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Alexandra
lives two lives in one body, through a journey towards
self-discovery... At first she keeps herself hidden from everyone's
eyes, especially those of her father: a highly traditionalist man!
But during his journey, he convinces himself that he still wants to
express his personality, overcoming any fear of prejudice, feeling
free, towards a new life!...
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The
    story of Alexandra Diaz begins the day she was born... well,
    precisely he born on April 5th in Spain in the countryside of
    Valencia, to a family strongly attached to Spanish traditions
    and
    protocol. That day, after a long wait, it was the glory of
    Alejandro's father to have a son, his wife, before having him,
    only
    gave him two daughters. When Alejandro uttered his first cries
    of
    tears, he was presented by his father as the male heir who
    would
    continue the family tradition of the bullfighter and as soon as
    he
    was born, he wrapped him in a red veil with golden edges,
    considered
    by his son,           the only successful gift from his father
    for
    him: even today, he wears it around his neck without ever
    taking it
    off! The first years of Alejandro's life were covered with
    attention
    from both his mother and his father, who did nothing other than
    take
    him with him between the barn and the bull stables to make him
    smell
    the animals he visited. proud, allowing him to play among the
    vineyards with other children, sons of some service men on
    their
    property. One day, his father explained to him why he named him
    Alejandro and the simple reason was that he considered him the
    future
    emperor of the family! After that revelation several years
    passed,
    Alejandro was growing up, but more and more he understood that
    within
    himself, he preferred to participate in the flamenco lessons
    that his
    mother Isabel gave both to her daughters and to other girls.
    One day
    he asked his mother if he too could participate and she proudly
    told
    him yes, although at first she stopped at her son's proposal by
    asking him why he wanted to learn to dance! He simply replied
    that he
    found dance an interesting discipline, avoiding telling her
    that he
    couldn't stand the life of a bullfighter: he couldn't conceive
    the
    effort of that show and the way in which the bull, the absolute
    protagonist of the arena, was fatally wounded. The mother
    agreed, she
    was happy to share her passion with her son, but first, she had
    to
    hear from his father Hermando. 
  






  

    
While
    waiting for his father's permission, he secretly began to
    measure the
    dancers' clothes and adorn himself with all the accessories:
    from
    makeup, to pearls, to the fan, continuing that ritual for some
    time,
    even when he received consent from his father to undertake
    dance
    lessons. One afternoon, there was no one in the costume room...
    Alejandro went into a room to try on that red dress that had so
    enchanted him on his sister and wanted to try it on, but that
    time,
    he was overwhelmed by surprise... observing it in a corner of
    the
    room, there was his sister Carolina with a troubled look at
    seeing
    her little brother measuring his dress, she scolded him
    severely:
    that wasn't a toy and above all, she didn't want to see him
    dressed
    that way anymore! Alejandro ran away from the room crying and
    went to
    take refuge in the vineyards! Evening had come... the whole
    family
    was worried about him, from that moment on, he hadn't been seen
    by
    anyone anymore, thus starting to look for him everywhere,
    shouting
    his name, making his father Hermando despair , who noticed that
    one
    of the Tori had fled… suspecting the worst! During the
    desperate
    search, in some parts of the vineyard they saw pieces of the
    white
    silk shirt and black trousers torn among the branches, blinding
    the
    father with fear that he did not want to show, continuing the
    desperate attempt to find his son without, however, any trace
    of
    him…, like the bull. Around dawn, the eldest daughter Carolina,
    who
    felt guilty about what had happened, thought about where her
    brother
    might have been hiding and without saying anything, she walked
    away
    with the horse towards the shed they kept as a barn. When he
    arrived
    nearby, he noticed that inside it, a small fire was lit in the
    fireplace often used by service men to warm themselves, or have
    a hot
    meal when they were late during the night to work the hay.
    Carolina
    delicately opened the glass door, she saw her little brother
    wrapped
    in a fur blanket to keep warm, Alejandro noticed Carolina's
    presence
    and shouted at her to leave, but she, came closer anyway,
    whispering
    to him that he could feel comfortable with her: what she had
    seen
    would remain a secret between the two of them , and crying, she
    held
    Alejandro tightly to herself! They left the hut the following
    morning
    and returned with the horse towards the villa, catching a
    glimpse of
    the fugitive bull returning to his enclosure. When they arrived
    home,
    they were welcomed by their mother who had been worried all
    night,
    not closing her eyes to think of her son outside the house and
    hugged
    them both, while the father had a completely different reaction
    towards his son and shouted at him to do not you ever do it
    again!   
                                                                   
         
                               On his way to school, Alejandro felt
    happy
    to go there, in fact, his mother was enthusiastic about having
    a son
    like him who loved going to school to have a better future,
    compared
    to his other peers, in this regard he gave great satisfaction
    to his
    family. Yes, he was pleased with the school environment, he
    knew that
    if he got the best grades in school, he could go far from the
    plans
    his father had in store for him and be able to live the life he
    wanted from an early age. A few years passed... and there was
    an art
    lesson with a teacher who was very dear to him, for the simple
    reason
    that she explained the history of art and the use of colors
    very
    well, when he gave a statement to the whole class, which in
    spring
    the "school" would have taken all its students on a visit
    to the capital of Madrid and the trip would have taken place
    right in
    the Taurus season! For a moment Alejandro was saddened by
    thinking of
    his father who certainly would not have taken into
    consideration his
    son's interest in participating in the school trip, but still,
    he
    wanted to try to be listened to by him... as usual, upon his
    return
    to house found a bit of chaos, when they approached the holiday
    period, half of the villa was a farmhouse where foreign people
    could
    enjoy Spanish life. He had lunch in the kitchen, as often
    happened in
    those circumstances with the family cook who prepared fabulous
    foods,
    sometimes losing himself in the flavour, closing his eyes to
    fully
    taste each dish. At the end of that lunch it was decided to go
    and
    visit his father, without asking anyone where he was...
    certainly, he
    was in his usual place in the arena with the bulls, but upon
    his
    arrival they told him unexpectedly, that he had gone to do the
    rehearsals as a dancer with his mother for the presentation of
    the
    show they planned to present on the evening of welcoming the
    guests.
    He immediately left in a hurry to go and watch his parents
    dance
    together, leaving his father's collaborators in disbelief at
    his
    enthusiasm for the news he had received. Upon his arrival he
    managed
    to assist his parents who were rehearsing, remaining enchanted
    by the
    shiny dresses he saw his mother and sisters wearing: he was
    almost
    excited! But he came to himself... when he saw his father
    approaching
    him, for a moment of break that they had allowed themselves. He
    had
    the opportunity to talk to him about the trip and unexpectedly,
    he
    received his confirmation despite the fact that the trip took
    place
    in a highly important season for their family: his father
    thought it
    was right to send his son to Madrid, because when the capital
    calls,
    a good Spanish must go without discussion! (This was his
    thought).
    Thus, the father signed the authorization form for the trip
    even
    though he knew that his son was only fifteen years old, but he
    trusted him and the mother also agreed.               Alejandro
    returned to his room in the evening after helping the family
    with the
    preparations and began studying despite being a little tired,
    falling
    asleep on his books but, returning the following morning to
    school
    for the last day before the Christmas holidays, with
    satisfaction
    giving the teacher the paper to go on a trip with the other
    kids from
    the school. At the end of school, they had a party to wish each
    other
    a happy holiday and at the end of the celebrations, he returned
    home
    to carry out his role as helper for both his mother and father,
    who
    almost always took him with him to the stables. of the bulls to
    prepare the arena for the show, with the great satisfaction of
    teaching them how to spear the bull at the final of the
    bullfight! He
    practiced it with a fake bull that they brought in as if it
    were the
    real one, and while Alejandro was forced to stick the stick
    into the
    neck of that stuffed animal, he thought how terrible it was to
    do it
    on a real bull (since he had already seen it done many times to
    his
    father), not understanding, however, what he found so exciting
    to
    reduce a living being into a prey that attracted by a red veil,
    was a
    spectacle of suspense for the spectators! They returned a few
    hours
    later to change at the gala dinner that his family
    traditionally
    celebrated every year before starting the festivities, and as
    he
    walked along the internal corridor of the arena, he looked at
    the
    photos of his ancestors triumphant against the bull, with
    images both
    of his grandfather and of his father. At that moment his father
    Hermando approached and put his hand on his shoulder to tell
    him that
    one day his will be there too while Alejandro was looking at
    the
    photos of the competitions won by his family in Madrid: she was
    always first in the rankings for this kind of tradition, and
    was also
    recognized by the Spanish royal family for its devotion to
    traditions, as his father proudly told him! He reminded him to
    go,
    the family had certainly already gathered in the main room for
    the
    large table and upon their arrival, they were welcomed with
    loud
    applause: the father and son were the Sovereigns, and that
    evening
    was truly magical... they ate while watching to the Flamenco
    shows,
    finishing around dawn. The following afternoon, they had to be
    ready
    to welcome the tourists who had come for those holidays and for
    Alejandro, it was an opportunity to make new acquaintances,
    feeling
    truly lucky to be part of that family but at the sometime, he
    would
    have loved to express himself, without any shame, for example,
    participate intensely in the life of a dancer and not as a
    bullfighter, as his father wanted! The festive days came to an
    end
    and in front of the Diaz family, a new year began to be
    reinvented...
    Alejandro returned to school proudly: there, he had hope, he
    could
    express his interest in knowledge... while the teacher began to
    talk
    to him about trip that would take place that spring in Madrid.
    Returning from school, his first thought was not to follow his
    father
    in his bullfighter activity, but he preferred to participate in
    the
    preparation of the new flamenco dresses with his mother and his
    sisters, remaining with them for almost half the day before
    retiring
    to study. That attitude was not going unnoticed even by his
    mother
    who initially did not understand her son or simply did not yet
    accept
    the reality of a secret that Alejandro carried within himself,
    and
    was unable to express openly to everyone! That evening, the
    mother
    decided to knock on the door of "her little one" (as she
    still considered him even though he was growing up), waited a
    few
    minutes to wait for permission to enter and when she heard the
    voice
    of her son who joyfully consented, the his presence, she took a
    step
    forward and started to talk to him... but Alejandro interrupted
    her
    to show her some sketches of clothes designed by him personally
    with
    pride, without being too prejudiced (which he often did with
    his
    father) and the mother remained struck by the her son's
    artistic
    ability, she then decided to show them to the family seamstress
    to
    create new models dedicated to the spring festival. They looked
    into
    each other's eyes, she stopped him for a moment, she wanted to
    know
    from him what was happening to him... surprising Alejandro at
    the
    question: his mother, she always saw him as a quiet boy, with
    few
    things in his head and at that point, from she , he wanted a
    better
    explanation or perhaps, he was still trying to hide! She
    replied that
    his attitude, so interested in clothes and make-up for the
    show,
    seemed strange to her... they were all things that belonged
    only to
    her and the rest of the female group, certainly not to a boy
    who
    should have followed in his father's footsteps father!* At that
    point
    Alejandro closed his body in on himself, making his mother
    understand
    that he had nothing else to say to her but her, she approached
    and
    caressed his head with her hand, whispering to him that when he
    wanted, he could tell her whatever he carried inside, reminding
    him
    that she was his mother and could be trusted with whatever
    reality he
    was hiding! She left that room a little disappointed with tears
    in
    her eyes but at the sometime, with the desire, with the
    strength to
    listen and help her son: she would have accepted anything, just
    to
    see him happy! She understood, but she swore to herself that
    she
    wouldn't mention it to anyone, not even to her father: he
    wouldn't
    understand...and then, it was right that Alejandro should talk
    about
    it, when he felt free to do so! The months went by... Alejandro
    was
    happy that day, tomorrow he would leave with school for Madrid,
    finally, the long-awaited trip had arrived! That morning, he
    was the
    first to leave the house to go to school accompanied by both
    his
    parents who, while they wished him a good trip, his father made
    him
    promise to visit some bull ring where he would find some photos
    of
    the members of his family hanging on the wall, and of that, he
    should
    have been proud! His mother, on the other hand, wished him to
    have
    fun and make good use of that trip, surely he would be
    enthusiastic
    about the new things and that experience would bring him new
    self-confidence and autonomy. He got on the train with his
    companions
    and when he sat down, he took a breath and left happy! They
    arrived
    in Madrid after an hour's journey... everyone got off at the
    city's
    central station, took their luggage trying to stay as close as
    possible to the teachers so as not to lose sight of them...
    there
    were many people that morning around midday, but luckily, they
    all
    left the station together and headed towards the bus that would
    take
    them to their hotel, while Alejandro took the opportunity to
    take
    some photos: another hidden passion of his! They entered the
    hotel
    and everyone went in groups to their room, only Alejandro sat
    down in
    the suite, his father insisted that he had one of the best ones
    in
    the hotel and so sleeping with him were two other boys but from
    different classes... at the beginning Alejandro felt
    embarrassed to
    sleep together with his other male companions: he would have
    preferred to share the room with other girls, so, Sofia, a
    class
    friend, confirmed the invitation to his room one evening so
    that he
    could be together with him, exciting Alejandro to accept. His
    roommates were quite calm, but at the same time, he found them
    a bit
    light weights in describing female sexuality... they spoke
    about it
    as if it were an object to be used without setting limits of
    sensitivity and modesty, through vulgar photos and videos they
    were
    viewing in front of him. They asked him for his opinion on the
    matter
    by asking him: <<Don't tell us that you wouldn't have
    them!>>
    Alejandro replied that he had a completely different idea of
    sex and
    above all, he wanted to point out that women should be treated
    with
    respect, courted, loved... and do not use as accessories! At
    that
    answer they were amazed... he saw in them a moment of
    reflection and
    of this, he was proud! At lunch they all ate together, the
    teachers
    tried to unite the children even if they were from different
    classes:
    that trip was supposed to be an opportunity to learn to
    collaborate
    between classes and for all of them, they had assigned research
    to do
    during the visit to the monuments, above all to focus on the
    traditions and customs of the place where at the end of that
    seminar,
    the best successful work would be rewarded and displayed on the
    school notice board. They left the dining room and then left
    for the
    first places to visit, as were all the other following days
    where at
    the end of each one, they had to collect the material they
    found
    interesting and combine it with the work required: Alejandro
    took
    many photos to capture the details that most of the others had
    missed
    and many of them, remained due to the photographic skill that
    he
    reserved but with simplicity, he replied that he was used to
    photographing his sisters while they danced flamenco. During
    that
    trip, the teachers left a half day free to all the children
    since
    they had now learned to know the streets of Madrid better and
    allowed
    them to go out "responsibly"... alone, even if they would
    be observed from a distance. Alejandro and Sofi went together
    along a
    rather characteristic street in Madrid, took some photos again
    for
    research, and took a break in the trendiest beauty salon in the
    city
    which allowed them to indulge themselves as each of them
    preferred.
    Alejandro, after a "series of no" from the city, managed to
    be satisfied only in that salon to have his hair dyed blonde as
    he
    had wanted for some time, catching the attentive gaze of his
    friend
    Sofi who was struck by Alejandro's beauty ... while he realized
    that
    she was a little in love with him, but did not feel the same
    way
    about that girl who kissed him on the lips when they found
    themselves
    in a corner of the village they had entered, where he, he
    stopped so
    as not to go any further: for Sofi, he only felt a single
    feeling of
    friendship and not of love or passion! He saw a bit of
    disappointment
    in her face, he asked him: <<But don't you like
    me?>> And
    Alejandro replied that she was a fantastic girl, but he didn't
    feel
    the same emotion... and apologizing, he went away crying!
    Alejandro
    was the first to return to the hotel that day and took refuge
    in his
    room, he was alone, and had the opportunity to let off steam as
    he
    wanted: he went to the bathroom to take a mini shower, he
    didn't want
    to think about anything but he knew, only as much as he wanted
    to be
    Alexandra… and cried! The final evening of the school trip had
    arrived and that evening, they all danced together in the disco
    room
    of the hotel which was truly a place full of attention for its
    customers and while Alejandro danced together with the others,
    he
    noticed Sofi who despite knowing that among them there could
    only be
    a friendship , when they separated she told him that she was
    happy to
    have a friend like him and not to worry about what had happened
    between the two of them, without hiding from him, however, that
    she
    would be happy to have a boyfriend like him next to her... but
    Alejandro felt embarrassed and hugged her, consoling her for
    having
    broken her heart and that he would always be there for 
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Sofi,
heard that last word said with a different vowel, and she
understood
that Alejandro was hiding something big... which perhaps, he hadn't
yet mentioned to anyone, but she swore to keep to herself what she
had heard from her friend by staying with him all evening, keeping
her promise to sleep one night in the same room, Sofi and Alejandro
snuck into an empty hotel room and slept in the same bed, while he
noticed how Sofi fell asleep peacefully on his chest, despite
knowing
the truth! The following morning, they returned to their rooms
before
their respective companions woke up from the night spent dancing:
the
day of returning home had come and Alejandro was a little worried
thinking about his father's face when he would see him with the
blonde streaks on the light brown hair that he already had, but
which
emphasized even more, the hidden blonde that he had wanted to bring
out for some time. When they arrived in front of the school, he did
not see his parents but his family driver who was shocked to see
him
in that new hairstyle and Alejandro, did not want to hear any
opinion
from him, so much so, he understood that he did not appreciate the
change. At home he was welcomed by his mother with a hug, and she
confessed that she had missed him so much together with her sisters
who were satisfied with the color of his hair, thinking that he
really looked good! Not the father! When he saw him he shouted at
him: <<the trip was of no use in making you mature as a
man!>>
And he ordered him to go to his room, or rather, he took him
himself
and locked him with the key: from that moment on, he would remained
because he didn't think it was right to make it succeed! The father
felt in a state of shame: he had sent his son, his only son, on a
trip to Madrid and returned with his hair dyed blond, (where have
we
ended up with traditions ? He thought!) But above all, he wondered,
what had he done wrong with his son!
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