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1 Arrival in Frankfurt
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Sofia Marchetti looked out of the car window as she was driven from the airport to her new flat in the Sachsenhausen district. Frankfurt seemed different from any other city she had ever been to: the skyscrapers glistened under a heavy grey sky, while the River Main flowed placidly between the towers of glass and concrete. There was a sense of order and precision in that city that somehow reassured her. It was as if every building, every street, was in the right place, and this made her feel, for the first time in months, that perhaps she too could find her balance.

Her heart was beating slightly faster, but not because of the excitement of the city: it was a beat that still reminded her of the wounds of her recently ended relationship with Chiara. It had been an intense, all-consuming love, and now it left behind a trail of painful memories and feelings that had never been completely resolved. Sofia had learned about the beauty and difficulty of that love, and yet, precisely for this reason, she knew she had to leave it all behind in order to start over.

The car sped along the wet roads, and the steady sound of the wheels on the asphalt mixed with the almost unreal silence of the morning traffic created an almost meditative rhythm. The driver, a man in his fifties with a strong accent, glanced at her and said with a kind but detached smile, 'Welcome to Frankfurt, Miss Marchetti. I hope you enjoy your stay here.' Sofia nodded, a little tense but smiling, as if that simple sentence could give her courage.

Looking out of the window, he noticed passers-by, some with colourful umbrellas hurrying along the wet streets, others walking slowly as if savouring every drop of rain. There were bicycles parked along the pavements, shops just opening their shutters, and the pungent smell of freshly roasted coffee mingling with the cold, damp air. Every detail d her to how far she was from home, and at the same time how intriguing this new beginning could be.

The Sachsenhausen neighbourhood was a mix of modern buildings and old half-timbered houses. Small cafés with discreet signs and elegant boutiques lined the streets, inviting anyone passing by to stop, even if only for a moment. The car stopped in front of a red-brick building with large windows and an antique door, which would be her refuge for the weeks to come. Sofia paid the driver, picked up her suitcase and thanked him with a slightly shy smile. She felt a thrill of excitement and anxiety at the same time, a feeling she hadn't experienced in a long time.

Opening the door to the flat, she was greeted by a simple but tidy interior. The white walls and the light filtering through the large windows immediately made her feel a little more at home. She put her suitcase on the floor, took a deep breath and went over to the window to look out over the city. The River Main flowed placidly, with the lights of the skyscrapers reflected on the water like a shimmering mosaic. It was an urban landscape that seemed to promise new stories, new encounters, new emotions.

Sofia let herself fall onto the sofa, closing her eyes for a moment. She thought back over the last few months: the silent tears, the messages she hadn't replied to, the memories that still tormented her in the quietest hours of the night. But something inside her, a spark that had never been completely extinguished, told her that it wasn't over. That she could start again. And Frankfurt, with its imposing modernity and mysterious streets, offered her just that opportunity.

After settling in, she decided to take a walk to get to know the neighbourhood. The rain had eased off, creating silvery reflections on the cobbled streets. With every step she took, she discovered little details: a café with warm and inviting décor, a bookshop with windows adorned with antique books, the sound of German spoken by passers-by, which, although largely incomprehensible, had a musical rhythm. Sofia felt immersed in a new world, where every corner could tell a story.

She stopped in front of a small café, pushed open the door and was immediately enveloped by the warmth and smell of roasted coffee. She ordered a cappuccino and sat down by the window. As she sipped slowly, she watched the people passing by in the rain. Some were running, others were walking, and she observed every gesture with curiosity mixed with a touch of melancholy. She realised that she was now an observer of the world, no longer the protagonist of a story that consumed her, but a spectator ready to be surprised.

The thought of starting work the next day made her smile. Working in a foreign office, in a new city, would mean having to learn everything from scratch: social rules, language, customs. But there was something exciting about it all. Perhaps, finally, Sofia could build something just for herself.

As she walked back to her flat along the bridge over the Main River, Sofia noticed the water flowing quickly, reflecting the city lights like tiny fragments of dreams flickering on the surface. She stopped for a moment, breathing deeply. She felt her heartbeat quicken, not only from excitement, but from the realisation that every choice, every step, would bring her closer to a new life. The rain began to fall harder, the steady sound of her footsteps on the wet asphalt mingling with the gurgling of the river, and Sofia realised that for the first time in a long time, she was ready to embrace the unknown.

The next morning, Sofia woke up to the gentle sound of rain tapping against the windows of her flat. It was a light rain, just enough to leave shiny streaks on the glass and fill the air with a fresh, clean smell. She stretched out on the bed, still immersed in a sleep slightly disturbed by confused dreams, memories of her recently ended relationship resurfacing in blurred forms. But now, finally, there was a space of silence and possibility: the city was hers to explore and conquer.

After a quick breakfast of coffee and toast, Sofia decided to take a walk around the neighbourhood before heading to her new job. As she walked through the streets of Sachsenhausen, she noticed how the rain, sliding across the surfaces, transformed the asphalt and pavements into shimmering mirrors. The streetlights reflected off the puddles, creating an almost magical effect, and every detail caught her attention: the music coming from a small vinyl shop, the smell of freshly baked bread from a boulangerie, the laughter of children running under colourful umbrellas.

She stopped in front of a bookshop with large windows decorated with posters for art exhibitions. The interior looked inviting, and Sofia couldn't resist the temptation to go inside. The smell of old paper and wood gave her an immediate feeling of familiarity and peace. Walking among the shelves, gently touching the books, she felt her heart calm down a little. It was as if each book were a small fragment of a different life, an alternative world that invited her to dream and imagine a different future.

After choosing a volume of contemporary German short stories, Sofia headed to work. The road to the office was a mixture of modern buildings and half-timbered houses, cafés and shops, people moving at a brisk pace. Every corner seemed to tell a story: the restaurant signs, the parked bicycles, the sound of conversations in German that she tried to decipher carefully. There was a new curiosity in her, the kind that only those who face an unfamiliar city can feel.

Her new job was at a small international communications agency known for its innovative design and prestigious clients. Sofia felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension at the prospect of starting: new responsibilities, unfamiliar colleagues, a competitive environment. But she wasn't as scared as she had been before. Now she felt a different kind of determination within herself, a sense of freedom and possibility that she hadn't felt in a long time.

As she crossed the threshold of the agency, she was greeted by a bright, modern, and environment, with large windows that let in daylight and open spaces that conveyed dynamism. Some colleagues turned to greet her, others continued working, absorbed in their screens. Sofia introduced herself with a shy but sincere smile, feeling her heart beat a little faster. Her new life was truly beginning, and every little gesture, every glance, helped to build a bridge between her painful past and her uncertain future.

As she tidied her desk and organised her files, she noticed a colleague sitting a few metres away: tall, with dark hair and piercing eyes, intent on checking his computer. He wasn't the kind of immediate attraction that makes your head spin, but there was something about the way he moved, the concentration with which he worked, that caught Sofia's attention. She didn't know who he was yet, but she felt a strange curiosity.

The morning passed quickly with briefings, emails and presentations. Sofia was getting to know her new environment, listening, observing, trying to understand the internal dynamics. The city, the job, everything seemed to weave a new fabric around her, a world that was no longer that of the past but a living, ever-changing reality.

During her lunch break, she decided to take a short walk along the river. The Main flowed calmly, its surface slightly rippled by residual rain. Sofia sat down on a bench, watching the water and the reflections of the skyscrapers. There was a peculiar silence, interrupted only by the sound of the water and distant traffic. At that moment, for the first time in months, Sofia felt truly alone, but in a positive way: free, ready to start again, to leave behind painful wounds and memories.

As she was walking back to the office, a sudden sound of footsteps made her turn around. A man was running in the rain, trying to avoid the puddles. For a moment, their eyes met. Sofia felt a slight twinge in her chest, an unexpected shiver. He was a stranger, of course, yet something about the fleetingness of that encounter remained etched in her mind.

Back at the office, she tried to shake off the thought by focusing on her work, but she couldn't ignore the feeling of curiosity that the chance encounter had left her with. Frankfurt, she realised, was not just a city to discover: it was a place where possibilities crept into the most unexpected corners, and perhaps, if she was careful enough, even love could appear among the reflections of glass and wet streets.

The afternoon was passing slowly, and Sofia decided to take another walk to familiarise herself with the neighbourhoods near her flat. The sky was still grey, but the rain had stopped, leaving the air fresh and clean. Every step on the wet streets created small reflections of light from shop signs and street lamps. At that moment, the city seemed to her like a living organism, with its own rhythm, separate from everything she had known until then.

Sofia stopped in front of a café tucked between two taller buildings. The antique wooden door was ajar, and the aroma of roasted coffee and freshly baked pastries made her mouth water. She went in without thinking twice, as if the gesture were a ritual marking the beginning of a new chapter in her life. The place was small but cosy, lit by warm lamps that cast an amber glow. Some customers were immersed in reading, others were talking quietly, and Sofia found a table near the window, watching the outside world without losing the feeling of security that the place offered her.

He ordered a cappuccino and a chocolate cake, and as he sipped his hot drink, his mind began to wander. She still remembered Chiara, her voice, her gestures, the laughter they shared during long evenings. But alongside those painful memories, a different feeling began to creep in: curiosity about what life still had to offer her. She wasn't ready to fall in love, and perhaps she wouldn't be for a long time, but she felt that Frankfurt was the ideal stage on which to rebuild herself, step by step.

After finishing her coffee, she decided to continue her walk towards the river. The Main flowed calmly but with a discreet force, as if telling ancient stories to anyone who stopped to listen. Sofia approached the bridge parapet and let the light wind caress her face. At that moment, she felt a sense of freedom she hadn't felt in months: the past was distant, and the present, though uncertain, had a new and promising charm.

As she walked along the riverbank, she noticed figures moving between the embankments and bridges: joggers, people walking their dogs, couples talking quietly. Each face seemed to tell a different story, and Sofia felt like a privileged spectator of this urban life so different from Rome. The rhythm of the city, the precision of the movements, the light reflecting on the water, all contributed to a sense of wonder and potential belonging.

But not everything was completely peaceful. A strange feeling ran down her spine, as if someone were watching her without actually being there. She turned quickly, finding only passers-by immersed in their activities. She tried to ignore the shiver of unease, convincing herself that it was just her mind playing tricks on her. Yet the thought remained: Frankfurt was new and fascinating, but also a city where mystery could lurk around every corner, ready to surprise the unprepared.

He decided to return to the flat, taking slightly different routes than those he had already taken. He noticed how some alleys were narrower and quieter, with small lights in the windows illuminating the damp passageways. Every detail was vivid: the sound of his footsteps, the faint echo of a door slamming, the scent of residual rain on the stones. Everything contributed to an atmosphere that was both romantic and slightly unsettling, perfect for his mood, suspended between nostalgia and hope.

When she arrived at the flat, Sofia put down her bag and sat by the window, watching the Main River flow under the bridge. The water reflected the flickering lights of the street lamps and buildings, creating a mosaic of reflections that changed with every movement. For a moment, she allowed herself a slight smile. She had taken the first step towards a new life, far from the ghosts of the past. Every detail of the city, every sound and smell, seemed like an invitation to discover herself, to let herself be surprised.

As the sun set behind the skyscrapers, painting the sky with shades of pink and purple, Sofia felt a sense of anticipation. She did not yet know what she would encounter along the way, who she would meet, what mysteries and emotions would transform her life. But one thing was clear: Frankfurt was not just a city to explore, it was the place where her story was truly beginning.

With one last glance at the river, Sofia got up from the sofa, ready to get ready for the evening and reflect on the day. The city stretched out around her, alive and mysterious, and a thought crossed her mind: perhaps, amid the lights and shadows of its bridges and alleys, fate had already begun to weave its web.
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2 New rules
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Sofia Marchetti woke up with an unusual sense of excitement, a subtle thrill running down her spine as she opened her eyes and looked at the white ceiling of her new flat. The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting thin stripes across the wooden floor. For a moment, she paused to take a deep breath, savouring the calm of the moment: she was alone, she was free, and she finally felt like she could choose every step of her day without having to deal with other people's demands or expectations.

The flat was quiet, but full of details that spoke of her: the newly opened suitcase left on the bed, books still to be arranged on the shelves, photographs she had not yet decided to hang. Each object represented a promise of the future and a fragment of the past that she was trying to put in order, to arrange without haste. As she sipped the hot coffee she had made, Sofia looked out of the window at the still wet streets of the city, with the streetlights flickering on the puddles and the parked bicycles waiting for their owners.

Today was her first day at work in an international communications agency, a place that promised stimulation, challenges and even new relationships. Sofia felt a little nervous, but more out of curiosity than fear. The city had become her stage, and the job was the first act: she had to understand the rules, observe the balance of power, learn who was in charge, who was watching, who manipulated situations without being noticed.

After dressing carefully – elegant black trousers and a light-coloured shirt that gave her a fresh look – she picked up her bag and headed for the office. The Sachsenhausen district, which she had already explored on her first walk, now seemed more familiar, yet not entirely domestic. Each step was accompanied by the sound of her heels on the damp asphalt and the distant sounds of the city: the engine of a tram, the rustle of bicycles weaving between cars, the buzz of people going about their daily business.

When she arrived in front of the modern building that housed the agency, Sofia hesitated for a moment on the doorstep, as if that moment marked a real boundary between the life she had left behind and the one she was about to begin. The automatic doors opened, and a bright corridor welcomed her. The walls were decorated with minimalist posters, creative slogans and artistic photographs of the agency's projects. Every detail gave her the feeling of entering a world where anything was possible, but where the rules were invisible and had to be carefully observed.

Inside, some people turned towards her, smiling slightly, while others continued to work intently in front of their monitors. Sofia introduced herself with a shy but determined, "Good morning, I'm Sofia Marchetti, today is my first day." The receptionist, a woman with brown hair tied back in a bun who looked professional but friendly, replied, 'Welcome, Miss Marchetti. I'll take you to your office and introduce you to the team.'

As they walked down the corridor, Sofia observed every detail: the shelves with magazines and design materials, the posters hung with motivational quotes, the plants that tried to add a touch of nature to an otherwise rigid space. She felt her mind working at full speed: who were these people, what dynamics lay behind their smiles, what small rivalries would emerge in the days to come. Her curiosity grew along with a slight tension: she had to understand everything without seeming too curious, without losing points with her established colleagues.

The team was made up of young professionals, some Italian like her, others German, each with their own pace and habits. A woman shook her hand enthusiastically, introducing herself as Marta, and explained the first unwritten rules of the office: "This is how it works here: observe, listen and then speak. There are dynamics that you will only understand by experiencing the office day after day." Sofia nodded, taking mental note of every detail. She didn't just want to do the job well, she also wanted to understand how to navigate between people, how to recognise subtle tensions and small power games.

During the morning, Sofia began to familiarise herself with the agency's platforms and projects. The assignments were challenging and complex: advertising campaigns, social media strategies, branding for international clients. Every email, every meeting, gave her the impression of being immersed
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