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Dedication

To any girl who has ever been told no.

Only you decide what you are and are not capable of.

Go turn the world on its head.
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2022 Driver Line-up

 









	
TEAM


	
DRIVER 1


	
DRIVER 2





	
Scuderia Revello


	
Miguel de la Fuente 
(DLF 88, Spain)


	
Andrea Russo 
(RUS 12, Italy)





	
Heidelberg Hybridge F1 Team


	
Peter Albrecht 
(ALB 09, Australia)


	
Darien Cardoso-Magalhães 
(CAR 67, Brazil)





	
Jolt Archambeau Racing


	
TBD


	
Kasper Ramsey 
(RAM 17, UK)





	
Kramer F1 Team


	
Ansel Hermann 
(HER 57, Netherlands)


	
Craig Grant 
(GRA 37, USA)





	
Griffith


	
Nicolò Necci 
(NEC 21, Italy)


	
Alexander Romilly 
(ALR 11, France)





	
Burgess F1 Team


	
Jules Beaumont 
(BEA 04, Monaco)


	
Benjamin Kittington 
(KIT 52, UK)





	
Misaki


	
Banyu Setiawan 
(SET 49, Indonesia)


	
Jonas Hauser 
(HAU 36, Germany)





	
Wilson Nitro


	
Thomas Zhang 
(ZHE 79, China)


	
Michael Cade 
(CAD 15, Australia)





	
Laurens


	
Erhan Solak 
(SOL 38, Turkey)


	
León Villena 
(VIL 57, Mexico)





	
Vittore Monterey


	
Christian Clay 
(CLA 03, Denmark)


	
Byron Hargreaves 
(HAR 18, Canada)










 

 

2022 Formula One Grands Prix Schedule

 

  1.	Saudi Arabian Grand Prix 

  2.	Emilia-Romagna Grand Prix (Imola)

  3.	Miami Grand Prix

  4.	Australian Grand Prix 

  5.	Spanish Grand Prix (Barcelona)

  6.	Monaco Grand Prix

  7.	Azerbaijan Grand Prix 

  8.	Austrian Grand Prix 

  9.	French Grand Prix

	10.	Hungarian Grand Prix 

	11.	Canadian Grand Prix 

	12.	British Grand Prix (Silverstone)

	13.	Jaipur Grand Prix 

	14.	United States Grand Prix (Austin)

	15.	Belgian Grand Prix (Spa)

	16.	Italian Grand Prix (Monza)

	17.	Dutch Grand Prix

	18.	Singapore Grand Prix

	19.	Japanese Grand Prix 

	20.	Mexican Grand Prix

	21.	Brazilian Grand Prix

	22.	Abu Dhabi Grand Prix




2021 Season

‘It’s not often we get the chance to do something like this. We race like we will not live to see tomorrow.’

Eduardo ‘Eddie’ Palomas

#21, Jolt Archambeau Racing 




Chapter One

Miguel

‘Mig, this is not looking good.’ Paula paced back and forth across the floor of my personal backroom. I couldn’t think of a race where she didn’t start to do her terrifying stalking. It was her most effective coping method for when I pissed her off, shit hit the fan, or both. This time, it was both.

‘What’s our strategy?’ I asked, desperately hoping she’d have an answer. If anyone knew how to revive our race, it would be Paula. ‘You want me to overtake my way to the top?’

‘That will have to do. You’re all the way at the back of the grid because of the damned chassis mess from yesterday.’ Paula chewed on the inside of her cheek. ‘Pressure on the turns. That is what you do best.’

I nodded. ‘Okay. Pressure, I can do that.’

‘You know’ – Paula shot me a look – ‘we wouldn’t be in this position if you hadn’t been overzealous in the qualifier.’

And here she goes again. I let out a laugh. ‘Jesus, Pauli, these things happen. Accidents happen.’

‘Accidents in which our team has to break their backs on last-minute repairs?’ Paula lowered her voice. ‘We all know you are number one, Mig, easily over Russo, but remember you race for a team.’

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes, recalling the million times prior that my big sister had given me this same talk. Well, she wasn’t my big sister out here. She was my race engineer.

Paula was exceptional at her job and, in the pit, she immediately morphed into the devil in a windbreaker. As one of the team managers and my race engineer, Paula de la Fuente was the only person allowed to speak to me once I was in the vehicle. She was in charge of the ultimate race outcome and, with that prestigious a job, she was responsible for the failures as well as the successes – say, a broken chassis from pushing too hard in qualifiers.

Paula smacked my arm. Evidently, my eye roll had not gone undetected. ‘Ya, Miguel! We cannot lose this title lead because you decided to be a cowboy.’

‘That term is in my job description.’ I tapped the logo of the red and green crown and shield on my white racing suit. ‘Cowboy.’

I shot Paula a grin as I left the garage and made my way to our car with the crew, ignoring her exasperated expression. I could already smell the blistering tyres, and like it did every race, the scent took over my senses, bringing me back to the beginning.

My childhood reeked of gas and rubber. I grew up in go-karts, same as my father, and his father before him. Addiction to racing was in my blood: sparks that flew when the back of your car scraped the asphalt, vicious chicane curves, neck-jarring crashes and hazy smoke clouds. It wasn’t something that the de la Fuentes chose. It was simply destiny, through which my late grandfather brought the family into the lucrative racing circuit known to the world as Formula 1.

The de la Fuentes are assholes of the highest degree. We hail from Barcelona. We hate staying still. We worship the Barça football club. We love money, and we waste it on aged wine cellars. We have raced in Formula 1 for three generations now; from the moment my grandfather sat down in a race car, we have had only one goal: to place podium in the Drivers’ Championship title, maybe even win the Championship, which so far nobody had accomplished. It was my promise to the de la Fuente family that I would try my very best to bring the title home before the end of my career.

Paula, though she was as much a cutthroat competitive de la Fuente as the rest of us, once suggested this pompous attitude was an attribute of too much toxic masculinity. Our father just chuckled at that. ‘Paulita, delicate female necks are not built to withstand six Gs.’

Everyone may have cracked up at that but, as unfortunate as it was for Paula, Papá was right. At its core, racing is a uniform sport. It is fuelled by a community that discourages change, unless that change makes the cars go faster and names jump up the leaderboards. 

So over time, my sister, like the rest of us, reluctantly fell into step with the rest of the Formula 1 world. She unhappily resigned herself to accept F1’s machismo when her attempts to recruit more female engineers failed. The reason? The female engineers in question were reluctant to deal with the drivers’ diva-like behaviour.

Just beyond the garage doorway, the crowd roared. I decided to skirt round my car and step out of the pit just for a moment, waving as I went. The screams only got louder as my cheering section – armed with posters, flags, signs and banners – went wild. Someone blasted the song with which the Scuderia’s followers had knighted me: ‘Whatta Man’ by Salt-N-Pepa. I felt the confidence flood my chest as I raised both arms and nodded as if to give them a ‘HELL YEAH!’ of approval.

Over my time in Formula 1, I had gained fans from all over the globe, mostly in Spain – my birthplace, as well as the country for which I raced – and Canada, where I had been brought up for a time. They were diehard, that much was for sure. I’d had some pretty interesting items thrown at me during victory laps on account of them. At first, it took me aback, though I came to get used to them as races flew by. That didn’t mean they were any less to me – my fans made each and every grand prix one to remember. 

I returned to the garage and donned my radio system and helmet before sliding into the cockpit of the car as our team worked around me.

‘Check, Mig,’ Paula’s voice said into my earpiece. ‘Can you hear me?’

I could tell she wasn’t exactly pleased from the way her Spanish accent thickened, the normally buttery syllables growing a dangerous edge. Paula, having been born and raised in Barcelona for most of her childhood, maintained the accent even when we moved to Canada, and it came back in full force when we returned to Spain. My accent tended to live within the vaguely Canadian range, rarely what anyone would call Spanish. 

‘Yep,’ I said to pacify her.

‘You had better.’

The announcer came on over loudspeaker, something I could barely hear because of my earplugs, helmet, and the omnipresent buzz in my ears since yesterday’s crash. In the meantime, my team parted to form a wide berth for my car.

‘Let’s cruise on down,’ said Paula unhappily. ‘You are at the back of the grid. Andrea is on pole. But at the very least, the odds of a Revello win today are good. Just do your best.’

The cars pulled out for the line-up, moving from the pits to take their places for the formation lap behind the safety car. I trailed behind, eighteenth position on the grid. Way up at the front was my Revello teammate: Andrea Russo, racing in the first position.

There was no doubt commentators were living it up over this. A Revello car out in Q1, leaving one pole and one the caboose. The thought angered me so much that I unconsciously tapped the gas and made the car growl greedily on my way past the cheerleaders.

Yes, it was true. There were cheerleaders here. I was no rookie to racing, but I had yet to race at a grand prix more strangely dramatic than the United States. Here in Austin, at the Circuit of the Americas, or COTA, as we called it, the Americans went ballistic. Cheerleaders on the sidelines, extravagant celebrations both before and after, rodeo shows, cowboy hats incorporated into everyone’s arrival outfits, it was really something. I would have enjoyed how over-the-top it all was if I had not been planning my attack from eighteenth place.

‘Screw me,’ I grumbled, pulling into the grid. At least I wasn’t dead last. I was just ahead of Vittore and Laurens. Third to last. Fun.

‘I heard that,’ Paula’s voice chided. 

I gritted my teeth and focused on the track at hand. The formation lap began, a slow go-around that required me to steer in and out, weaving my tyres to get heat into the compound. It wasn’t hard. Texas was baking, about thirty-five degrees Celsius in the air and no doubt over forty on the track. By the time the formation lap ended, and we returned to the start to pull into grid positions, sweat had already soaked my forehead beneath my balaclava, and was starting to trickle down my face. My hair wasn’t helping matters. At its current length, it only exacerbated the feeling of overheating. Paula was right when she said I needed to get a haircut. I wanted to shave it all off in the moment, I was struggling so hard not to collapse of heat exhaustion. I pressed the button on my steering wheel with a gloved finger as we waited, allowing the electrolyte solution stocked in the car for my convenience to shoot up through a straw around my helmet and into my mouth. Respite at last.

Soon enough, the green flag was up. The countdown lights turned on above our heads. With vengeful intent, I shook off my drowsiness and goaded on my engine till it roared.

‘Top six, Mig,’ Paula warned me. ‘Get to the top six.’

The red lights flashed on one by one, illuminating all five. And finally, with a beep, they all went out.

Engines screamed. The cars in front of me took off on the first of fifty-six laps. It was open season. I caught the slipstream of the other Laurens in front of me, setting up for an overtake, and slid cleanly around the car.

‘P17, Miguel,’ said Paula.

We soared across Turn One, and already I heard a screeching behind me as I passed both Wilson Nitros easily. ‘Who was that?’

‘Vittore of Clay had a skid, but he’s back on,’ Paula replied. ‘Keep going, you are P15 now.’

I yanked the car around and upped pressure at the back of the Burgess in front of me: another simple overtake. It took some jumping and swerving to get to the top, a method I rarely had to use but was well versed in. By about Lap Twenty, Paula told me what I both knew and wanted to hear.

‘You are holding steady at P4, Mig. I need you to push a little harder on the straights. You have fuel.’

‘Who’s in front?’

‘P3, Palomas for Jolt, P2, Albrecht for Heidelberg, P1, Russo.’

‘Cool. Let’s run this.’

At this point in the game, my odds were low, but I think going from P18 to P4 was good on its own. I had a long way to go till first.

‘Listen, Mig, we box this lap. Box, box,’ Paula commanded two laps later.

I pulled into the pit, and around me hydraulics whirred as Revello’s top-tier crew changed my tyres at lightning speed. Just over two seconds and I was pulling out, fresh from a stop that would give me significant leverage over Jolt Archambeau’s third-place car.

I popped out of the pit lane in P6 and picked my way back to P4. ‘Yes, we’re on his ass,’ I hooted. I could practically see Paula shaking her head in disapproval. Potty talk, as Paula liked to call it, was not something my sister tolerated.

We hit Lap Forty, and finally, I pressed the Jolt on to overtake Eduardo Palomas.

‘P3!’

‘Yes, keep going, we have next the Heidelberg.’

The race was running smoothly for one so aggressive, with such fierce competition. Then, rather abruptly, as I was exiting Turn Eleven, a loud thud from behind me shook the track.

I cursed. ‘Pauli, what was that?’

‘Well, Mig,’ she said, ‘yellow flag is up. Slow down. Something has happened with Palomas.’

‘I just passed him, right?’

‘Yes. Something happened. He overcut on Turn Eleven, and it looks like he has spun into the wall. There is damage.’

‘What damage?’

‘Focus!’ chided Paula, voice shaky.

‘Is there fire?’

‘No, just … Oh my God!’

Her shout coincided directly with a huge boom. The red flags came out with urgency as a safety car zoomed onto the track to control the cars still running. ‘What the hell is happening?’

‘Mig, the car – the fuel blew, they’re taking Eddie out now. It’s okay. Red flag in the meantime. Just stay behind the safety car, tío.’

At the finish, we were met immediately by a slew of blockades and traffic coordinators. The race would temporarily end here, it seemed, from their presence stretching all the way across the width of the track. Around me, confused drivers parked and climbed out of their cars, looking around for something that might constitute an answer.

I did the same. I ripped off my helmet just in time to hear an announcement.

‘The United States Grand Prix will resume upon the FIA’s instruction. We apologize for the inconvenience. Racers, please make your way out of your cars. Avoid any unnecessary contact with your vehicle once you have left it.’

I was P3. For a guy who started at the back, this was huge. This was a top-tier performance, and there was no doubt Revello would commend me for it later on. I’d done what I needed to – top six – and then some. But my gut told me it wasn’t the time to gloat as all of us, the ones who’d gotten out and stood on the sidelines included, watched the smoke rise in the sky far down on the track.

‘Is he good?’ I yelled as I abandoned my car and ran directly to Paula, who looked about as bewildered as I felt. 

‘It’s bad,’ she told me unsteadily. ‘The fuel tank had ruptured in the crash and …’

I glared at the thick cloud of smoke, heard the wailing of the race ambulance and safety teams. This was one of the last races of the season. It was far too late for Jolt to sustain any blows at the top of their game. But forget about that. I’d made my way from karting into Formula watching Eduardo Palomas drive. He was one of my biggest role models, and no matter how dirty the races got, I’d always retained the greatest degree of respect for him. I couldn’t believe it was Eddie who’d got into this kind of an accident, but I had to believe he’d come out of it able to drive again.

The flag eventually did end, and the race resumed. But whatever was left of it was half-hearted and on edge. I finished it P3. It didn’t even matter to me any more. Eddie had to be okay. He just had to.




Chapter Two

Miguel

As cold as ice, pride ran through the veins of the de la Fuentes in excess. But if there was one thing that humbled the holier-than-thou perspectives of my family, it was tragedy on the racetrack.

It was an inevitability in this sport, no matter what safety procedures were brought in. Our father’s cousin Cruz succumbed to injuries from a brutal accident on-track many years ago, which urged Papá to take every safety precaution he could with our cars. Through his board seat on Revello, he even provided a hand in the development of the lifesaving halo device. Of course, he was not the only one to think this way. Formula 1 had become significantly safer since Tío Cruz’s crash due to the kinds of measures the FIA had introduced. However, a risk was still run. And in the accident today, it seemed the inevitable consequences had fallen on Eduardo Palomas’s shoulders.

Post-race, I had to drag myself through the obligatory podium celebration and hastily answered press enquiries. ‘I’d like to go to the hospital,’ I said bluntly to my sister. ‘Paula, it’s not right to stay here and pretend it’s not Eddie of all people over there in trouble. I have to go. Andrea can stay and bask in his own glory.’

And so we sped to the nearest hospital, where Palomas had been taken, waiting on an update from doctors.

Dutifully, Paula sat with me in the crammed hospital waiting room. I knew we looked ridiculously out of place, me in my racing jumpsuit and third-place cap, her in the team windbreaker, getting odd looks every now and then. I must’ve clearly been tense, though; I guess this scared away the onlookers.

About half an hour after we got there, a physician emerged from the urgent care. ‘Eduardo will be all right,’ he announced. ‘Mild concussion, some scrapes and bruises.’

The press in there with us immediately got to bombarding the poor doctor with questions. I let out a long-held breath. ‘Thank God.’

We were able to go inside and speak with him. Paula gave me a look like she figured this would be good for me as we walked through the halls. Like most drivers, I found a sort of kinship in the Formula 1 circuit. As competitive as the sport got, all the guys came together in the end. Ever since I’d started driving, Eddie and I were no different. 

Eduardo Palomas sat on the side of his hospital bed, legs hanging over casually, completely unlike someone who’d just gone into the wall in an open-cockpit car. He didn’t look too bad at all, given some of the horror stories of crashes I had heard – and seen – in the past. He still wore his jumpsuit, pulled down to his waist so you could see the Nomex long sleeve he had on underneath. While this layer was somewhat scorched, black marks marring the white fabric like a dusting of soot, it had probably saved him from life-threatening burns. There were a few scratches across his face, one hand wrapped in gauze, a couple of still-red bruises, some burns on his neck, but he was otherwise unscathed, at least to the observer.

‘Aw, man, Eddie,’ I groaned. I pulled my friend into a back-smacking hug. ‘What happened?’

Eddie sighed. ‘I don’t even know. One minute I was fine, and the next, I overshot. I was spinning, and that’s all I remember. They told me I blacked out.’

‘Jeez. They clear you?’

‘Yeah. Yeah, they did clear me, I can be back next race. But …’

There was stark reluctance in Eddie’s eyes. I wasn’t sure if I saw it correctly. It almost looked as if he didn’t want to race. And if I was being honest, that was far worse than any injury. 

‘What’s up?’ I asked tentatively. I could tell from the anxiety in his voice that he noticed it, too.

‘Miguel, man, I love this sport.’ He looked up at us both. ‘But these kinds of things take a toll on me. And that pressure, it’s nothing compared to what Belén and Angelica have to go through.’

I exhaled hard as I thought. Belén, Eddie’s wife, was a sweet woman, angel of the paddocks, areas that were normally filled with snappy, resentful girlfriends. Their daughter, Angelica, was just two years old. I know Paula felt her heart jump every time my Revello shot off at the beginning of a race. She’d told me in tears many times before. I couldn’t imagine the emotions Eddie’s family dealt with.

‘Hey. You’re a legendary driver,’ I assured Eddie. ‘These accidents, they happen to everyone. Doesn’t mean we have to spiral. You’ve trained harder than anybody else. It’s nothing you need to worry about, dude.’

‘That’s the thing, Miguel.’ Eddie smiled sadly. ‘These accidents happen to everyone. They can happen at any time. My family wasn’t prepared for it today, and no matter what, they will not be prepared if it happens again.’

I tried my best to shake off the unsettling conversation with Eduardo Palomas. No one ever talked about the risks we took as drivers, and when they did, it hit you like a train: anything was possible in this sport.

It was no surprise, then, that something seemed to grab hold of me, so that – immediately after we exited Eddie’s room – I insisted we return to Spain to rendezvous with Jatziry Fernanda at her all-girls’ college in Barcelona. Even for me, this was off, because Paula liked to say I could not care less about Jatziry Fernanda Calderón Blanco, despite our marriage essentially being guaranteed. 

We reached Barcelona in the middle of the night, so we stopped at a local hotel. Recognition was immediate: the owner refused to let us pay. When it was time to get up next morning, I slipped five hundred-euro notes under the pillows in both our rooms.

Paula stifled a yawn as we got into the car we’d rented out, a Revello Catanzaro, true to the spirit of our team. There wasn’t a day where Team Revello didn’t insist on having us rep the brand (except the one time they’d let Paula have a Mercedes to get from Madrid to Barcelona, and even then, you could tell they weren’t loving it). I yanked open the door for her, and she raised a slightly scrutinizing eyebrow my way.

‘What, you don’t want me to be nice and open your door?’ I prodded.

‘I think you’re rattled,’ was all she said before hopping into the passenger seat.

I shook my head, trying to figure out what the hell my cryptic sister was on to now. I rounded the car and buckled into the driver’s seat. ‘You think I’m rattled?’

‘Well,’ she said pointedly, raising her voice over the thrum of the engine. ‘You know what drivers do after something like Eddie’s incident happens, don’t you?’

I sighed as I backed the car out of the lot. She was right, as usual. Racing incidents, as I said, never lost their punch. After the fireball we’d witnessed on-track, I knew it wasn’t just me. The whole grid had to be busying themselves visiting all their family members out of a warped sense of guilt right now. Except that was my problem, and it always had been. I felt awful, because I had Jatziry, but at the same time, it was like I didn’t.

El Universidad Católica Santa Teresa de Avila was situated just outside of the larger city, where its female population remained sequestered from civilization under an order of straitlaced nuns. That Paula and I were allowed inside was a boon on account of the headmistress, Sister Alejandra, being a massive closeted DLF fan.

I barely had a foot through the doors of the school when said headmistress appeared seemingly out of thin air with a huge grin plastered to her face. ‘Señor de la Fuente!’

My sister and I exchanged a lightning-fast sibling look before returning to the old nun with gracious smiles.

‘Beautiful as always, Sister Alejandra,’ I replied smoothly, adding a smirk for a little extra oomph. ‘We were hoping to meet Jatziry Fernanda Calderón Blanco, porfa.’

Happily, Sister led us to the dining hall. ‘You sound like un gringo,’ Paula taunted me. ‘Bobo.’

‘Bruja,’ I whispered back. 

The dining hall of Santa Teresa soon loomed before us, with its high, churchlike ceilings and excessive stained-glass windows. Paula shuddered, and I was pretty sure she was fighting back flashbacks from her own days in Catholic college, almost seven years prior. My big sister was now twenty-eight, and controversial within the family because of her refusal to marry. I was twenty-four, coming off the bachelor’s in health administration I’d finished just a year back while racing. My family might have had their heads in the race, but my sister was the one whose voice echoed in the back of my head with her knowing insistence that education had to come first. Sport consumed a truckload of my time, but I finished high school and college – I remember tacking flashcards to the top of the lifting rack so I could study while my trainer put me through mandatory workouts. Ultimately, however, I sprang into Formula 1 with everything I had rather than a traditional career. 

I quickly spotted Jatziry with her friends, loud and boisterous as she was until we came within ten feet of her. We darted between tables, weaving among groups of starstruck girls till we reached Jatziry, at which point she suddenly went silent. Her friends’ jaws dropped, eyes wide, as they realized we were standing before them.

‘Excuse me, may I have a word with Jatziry Fernanda?’ I said, my tone as even and polite as I could muster. ‘I’ll just steal her for a moment.’

One of the friends swooned. Another turned to Jatziry. ‘You know Miguel de la Fuente?’

A smile played at Jatziry’s lips as she stood, smoothing down the creases in her uniform skirt. ‘Un momento, guys.’

Jatziry was the kind of beautiful that was subtle yet insistent. She had on the default uniform, the plaid skirt and blazer with the university crest. Her hair was thrown into a ponytail of dark waves that tumbled down her back. Her face was young, hazel eyes and a pensive expression with no wrinkles at rest, still unmarred from the stress of Formula 1. Above all, Jatziry maintained a great deal of poise, something I certainly didn’t have, which my mom crooned would serve her well when she became the wife who would have to deal with all the forces of motorsport and press thrown at her on account of yours truly.

‘Hey, uh, Pauli.’ I nudged Paula, clearing my throat awkwardly. ‘Let me and Jatziry talk a little, alone.’

She sucked in a breath. ‘But, Mig, Sister—’

‘Will leave us be,’ I finished. ‘Not long. I promise.’

‘Ay …’ My sister sighed. ‘Okay. Five minutes. Be back soon.’

Jatziry Fernanda and I sat together on a bench outside the dining hall, the closest I had ever been to her since the implicit, and then explicit, announcement of our betrothal so many years ago.

We were both Spanish, obviously, but we had little else in common. We were from different worlds, as clichéd as that sounded. Paula had once told me that my English rolled off my tongue like river water off heather-clad hills. She then added that Jatziry’s English was a drive through the Sahara Desert without your seatbelt on. We didn’t really talk, Jatziry and I. I guess I figured she didn’t care much for me, which was why it perplexed me that we were sharing such a moment, even though it was my fault that we were here in the first place.

I removed my Revello cap, and immediately felt a little too vulnerable sitting there with her. Just in jeans and a T-shirt and trainers. When I put on the race suit, that was a wall – that was armour. This felt like a level of honesty I didn’t think I’d previously reached with Jatziry … ever. She looked so innocent, but I knew she wasn’t naïve to the weight of this conversation. I wouldn’t have come all this way to see her just because I felt like it.

‘How are you, Jatziry?’ I asked dumbly. ‘How’s college?’

‘I’m keeping well,’ she replied. ‘I graduate early, in December.’

It was funny how mature she sounded for a girl only two years younger than me. 

‘Is it hard?’ That was a stupid question. It’s college.

‘School is difficult,’ she admitted, her eyes still lowered to avoid mine, ‘but that may just be the nuns always up my ass.’

And suddenly she clapped a hand over her mouth, eyes wide, as if in complete shock over the fact that she’d expressed a semblance of personality to me.

I couldn’t help it. I snorted. And then I laughed – actually laughed. It was different, a change from the fabricated media chuckles we were trained to give them in interviews. With the weight of the incident with Eddie, I’d needed a laugh.

‘You know,’ I said with a smile once I’d got a grip on myself, ‘you can be yourself around me. It’s fine.’

‘Is it, though?’ Jatziry said. She realized too late that she was still speaking through her hand and dropped it abruptly. ‘You didn’t ask for me. You don’t even know what you signed up for. I just … I know you the same way the public does. Nothing more.’ Her confession was like an anvil pressing against my chest; it might have been a weight off her shoulders, but I could feel it crushing mine. ‘Through your races and your GPs and your ads. I don’t know how to act around you, Miguel.’

‘That’s … why I’m here.’ Awkwardly, I shifted on the bench before finally turning to her and met her eyes, almost willing them to level with mine. ‘Last night, there was an accident. I don’t know if you heard, but it was bad. It was a driver I really looked up to, with a wife and kid, and he was okay, but I just thought about everyone I was taking for granted. The regrets I’d have if that were me. I came here because, honestly, Jatziry, I really want to get to know you.’

‘I had heard,’ she said quietly. 

I ran a hand through my hair nervously. She adjusted her skirt, eyes trained on her shoes. What if I’d said something wrong? I couldn’t mess this up. So much was riding on this – on us.

‘I like you better without the hat.’

I tilted my head. My hat? ‘Come again?’

‘That is one thing about me.’ She shrugged. ‘I am not a huge racing fan. So I like you the way you are, Miguel, without Revello and the sponsorships. I like natural things.’

I exhaled out of relief. And then exactly what she’d said hit me, and I inhaled again. ‘Oh. I see.’

And maybe this was guilt, like Paula had said. But in this moment, everything, to me, was temporary. Safety was temporary, the people you cared about were temporary. I could lose everything with the blink of an eye. If I didn’t hold on to this relationship, we’d lose this, too.

So I tossed my cap behind the bench. It felt unnatural, being without that part of me. I always raced like I would never race again; the sport was everything to me. I could have said this was nothing but a hat, an accessory that meant little to nothing. Instead, it felt like losing a limb. 

I knew Jatziry meant well in saying she wanted more of me and less of the façade. I knew my adherence to racing was a necessary sacrifice to give Jatziry the respect she deserved. I convinced myself I knew that much.

‘Mig!’ A woman’s voice broke the tension between the two of us.

I chuckled awkwardly, hoping she couldn’t tell I was quite glad to have my sister pull me from my thoughts. ‘Paula.’

We both stood. I didn’t really care about my hat itself, even though Jatziry’s eyes flitted towards it curiously once or twice, so I didn’t move to pick it back up. As we moved from the bench, I leaned in and did something unusual for a Canadian: the Spanish cheek kisses, one each side. I never did that – at least, not usually – because it just wasn’t the way I’d been brought up. It was a custom that Paula adhered to more than I did, yet here, I guess it would become second nature. Jatziry was going to be my wife. My wife.

I prayed I wasn’t going red as I walked her back into the school.

‘No more hats,’ I whispered just before we reached Jatziry’s table. I wasn’t sure if I was convincing her or myself. ‘Just me. I promise.’

When we left, I could feel it in the air. Something had definitely changed – whether that was my promise or my understanding of this responsibility. I wondered if Jatziry felt the same way when I thought of the cap in the bushes, if she truly realized the extent to which racing gripped me. Formula 1 was a precarious little dance I followed day by day, a well-choreographed routine, and I’d just broken off from it. 

I had to break off from it. Even with the knot that was beginning to tie itself up in my chest, telling me this wasn’t as easy as a switch I could flip … this had to work. I had to make it. 




Chapter Three

Miguel

Champagne soared through the air and splattered my jumpsuit as I whooped, raising my trophy high. Fans roared from the stands, ecstatic at the culmination of this rocky season.

For the first time, I had made the podium. I was second place in the Formula 1 Drivers’ Championship for 2021, and as the cameras flashed and the crowd cheered at the end of the Abu Dhabi Grand Prix that had claimed part of my car’s front left wing, I felt on top of the world. Of course, I wanted to win first place next season but, for the moment, I couldn’t have been happier with what I had.

Above me on P1 stood Heidelberg Hybridge’s Peter Albrecht, and in third, Andrea, same top three as COTA and the Championship standings. As far as Eddie Palomas was concerned, Jolt had confirmed that he was relatively uninjured. He had finished off the season, but something had been missing. He’d underperformed and lost steam, falling down the ranks. If it hadn’t been for the accident, I thought, he’d be on the podium instead of Andrea. This was a dream come true for me, something I’d wanted since I was in karts, but it also felt incomplete without a legend like Eddie sharing in the glory.

Later, we partied the night away in the Rosa Dorada Lounge, the official travelling Formula 1 club for exclusive post-race bashes, and the sole remnant of the team my late grandfather once drove for. Our staff, family, friends and sponsors filled the lounge as drinks flowed and talk of next season already abounded. The first to bring anything up to me, naturally, was Andrea Russo.

‘Hey, Miguel.’ He occupied the barstool beside me in what I guess he thought was a smooth manner. ‘You heard anything about Eddie’s contract?’

I tried to conceal an excessive eye roll. ‘No, Andrea, as I am not a member of team Jolt, I would not know.’

‘Really?’ He raised an eyebrow, chugging back the rest of his drink. ‘Because I heard something, my man. Something I know you wish you’d heard.’

‘You’re not for real.’

‘Oh, but I am.’ Andrea smirked. ‘Let’s settle. We go golf together this off-season, no more pushing it off, and I’ll tell you right now.’

That was … embarrassing. I disliked associating with Andrea, mainly because I didn’t need his sleazy, one-and-done reputation rubbing off on me, also because I just didn’t like him. In the end, though, curiosity won out.

‘Fine,’ I caved. ‘It’s a deal. Now tell me.’

Andrea’s grin revealed way-too-white veneers. ‘Palomas is starting to back down. You think he’s getting ready for a comeback, huh? All wrong. I heard it from the team principal himself. Cavanaugh dropped this. Palomas is retiring for good.’

‘Eddie is … what?’ I was slack-jawed. I couldn’t even process it. Eddie had been in the sport for damn near a decade. Without someone of Eddie’s calibre, Jolt would tank.

‘Yes, Miguel. They’re looking to pluck up a rookie from F2, someone different,’ said Andrea, voice as quiet as I’d ever heard it. ‘I swear to God I am telling the truth. Watch it unfold for yourself during off-season.’

‘Hmm.’ I mulled over this knowledge. Introduction of a brand-new driver to a top-tier Formula 1 team – rather than pulling a guy from a midfield constructor – was a big deal. All eyes would be trained on him. This would either bolster Jolt Archambeau or destroy them.

‘Don’t think too hard,’ offered Andrea unhelpfully. ‘It’ll probably be the underwhelming son of some big sponsor again. Remember Bonham?’

I snorted. Andrea Russo sucked, but he was right. Matt Bonham, son of Bonham Plastics sponsor Reginald Bonham, had only lasted one season, and a terrible one at that. ‘We are at the top, bro. We deal with threats as they come. It’s nothing earth-shaking.’




Chapter Four

Diana

‘What a shame, he was so close.’

My mother clicked her tongue as she wiped her hands on the dish towel, rounding the couch to sit down next to me. She shook her head at the television. She was the biggest fan of Eduardo Palomas I knew. He had been so close to netting the Championship before his accident. My entire family had sat in front of the screen with our mouths wide open when it happened, just like we did every race. 

‘Could this be a chance for you?’ hummed Ammi with a shake of her towel.

I made a sound of disagreement. ‘Not on a team like that.’

‘Not even with your racing record?’

‘Maybe.’ I brought a leg up onto the couch, crossing it atop my other. ‘But only if I’m what they’re looking for.’

My mother just kept up her tongue-clicking. ‘Well, you drive so nicely, joonam.’

‘Not enough,’ I replied. Something in me twisted and clenched itself around my heart till I felt nauseous just thinking about it. I didn’t know where I’d go from here. I was in a strange position for someone in my place – F2 champion, and yet no offers for so much as a Formula 1 reserve position. I had backed myself into a corner. ‘They always have an energy they want from their driver pairing, you know. Maybe they want my energy, maybe they don’t.’

‘They want to win,’ Ammi pointed out, something I could not at all protest. That much was true: money ran this business. ‘You took the title in your first season there. The doors are all wide open for you.’

If only things were that simple. I loved my mother’s easy way of speaking, her clean-cut, beautiful dreams. I appreciated them, so I smiled and curled up next to Ammi. She gave me a little squeeze of her arms, as if I were still her little baby. I held few people dear, but she was different. All my life, Ammi had gone against the norms that all the other moms followed, making the possibilities for her daughter boundless. She was the person who had first opened those doors for me. The least I could do was give her hope, even in this situation where it was possible I had none.

I’d heard the news just last week. My last lifeline, a Formula 1 seat with Vittore, had fallen through, lost to a young man, probably from some European country. They had good karting schools, produced good racers from wealthy families. It made sense. 

‘Do you think we will get anywhere by doubting, joonam?’ my mother went on. Her voice was a light singsong, hints of her native Persian language intertwining with English. The question wasn’t to be answered as much as it was rhetorical. ‘I know we lost that seat you were looking at. But we can’t doubt.’

We never could, not even when I was starting to race. She’d braid my hair tight into a crown under my balaclava so it wouldn’t distract me while I raced. She and Baba would make signs at home and bring them to races. When we first started to travel for karting and got odd looks, she would give my hand a squeeze and say, ‘Stay with us.’ She had never let me entertain any doubts, but after so many years of racing, I had begun to allow them to creep into my head. 

The Formula series were different. Here, hope wasn’t enough. You needed money, sway, sponsors. People thought I was just asking for sympathy when I argued that it shouldn’t have been so difficult, but it wasn’t just talent that got you through the racing world. I’d been signed with and dropped and signed with and dropped more times than I could count, by brands from the UAE itself. I watched every race, just like my mother did, but a pang of frustration shot through my chest when I realized that many of these men had never felt that deceit.

‘We can’t doubt,’ I echoed Ammi’s words. I didn’t have the heart to do anything else.

‘Who’s won?’ Baba called from the dining table.

‘It’s Peter Albrecht with the Championship.’ I wiggled round in my spot on the couch to shout out the standings back to him. ‘De la Fuente came in second, Russo in third. No Palomas.’

‘Ah, no Eduardo Palomas,’ he mused. The English melded into Arabic as he went on with his theories. ‘That is sad to see. For us, for his team.’

‘Baba,’ I said, my voice almost warning, maybe even scolding. We couldn’t pray for the downfall of other people, hoping opportunities might open up. Something about it just felt wrong to me. I knew how much Ammi and Baba wanted this. I wanted it twice as much. I wanted to make everything they’d given up all these years count. But I couldn’t fathom the notion that my chance would come at someone else’s expense. It usually went rockily for the average male driver; it wasn’t hard to imagine I’d have to put up with doubly as much.

Yes, I wanted a chance with all my heart. I had put every cent I had into this sport. But if I said I wasn’t terrified, I would have been lying.




2022 Season

‘Formula 1 is a tradition. To change this sport is to tarnish it.’

Santiago de la Fuente Sr.

#71, Rosa Dorada Racing




Chapter Five

Miguel

‘“New Jolt Archambeau driver debuts in mysterious media stills that give away absolutely nothing.” What is that supposed to mean, anyway? You can’t even see his face.’

I was sitting on the large verandah of the Barcelona house, beside a now-graduated Jatziry Fernanda, both of us poring over the images on my phone.

‘He’s small,’ Jatziry noted.

She was right. The new driver posed beside his car, helmet on and tinted visor down to give that air of ‘hmm, who could it be?’ He was lanky, reedy, and definitely small, even for a Formula One driver. I mentally ran through all the F2 guys on Jolt’s feeder teams. Who on earth was that short?

Maybe Jolt Archambeau’s new driver was a kid.

‘This is an eighteen-year-old boy who damn near missed his chance at puberty,’ I deduced. ‘That’s what Andrea Russo told me back in Abu Dhabi. Rookie from F2. Does this look like anyone grown to you, Jatziry?’

‘Don’t be mean,’ chided Jatziry. ‘Some people are just, ah, vertically challenged.’

‘And some people see too much good in the enemy.’ I nudged her jestingly. ‘We’re supposed to be against Jolt, not upping their self-esteem.’

‘Sure.’ Jatziry peered down at the phone once more. ‘You know, Formula 1 could use some women … someone like Paula would be great. Curb this head-to-head competition where the men are always comparing sizes.’

Although Jatziry and I had begun by leaving racing out of our conversations, the passing of nearly five months of what we called very chaste ‘dating’ and the family called ‘courtship’ had changed things. Now, Jatziry had finally shaken off the nuns, and after much begging and pleading on my part, she’d grudgingly agreed to involve herself in motorsport and was slated to watch a good number of the grands prix of the coming season. I was ecstatic. Jatziry was like Paula: she was aware she’d be getting a boatload of toxicity and she was hungry to change the narrative.

‘Oh, a leak from Andrea.’ I hit the incoming message from him with a rapidity that surprised myself. Andrea had all too quickly become the source for all Jolt gossip as it came, due to his being in a poker club with their team principal, Theodore Cavanaugh. However, I paid a price, namely that of numerous golf rounds. ‘He has a name. Daniel Zahrani. One of the UAE’s, he says. I think I’ve heard that name.’

‘You trust this man?’ Jatziry said, dubious.

‘Hasn’t been wrong yet.’

She took a long sip of her tea. ‘I don’t know. I have a feeling he may be this time.’

‘You and your premonitions,’ I joked, making Jatziry scoff through a smile. ‘Well, I’ll know soon. All of us are invited to the cordial welcome banquet in Los Cabos, and then we’ll see if Andrea has pulled through.’

Formula 1 is like the most problematic, disjointed and yet tight-knit family you
















































December of 2023 Season

‘Deciding to keep racing against Diana Zahrani is one of the best and worst decisions I’ve ever made.’

Miguel Ángel de la Fuente

#88, Heidelberg Hybridge Formula 1 Team


OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Note to Readers


		Dedication

 
		Contents


		2022 Driver Line-up


		2022 Formula One Grands Prix Schedule


		2021 Season

		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four







		2022 Season

		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Chapter Seventeen


		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen


		Chapter Twenty


		Chapter Twenty-One


		Chapter Twenty-Two


		Chapter Twenty-Three


		Chapter Twenty-Four


		Chapter Twenty-Five


		Chapter Twenty-Six


		Chapter Twenty-Seven


		Chapter Twenty-Eight


		Chapter Twenty-Nine


		Chapter Thirty


		Chapter Thirty-One


		Chapter Thirty-Two


		Chapter Thirty-Three


		Chapter Thirty-Four


		Chapter Thirty-Five


		Chapter Thirty-Six


		Chapter Thirty-Seven


		Chapter Thirty-Eight


		Chapter Thirty-Nine


		Chapter Forty


		Chapter Forty-One


		Chapter Forty-Two


		Chapter Forty-Three


		Chapter Forty-Four


		Chapter Forty-Five


		Chapter Forty-Six


		Chapter Forty-Seven


		Chapter Forty-Eight


		Chapter Forty-Nine


		Chapter Fifty


		Chapter Fifty-One







		December of 2023 Season

		Epilogue







		Author’s Note


		References


		Acknowledgements


		Bonus short story: Paula takes a chance?


		Keep Reading…


		About the Author


		By the Same Author


		About the Publisher








Guide



    		Cover


    		Contents

    
			Title Page


			Start









		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		vii


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		i










OPS/images/logo.jpg





OPS/images/cover.png
ESHA PATEL





