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This book is a Fluency Fix Companion Reader designed to support English fluency development through immersive storytelling. It is intended for language learners and may be used alongside Fluency Fix audio episodes and coaching programmes.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, businesses, and events are either products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

About This Book

Jonah's Rising is part of the Fluency Fix Companion Reader series.

Jonah's Rising follows Jonah Keller, a young German motorsport driver from the Black Forest, as he wins the European Formula 3 Championship at Spa and earns a seat in IndyCar. In America, he is fast, magnetic, and suddenly famous. But the version of himself the world is building starts to feel like someone he doesn't recognise.

The story moves between race weekends, sponsor meetings, team briefings, and the honest conversations that happen when the cameras are off.

The book is designed to help English learners experience language naturally through:

	natural professional English at B2–C1 level

	the language of interviews, media, and working life

	clear past tense narrative and connector structures

	natural repetition of professional phrases and conversational rhythm


Rather than teaching English directly, the story allows readers to absorb language through immersion and repetition.

The language level is designed to feel:

	clear

	practical

	natural

	confidence-building


This companion reader works especially well alongside:

	pairing with the Professional English Spotify playlist

	reading alongside race and interview scenes out loud

	shadowing Jonah's media and sponsor conversations

	Fluency Fix Professional English audio episodes


About Natasha's Fluency Fix

Natasha's Fluency Fix helps professionals move from “getting by” in English to communicating naturally, confidently, and without the mental effort of translating every sentence before speaking.

The Fluency Fix method focuses on:

	spoken fluency

	real-world communication

	confidence through repetition

	practical conversational rhythm

	immersive language exposure


Instead of memorising isolated grammar rules, learners build fluency through meaningful communication and repeated spoken practice — until English starts to feel natural, not translated.

Learn more at:

https://natashasfluencyfix.com
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PART ONE
Where He Came From
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Chapter 1 — Todtnau
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The alarm went off at five thirty, which was unnecessary.

Jonah had been awake since four. He had lain in the dark of his childhood bedroom listening to the house settle around him — the particular sounds of a building that had been standing long enough to have its own rhythms, its own creaks, its own way of responding to the cold. He knew all of them. He had grown up knowing them the way you know things that were always there before you were old enough to notice.

Todtnau in October was not a place that gave itself away easily. The Black Forest pressed close on three sides, the valley narrow and specific, the light arriving late and leaving early. On mornings like this the mountains were invisible in the mist and the village felt like the only place in the world.

He got up quietly. The house was still.

Downstairs, his mother was already in the kitchen. She was making bread — not because bread was needed, because there was bread, but because she made bread when she had something on her mind and preferred to do something with her hands rather than think about it directly. He had understood this about her for as long as he could remember.

“You’re awake,” she said, without turning around.

“I’ve been awake,” he said.

She nodded. She put a mug of coffee on the table without asking if he wanted one.

He sat down. The kitchen was warm in the way kitchens in this house had always been warm — not from the heating but from the accumulated warmth of a family that had been eating and arguing and sitting in silence together in this room for twenty years. The table had marks on it he could account for. The window above the sink looked out onto the garden, which in October was brown and finished and somehow still right.

“What time does Felix get up?” he asked.

“Seven. Maybe six thirty if he remembers you’re leaving.” She paused. “He’ll remember.”

Jonah wrapped both hands around the mug. The race weekend was three days away. Spa-Francorchamps, the final round of the European Formula 3 season. He was third in the championship, seven points behind the leader, with one race left to run. The mathematics were possible. Not comfortable, but possible — and he had learned, through four seasons of competitive motorsport, that possible was enough to work with.

At the start of the season, he had focused on maintaining consistency. As the pace of the championship had increased, he had adapted to the changing conditions — different circuits, different weather, a new set of tyres that had taken three rounds to fully understand. In addition, he had stayed calm under pressure in the moments that had mattered most. As a result, he was here: third in the championship, three days from Spa, with a chance.

He did not think about it too directly. He had learned that too.

Felix came downstairs at quarter past six, in socks and a sweatshirt that was too big for him, his hair going in several directions at once. He was fifteen and growing fast and still surprised by both facts.

“You’re up,” Jonah said.

“Obviously.” Felix sat down across from him. “Are you nervous?”

“No.”

“Liar.”

Their mother set a glass of juice in front of Felix without comment.

“I’m focused,” Jonah said. “There’s a difference.”

Felix considered this with the particular seriousness he brought to things he found worth considering. He had started karting the previous spring, which meant he now had opinions about motorsport that he delivered with the confidence of someone who had been thinking about them for exactly the right amount of time.

“At the start of a race, you should focus on maintaining position, right?” Felix said. “Not attack. Especially in the wet.”

“Depends on the start. Depends on where you are on the grid.”

“You’re fourth.”

“I know where I am.”

“So you need to attack.”

Jonah looked at his brother. Felix looked back with the expression of someone who considered this a reasonable observation and was prepared to defend it.

“I need to stay competitive,” Jonah said. “There’s a key moment in every race where everything changes quickly. You have to be ready for it without chasing it.”

“How do you know when it’s coming?”

“You don’t. You just have to react quickly and stay controlled at the same time. That’s the whole thing.”

Felix absorbed this. “Okay,” he said, as though filing it somewhere useful.

Lena appeared at half past seven, which was earlier than anyone expected. She was thirteen, precise, and missed nothing. She sat down at the table, looked at Jonah for a moment, and said: “You’ve already eaten the good bread.”

“Mama made more.”

“I know. I was making an observation.” She poured herself juice. “Are you going to win?”

“I’m going to try.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

He looked at her. She looked back without blinking.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I think so. But I don’t know.”

She nodded, apparently satisfied by the honesty. “Okay,” she said. “Good.”

His father came down at eight, when the light had finally arrived and the mist was beginning to lift from the lower slopes. He was a man who moved through mornings without ceremony, making coffee, checking the weather at the window, sitting down. He did not say much before nine. This was not unusual. It was simply how he was.

He sat across from Jonah and looked at him for a moment.

“You’ve got the bag ready?” he said.

“Last night.”

His father nodded. He drank his coffee. Outside, a neighbour’s car moved along the street below.

“The rain they’re forecasting for Saturday,” his father said. “You’ve driven Spa in the wet?”

“Testing. Not in a race.”

“So you’ll learn something.”

It was not a question. Jonah understood it as it was meant — not as reassurance, but as a plain statement of what was true. There would be something to learn. There always was. The learning was the point, even when the result was also the point.

He left at half past nine. His mother had put food in a bag that he would not need but took anyway. Felix shook his hand, which was new, and then immediately looked embarrassed by it. Lena hugged him briefly and told him to drive properly, which made their mother laugh.

His father walked him to the car. They stood for a moment in the cold air, the village quiet around them, the forest dark on the hill above.

“Go and do what you know how to do,” his father said.

Jonah nodded.

He got in the car and drove north toward Belgium, the Black Forest falling away behind him, Todtnau getting smaller in the mirror and then disappearing into the trees.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 — Spa
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The rain started on Saturday morning and did not stop.

By the time the Formula 3 field assembled on the grid for the final round of the season, the circuit was fully wet — not damp, not drying, but properly wet, the kind of wet that made the kerbs dangerous and the apexes a matter of judgement rather than reference. Eau Rouge was running with water across the full width. Pouhon, the long fast left-hander in the middle of the lap, would need to be taken with a respect that didn’t come naturally when you were trying to win a championship.

Jonah sat in the car on the grid and went through everything he had prepared.

He had been competing in Formula 3 for two seasons before this weekend. He had driven Spa in testing, in the dry, in April, and he had studied the wet circuit on video until he understood every place where the water collected and every place where the grip disappeared before you expected it. Preparation was not the same as experience. But it was what you had when you didn’t have experience yet, and he had learned to trust it.

Fourth on the grid. Seven points behind the leader. The mathematics required him to win and required the leader to finish lower than third.

He did not think about the mathematics during the race. He had learned that too.

The start was clean. He maintained his position through the first corner, stayed controlled through the opening sector, and settled into the rhythm of the wet circuit. There was a lot of pressure from the car behind him in the early laps — a French driver, fast in the wet, who had been pushing hard all season and was doing so again now. But Jonah stayed focused. He didn’t let the situation affect his decision-making. He trusted his preparation and the work he had done before the race, and he stayed fully committed to the process of driving the circuit as well as he could drive it, lap after lap.

The key moment came on lap nine.

The restart after a safety car period — deployed when two cars made contact at the Bus Stop chicane on lap six — was probably the most important moment of the race. Everyone was pushing aggressively, and the tyres were still cold, so the challenge was staying calm while others were attacking. The car ahead of him braked too early for La Source and ran wide. The gap opened.

There was a lot of pressure in that moment, especially with everything happening so quickly.

Jonah braked late. Not recklessly — he had been measuring that corner for nine laps, building his confidence in the grip level precisely because he had known a moment like this would come. He went through on the inside and came out in third place.

He stayed focused. He didn’t let the situation change his approach.

On lap fourteen, the championship leader ran over debris at Pouhon and
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