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Like a bolt of lightning


 


To you who inspired me ...





 


 


“It's funny though: when you tell it to someone, your story always ends up being more like a novel than something real. 


It inevitably acquires an aura of adventure, which makes it seem less real even to you. "


 


(taken from the book The Virgin Blue by Tracy Chevalier)





 


Chapter 1


 


 


That day at the lake, his gaze stole my heart. His deep black eyes focused only upon me and in that moment I forgot all my problems, my heart began to beat and I had a terrible cramp in my stomach. Although I tried to put all kinds of thoughts out of my mind, the butterflies in my stomach were not making themselves wait. I thought that this was just an adolescent phase, at my age I certainly did not believe in love at first sight, but I had to quickly change my opinion. My mind and heart did not agree and I was overwhelmed by deep and immense feelings. I had never experienced such a sensation, what was happening to me? I considered myself a serious person, I had always behaved impeccably. I immediately felt guilty: I did not want, I could not have any feelings for another man. No I can't ! No, absolutely not.


But that day at the lake changed my life and I couldn't do anything about it. It was meant to be. That guy had disturbed my dreams and had unknowingly taken over my soul.




 

Chapter 2


 


 


Life is not simple, we all realize this; every day we have to fight against some pitfalls, there is always something negative and dark waiting for us around the corner. But our inner strength is an inexhaustible source that helps us triumphantly overcome every challenge that our existence imposes on us. 


My name is Isabella, I am 26 years old, I am a mother of two girls, I am blonde with blue eyes and I am temperamentally insecure, anxious and too shy. 


Some events, however, have changed my way of being, my conscience and my "inner self", leading me to rediscover my negative and positive points. So I asked myself: why not write my bio? So I decided to tell myself with this first story of mine; a short theme, sometimes banal, often implied, but which exposes my innermost feelings, my emotions and my sensations.


I sat under the pergola, the vine leaves are making their appearance, a new spring is upon us, I grab a pen and paper, I begin to write. 


My existence was perfect: I had a happy marriage, two beautiful girls, a house, self-employed and rewarding job.







 

Chapter 3


 


 


I got married at twenty, with my first boyfriend. 


A very simple, genuine and sincere love. I hadn't had any other men before him; if the plans went as planned, he would be my only companion for life. The people who were close to me repeated to me to have other experiences, to know and hang out with other guys: only in this way would I understand if he was really the right person to share my whole existence with. 


I couldn't, he was a perfect man, I had no doubts and even though it was a courageous choice, I knew in my heart that it was a legitimate choice.


It was August 8, 2008, a beautiful summer evening, hot and not very windy, in the park there was a bunch of people, everyone was out trying to find a cool spot. He was celebrating with some friends, when I met Paolo by chance, he was a couple of years older than me. He was extremely nice; he had blue eyes like the sky, brown hair, he was not tall, but he had an athletic physique. 


We began to talk about this and that, we moved away from the party, no one noticed our absence, we sat on an old fallen log. Whenever I spoke, he listened to me attentively, appreciated my arguments and I was fascinated by his speeches: by his many travels around the world, by his working adventures. It was the first time I was able to open up to someone without feeling inferior and judged. We talked for hours and hours; a mouse came up, he was very tender and reckless, I threw him a piece of biscuit that had ended up in the bottom of the bag, a remnant of my packed lunch from a few days before, when with my friend Sara we had gone by boat on the lake.


That day was sultry, there was a tropical heat, so Ivana and her new flame, whose name I don't remember, had decided to take her father's motorboat and spend a different day, away from the heat and chaos of the city. Ivana was my best friend: she was beautiful, intelligent, she had a charisma that few in the world possessed, she was frank, brash and libertine. She had no problem finding new loves, quite the opposite of me being shy, introverted and closed to the outside world.


But that summer evening was completely different with Paolo, I fell in love with that daring boy from the first moment and despite many years have passed, I remember that day as if it were yesterday. 
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