea, nor hear the distant whisper of its waves. Upon stretching, he did not feel the warm belly of his mother, nor the paws of his brother or his playful teeth. On the contrary, and to his misfortune, he was completely alone, stepping on a strange, cold marble floor. Everything he smelled was unfamiliar, and the sounds felt threatening and shrill to him.

At the same time, the bite of hunger in his stomach, after many hours without eating, was becoming unbearable. However, this sensation was soon mitigated because he was given a bottle of milk which he engulfed without hesitation, before immediately retreating beneath the main staircase to find a hiding place. But the humans—increasing in number, since Yuri had invited several friends over to show off his new acquisition—were all over him and handling him constantly. He felt miserable and cried out loudly so that his mother would come and rescue him.

But his mother did not come. He waited many days for her. He cried out loudly so that she might find him, but she could not hear him. He discovered a small gap under the stairs where he liked to stay to go unnoticed... though only for a short time; almost always, someone would come and capture him again. He did not know where he was... nor where his mother and brother were.

Yuri began to feel guilty. The lynx cub reminded him too much of himself, trying to survive during his own childhood. He tried to win his trust using little tricks that had worked for him with the domestic cats around the estate. With Dogmatix, it was all in vain. Only at the moment when he went up to the bedroom and the ‘kitten’ followed him instinctively—to soothe his loneliness—only then... Yuri would feel a pang in his heart, while his conscience granted him a brief truce.

After three months, Dogmatix’s life took a new turn. Some uniformed men came and removed him from there, taking him to another place, also unknown, but nicer and with other felines he could play with. It was the French wildlife rehabilitation center. He did not find his mother or his brother there. He spent a few days in that place, and then he was taken on a journey once again. This time, he was sedated and travelled by aeroplane. So many upheavals by sky and land left him somewhat dazed... He woke up slowly in a small crate...

However, just as he finished shaking off his drowsiness, his transport carrier opened. In front of him were the flowers, the butterflies, and the bees of his homeland once more...! And... his mother and brother!! The warmth of the sun on his coat restored his energy, and he leapt into the bushes. He was back in Doñana!


******** ***** *****
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AT THE VERY SAME TIME THAT this was happening between Huelva and Paris, other dramatic events were unfolding for a girl in a small town in Romania. The young woman, eighteen years old, had contacted a man older than herself on an internet dating website called Carings.
The man, according to what he told her, was thirty-two years old and lived in Spain. He claimed to be a lawyer, and they began chatting. Soon, they started calling each other regularly. During those calls, he would tell her about his desire to find a woman who preserved traditional values to marry. He amused himself by portraying Spanish women as fierce females energised by their recent achievements in the workplace, expressing how little attraction he felt towards those ‘tomboys’. Despite Arianna's insistence on her belief in gender equality, it seemed that, coming from her lips, it no longer sounded so bad to him. Furthermore, Pablo—as he claimed to be called—insisted on whispering across the line the details that made her the perfect woman for him. After three months of contact, young Arianna had fallen in love and wanted to travel to meet him. Perhaps she might even look for a job on Spanish soil and start a new life. The man invited her to visit him and stay at his house, although Arianna preferred that he book a hotel for her.
When she landed in Madrid, night was falling. Contrary to what they had agreed, Pablo was not in the arrivals hall to greet her. Instead, a couple of unfriendly-looking men came to collect her. When they reached their destination, the hotel turned out to be a flat, where the driver left her and locked her inside. Terrified, Arianna called Pablo, but he told her not to worry, that it was late—eleven o'clock at night—and that he would come by to pick her up in the morning. He claimed that if they had locked her from the outside, it was purely for her own safety. He spoke to her sweetly, used romantic phrases, and won her over. 

‘My sweet, beautiful Ari. How was your flight? Tell me, did you fall in love with Madrid the moment you saw it from the car? Look, I am utterly devastated that I couldn't come and sweep you up myself, but they are completely draining the life out of me at the firm right now. You don't need to worry your pretty head about a thing, my love; the man who collected you is my absolute closest confidant. I will be right there first thing tomorrow to take care of you and we'll have breakfast together, darling.’
‘Alright, love. Don't worry about it.’
She calmed down and thought about the city where she would sleep tonight, which from the car had seemed larger than she had imagined and very bright. Coincidentally, just before catching the plane that very afternoon, she had had a fierce argument with her mother, meaning she arrived exhausted and barely paid attention to the flat. She went to bed thinking about the man she would meet the next day and fell asleep immediately. She had fought hard to reach this moment, just as many times as she had imagined herself in Pablo's arms. Hearing his voice and, even more so, his confirmation that they would have breakfast together, made her dream of him again. Her daydreams, asleep or awake, always narrated romantic, happy stories full of adventure, reflecting her character. She never paused to analyse the actual foundation for such plans.

Upon waking, a smile lit up her face and her yearnings quickened her pulse. She was heading to the kitchen to prepare breakfast when the sound of keys in the door made her rush towards the entrance, dressed in a short dressing gown. Her smile froze when, instead of Pablo, she saw two burly men.

‘Who are you?! What are you doing here?!’
‘No questions. You'll get your instructions on what to do soon enough.’
Gripped by panic, Arianna began to scream. She could barely react when one of them placed a cloth laced with anaesthetic over her mouth. After knocking her out, they handcuffed her wrists to the bed frame and placed heavy adhesive tape over her lips. In a distant corner of her consciousness, she heard a remote, menacing voice:

‘Behave yourself now, bitch. We're keeping an eye on you.’

She spent the entire day sedated and woke up when it was already the early hours of the morning. She looked at her watch: it read 5:00.

She began to tremble as she realised she was handcuffed to the bed, unable to move, her mouth covered with thick insulating tape. Her wrists stung; her mouth itched. She was thirsty and hungry. Her mobile phone was nowhere to be seen. Nor were her belongings: her handbag and suitcase had vanished. She looked around: the walls were padded with a sort of yellowish foam. I am watching a horror film in my dreams, she immediately thought. But reality imposed itself through her upturned nose when she caught a sharp, penetrating smell of some chemical product, possibly a harsh cleaning agent. Something that, in any case, had failed to bring an air of cleanliness to the few pieces of furniture that appointed the room.

She began to think seriously that Pablo did not exist, or that he was in cahoots with those thugs who had dragged her here. But... that double face? In the depths of her heart, she still wanted to believe that something extraordinary was happening and that Pablo, like Spiderman, would arrive at any moment to rescue her.

After a while, tired of turning things over in her mind, her thoughts ground to a halt and she began to cry. She was suffocating on her own sobs, which were muffled by the tape. She remembered her mother's advice:

‘Deep breaths, my dear, when something scares you, and you'll see how the ghosts vanish.’

She did so. But everything remained the same, with the same dark tint and that sticky patina left by a sloppily mopped floor. A huge padlock securing the window was the last thing she noticed before the heavy atmosphere, caused by the lack of ventilation, made her feel nauseous. She tried to think of something beautiful from home, because if she vomited, she would be forced to swallow it right back down... She wished so much that she had listened to her parents!

‘Don't go so far away, and definitely not on your own, love—with a man you don't even know!’

‘I know him inside out! We've been talking non-stop for two whole months; we even spend hours on the phone. He is an absolutely flawless man.

‘No man is flawless, Arianna, least of all one who hides behind a screen thousands of miles away,’ her mother had retorted, her voice strained with an anxiety that her daughter had dismissed as mere old-fashioned paranoia. ‘A real man, a decent man, shows his face. He doesn’t whisper sweet nothings from the shadows to lure an eighteen-year-old girl away from her family. If he is as powerful and perfect as you claim, tell him to buy a ticket and come here to look your father and me in the eye.’

‘You just don't want me to be happy!’ Arianna had screamed, and slammed the phone down.
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CHAPTER 1

—THE STRANGER ON THE BUS
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ZAHRA WALKED TOWARDS the bus stop, just as she did every morning. Once there, she reflected wistfully upon the sheer number of hours she had squandered in that very spot throughout her life. However, she resolved to cheer herself up by reversing the thought: ‘In truth, all this time has been invested in making decisions on the most diverse of matters... Yes, it was here that I resolved to attend the interview for my newspaper, nearly three years ago now... And it was also here, though already aboard the bus, that I detached my heart from my last partner...’ She then paced up and down the pavement in a futile attempt to alter the rhythm of time.

These wasted moments, however, were to undergo a radical shift in tone today. It happened just as an unfamiliar young man, sporting a dishevelled appearance, turned the corner of the street and took his place beside her. At that precise instant, Zahra’s half-closed eyes blinked sharply, narrowing their focus onto the dark-haired youth. ‘What an intriguing boy, so slouching and yet... that gaze!’

Once inside the vehicle, Zahra continued to observe the mysterious stranger out of the corner of her eye. She wondered where he might be heading, answering her own questions based on his attire and general appearance. She dismissed the notion of him being an executive or a schoolteacher. After turning it over in her thoughts, he reminded her of a character from one of her favourite books, establishing a certain emotional connection with him at that moment... ‘A civil servant! Perhaps he is a public employee, like those in Kafka’s novel The Trial, though undoubtedly with a more fulfilling occupation,’ she mused.

As she shared more daily commutes with him, her inquisitive mind grew tangled in fresh curiosities. ‘That intelligent, discerning gaze, more fitting for a scholar, does not align with his appearance at all.’ Eventually, her thoughts drifted, almost imperceptibly, towards more mundane matters: ‘Where and with whom does he live? Those ties certainly never match his suits...’ she travelled on, smiling to herself at these notions. ‘Will there be chicks in his nest?’

In this manner, she soon felt transformed into Dr Félix Rodríguez de la Fuente himself, studying the young man as though he were a prize peregrine falcon in a wildlife documentary. The sheer absurdity of the thought caused her to burst into laughter, waking more than one passenger. On occasion, consumed by these meditations and glances at her target, she would miss her destination and arrive late for work—something she could ill afford. At twenty-six years of age, Zahra had recently been hired by a broadsheet to work in the domestic news section. Given the current economic climate, she had conquered the highest visible peak on a recent graduate's horizon. She was fully aware of this, yet she did not appreciate it enough.

Several days passed in this fashion. She would observe him, organizing theories about his life which she would later dismantle at whim, as though they were jigsaw puzzles. So absorbed was she in this stranger's existence that, upon arriving at the office, she found it increasingly difficult to concentrate. Furthermore, for no substantial reason, she had ruled out the presence of any women in his current life. ‘He definitely lives alone, just like me,’ she concluded one afternoon. ‘His shoes are always highly polished, yet his shirts are poorly ironed. A man usually knows how to buff his footwear, but he never leaves a shirt as crisp as a woman would,’ she decreed, and this notion settled deep into her subconscious.

One morning, her eyes met his, and she did not look away. Nor did he. Their pupils locked onto one another for a long, lingering moment, until he smiled at her. She failed to react in time, and after a few blank seconds, she managed a clumsy grimace intended as a smile. Only when she arrived at the newsroom and sat at her desk, piled high with notes, did she truly appreciate the young man's gesture. Then she, too, smiled, whilst propelling herself in her swivel chair, spinning around as if on a carousel. Her chair, ever ready to accompany her through her daily emotions, was her finest ally in the office.

Another week went by. Once again on the number 53 bus, Zahra took her seat, and the young man purposefully settled himself beside her. He greeted her. At that moment, Zahra realised that he had become aware of the interest he aroused in her.

`Good morning,` he said. The tone of his voice, deeper than she had imagined, reminded her of television perfume adverts. His thick French accent caught her off guard.

`Morning,` she replied, her tongue completely tied.

She now felt a tremendous wave of embarrassment for all the scenarios she had been inventing about this polite man. The young man appeared calm, remaining in silence.

`I am Jacob. Charmed to meet you, Mizz...?`

Zahra, listening to him through a veil of remorse, remained silent, that echo sounding of diamonds in her mind—Meez—so Jacob continued,

`Forgive my... eentermisseon.` At that precise moment, the young woman was picturing an empty nest, and she replied, startled,

`I beg your pardon, what mission?` Jacob’s French accent had disoriented her even further.

Faced with this surreal response, Jacob smiled once more, and this time Zahra followed suit, infected by his amusement and a little hysterically. From then on, whenever the crowds permitted, they would catch each other’s eye on the commute and converse. Despite their relationship being confined to the bustle of urban transport, a delicate current of mutual understanding blossomed between them. For her part, Zahra began to experience an invigorating sensation following their morning chats, one that accompanied her for the remainder of the day.

Upon arriving at the newspaper's newsroom that very morning, she came across a headline that caught her attention above all others:

‘SIX-MONTH-OLD IBERIAN LYNX DISAPPEARS FROM DOÑANA NATURAL SPACE’

There followed a brief note from the EFE agency, referring to the launch of an investigation by SEPRONA, the Civil Guard’s environmental service. This marked the second time a member of this species had vanished—an animal that had only just emerged from the brink of extreme extinction, thanks to the efforts of El Acebuche breeding centre within the Coto de Doñana National Park.

These events triggered an alarm mechanism within Zahra’s brain, a woman deeply devoted to nature and National Geographic documentaries. Her stomach churned at the sight of rhinos slaughtered for their horns... ‘To hell with the plague of false beliefs... be it shark fin or powdered pangolin for some quack’s concoction!’ Impulsive and tenacious, the fuse of the report she had been planning for some time was lit in her mind at that very instant. She would thoroughly investigate poaching and the perils of illicit wildlife trafficking. Once her working day was done, she would set to work.

‘If my chief editor is not interested, I shall submit it to specialist magazines.’ And she went to bed with her conscience clear and her spirits soothed.
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CHAPTER 2

—QUESTIONS 
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ZAHRA WORE NO MAKEUP when heading to work, which lent her an even more childlike appearance that suited her daydreaming personality perfectly. She was clever, yet at this moment, she felt somewhat frustrated. Her true passion lay in writing, a pursuit she had practised since childhood, but the relentless pace of the broadsheet where she worked left her no time to devote to it. She did not dislike the daily publication, but she yearned to produce in-depth features. ‘That is real journalism,’ had always been her view. She loved to probe, to study subjects thoroughly, to cross-reference every opinion... The very same quality of reporting she expected when reading other outlets—the kind one could trust and find satisfaction in—was what she wished to offer her readers.

As early as her summer internship at a local paper during her penultimate year at university, she had realised that her calling was not the daily breaking news, but rather investigative journalism. Whilst writing her features on a variety of subjects, yet she observed her colleagues and their lifes:

`Did you make it to school on time today, then? ` she overheard a colleague asking her husband.

`Oof... by the skin of my teeth. I thought the councillor for town planning would never stop bragging about his project. What a character! If the nonsense from his committee is anything to go by, it’s going to be an absolute nightmare! `

At that time, she had by no means ruled out becoming a mother; quite the contrary, it was an instinct deeply rooted in her since childhood. Despite her youth, she had already lived in several countries. From the age of seventeen, she had seized the opportunity to work as an au pair in Liverpool and, later, in Berlin, driven by a desire to perfect her English and German. She had studied hard, and now she was beginning to settle down in Madrid. She felt no sense of urgency about anything; she merely pined for the chance to write.

It was precisely at this juncture that young Jacob burst into her urban landscape, colouring it. He filled it with exotic notes, flaunting his fresh plumage and slouching elegance. His feline gaze captivated her sensibilities. ‘He might go unnoticed by others, but not by me,’ she thought. And so, she resolved to forge a closer bond with the new boy on the bus. He seemed to know exactly how to keep his distance, remaining precisely where he chose to be. Zahra was intrepid, spontaneous, and her sense of humour always opened doors. Nevertheless, winning the trust of the stranger was an uncertain challenge, the progress of which did not depend solely upon its protagonists, much as they might have wished, but rather on distinct, external factors that would henceforth envelop them.

People were crowding together at the number 53 stop today; an electrical storm was raging overhead. A drenched woman boarded the bus, seemingly experiencing some difficulty in getting onto the vehicle. From the seats occupied by Zahra and Jacob, a minor altercation could be heard between the lady and the driver, the latter shouting:

`Madam, I cannot understand a word you are saying! Please get off, you are delaying the journey. Look how packed this bus is—it's absolutely rammed! `

Zahra decided to step forward and, addressing the newcomer, said,

`Madam, may I help you? `

`Look, move along, can’t you see this woman hasn’t got a ticket? ` the driver continued in a harsh tone.

`I only wish to help, just a moment, sir, please, ` she replied, whilst paying for the woman’s fare. The stranger bowed her head, took the ticket, and quietly sat down at the back. Zahra watched her for a moment, her mind wondering about the origins of this woman, whom she sensed was utterly lost. Afterward, she returned to Jacob’s side.

`It appears you are a rather good mediator...`

`I don’t know about that, but I like talking to people, and if I can help...`

`Sure, you are! The same thing has happened to me, but in a different way. ` Lecrair caught himself speaking in a tone far too personal with his companion, whom he still knew very little by his usual standards. He remained keen to listen to her; however, she gathered from his demeanour that he did not wish to discuss his life or profession. ‘He doesn’t give me much to go on,’ she thought. Even so, she pressed him:

`So, you have travelled quite a bit around the world as well, then? `

`Yes, I am very fond of travelling; it is how one learns best, ` the young man replied.

`Perhaps you speak other languages, besides Spanish? `

`French, obviously, ` an impeccable smile, `Arabic, Italian, and German. `

She, having forgotten the German she once used to speak, felt rather small in her seat. And she kept quiet, quite against her usual habit. Jacob would manage to keep her quiet in a way no one else could.

That night, Zahra could not manage to fall asleep—something highly unusual for her—and she tossed and turned so much that, after half an hour, the sheets were left strewn across the floor. Emma, her cat, curled up gently beside her shoulder, purring, and they both drifted off to sleep.

She awoke with her eyes feeling somewhat strained. Two months had now passed since her first contact with Jacob. At times, she would chide herself: ‘This man must view me as nothing more than a common street sparrow, of little consequence and even lesser plumage.’ Zahra felt at a distinct disadvantage, for she could not sense in him the same burning interest towards her that was gnawing away at her for him. ‘The game begins with a clear advantage in Jacob’s favour,’ her inner voice told her as she drank coffee in the kitchen.

`Today I am going to ask him something more personal. There is something different about him, ` she said aloud while picking up her
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