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Some songs just don’t let you go. For days and weeks, they're just floating around in your head. You feel like you have to write a story about it. For me, one of those songs is Just give me a reason by Pink. I was deeply affected by the lyrics. That's why this story was born.
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Your support and friendship have meant more to me than I could ever say.
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Chapter 1
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I sit in my room and watch the raindrops dripping down the window. The drops coat the glass and run down to the rim in a rapid zigzag pattern. The apartment is silent and the minutes pass at a snail's pace. Something dark and heavy settles over me. Ever since our daughters moved away from home to go to university, I feel like I'm sinking deeper and deeper. I have a small bakery that I run, and two employees who help me. My husband is a well-respected surgeon, which means I hardly see him. The constant on-call work and his private practice take up all his time and energy. We don't even speak to each other anymore, except to say hello. The saddest part of it he doesn’t even realize it. We live side by side like two roommates.

To the outside world, we are an ideal family: a well-paid, still handsome husband, a successful entrepreneurial wife, and two perfect children with no problems, even as teenagers. Even my colleagues think everything is fine. And this smiling, everything-is-fine mask I put on every day is getting harder to wear. I miss my family. I know that children have to fly out sooner or later, it's nature's way. I'm fine with that. But I miss the partner I have, but at the same time, I don't have. 

What should I do? I know many couples divorce now, but I don't want to. I still love my husband even though we haven't had intimacy for several years. Does he still love me? Or is he seeing someone secretly, like many other men in his position?

When I hear the door slam, I look at the clock and see that it is already eight o'clock. I get up to go to Victor. I find him in the kitchen, just turning on the tap to get himself some water.

“Hi! Want some dinner?”

“No, thanks. I already ate on the way. I'm just having a drink.”

“I'll put it in the fridge then. I saved it for you, it was your favorite: roast duck.”

“Oh, I didn't know you cooked that, I wouldn't have eaten. I’ll take it for lunch tomorrow.”

“I told you this morning.” I don't know why I'm not dropping the subject.

“I'm so sorry, I must have forgotten.”

“You never listen to anything I say.”

“That's not true. I'm still listening, but please, let's not fight. I'm very tired.”

He heads for the bathroom, and I just stand there staring after him. I go into the living room and turn on the TV. There's a travel program on, showing lovely little Italian villages. They're very charming. All those houses covered with plants, the old-fashioned buildings. I always liked Tuscany. So romantic. It's been a long time since we last went on holiday somewhere. Somehow there was no time for that either. 

When Victor comes out of the bathroom, he sits down in front of the TV. The remote control is already in his hand and he turns it over to a football match. 

“Victor? How about we go on a trip somewhere?” I ask him.

“I can't right now, my next two months are very busy. Maybe we can go somewhere in the summer. We'll see.”

“We never go anywhere! We don't do anything together!” I snap.

“I don't know what's wrong with you today, Anna. I'm busy. You should be happy that the business is going so well. I'm tired, let me watch the game.”

I go to the bedroom, sulking. I don't care if the business is good. It's been going well for a long time, we could take time out. Money is not the most important thing in the world. We should enjoy it a little, otherwise what's the point? 

I'm fiddling with my phone when I see an ad. Relax in a real Tuscan vineyard! I look at the pictures and it's just wonderful. A pale brick two-story house. In front and behind are endless regular rows of colorful vines. All around the house are those wonderful thin pines. I don't see any other house anywhere nearby. I'd like to leave tomorrow. Shall I wait? Why can't I leave tomorrow? For the first time in a long time, I feel a rush of excitement. I check the reservations and see that they have rooms available. Before I overthink it, I make a quick booking. A few minutes later I get a confirmation that I can go. I also buy my flight ticket and write to the guesthouse again to let them know when I’ll arrive so they can arrange the transfer from the airport. After that, I have nothing else to do. I write to Emma and Silvia, my two colleagues, to tell them not to expect me for a while, but I’ll be available by phone. They are good. I know they will sort everything out without any problems. 

My heart is in my throat. I am excited and scared. Victor still hasn't come into the room, so I take a bath and get into our bed. When I close my eyes, I smile heartily for the first time in a long time. 

When I open my eyes in the morning, my gaze falls on the pillow next to me. I wake up alone again, with only the dent in the pillow to indicate that someone has slept next to me. I reach over and feel that it's cold, so he's been up for a long time. The house is completely silent, so he must have gone to work. I look at the clock and see it's only seven o'clock. I take his pillow and hold it close to me, inhaling deeply of its scent. I'm going to miss him. I don't know how this will end, I haven't even told him I'm leaving. 

In the morning I pack a suitcase. I leave a note in the kitchen telling him where I've gone. I look back slowly from the door once more, as if to say goodbye. Of course, I know I'll be back, I'm not moving, but I feel I have to look inside myself and make an important decision. This can't go on, we can't go on living side by side like this. With a decisive gesture, I close the door and leave.
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When I step out of the plane, I am greeted by very pleasant weather. Here in Italy, October is still very pleasant. I take off my jacket, because I am warm, and turn my face to the sun. Compared to the rainy weather back home, I'm in heaven. It's as if the sun is telling me, I'm glad you came, have a good time here. When I step out of the building, I can see the sign with my name on it and Dolce Pippolo in big letters above it. That's the name of the guest house. The sign is held by a man in his 60s. He's an Italian stereotype, not too tall, with black hair, tanned skin, and a tiny belly. He greets me in a pleasant deep voice.

“Bon giorno, signora! Did you have a pleasant journey?”

I'm relieved he speaks English. “Yes, thank you. Is it far to the vineyard?“

“The vigneti is about an hour. But you can enjoy the beautiful scenery, signora. You won't be disappointed.”

As soon as we travel and leave the small airport in Siena, we're already passing through beautiful landscapes. Autumn has used its brush beautifully in this countryside: the small colorful hills, the tall cypresses, and the rows of pines. If I were a painter, this is all I would paint. Indescribable. 

“This is the Val D'orcia. My homeland. It's beautiful. Olive trees, vineyards. I would never leave it,” my driver says, and I agree. Who would want to
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