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		For anyone who has never really felt like they belong. You’ll find your place.

		
	
	
		1

		The incessant buzzing of Faith’s phone on her desk was merely background noise to her at this point. This was her fourth missed call today from an unknown number, but she was so wrapped up in editing this week’s podcast that she hadn’t let herself stop working long enough to pick up. She hadn’t even paused to eat despite it being hours past her standard lunchtime. As she edited another clip and zoomed in on her special guest’s facial expression, she made a pact that if the number called once more, she’d answer. 

		Sure enough, right when she was stood with her head buried in the fridge looking for smoothie ingredients, her phone rang.

		‘Hello?’ Her throat was dry, and she realized she desperately needed to invest in one of those big water bottles that had gone viral recently. 

		‘Good afternoon, is this Faith Jensen?’ A man’s voice came through the speaker, his French accent obvious. 

		‘Yes, it is. Speaking?’ She tried desperately to work out who it was. 

		‘This is Gabriel Lopez, CEO of the International Endurance Championship. Do you have a moment to talk?’ 

		‘Absolutely. What can I do for you?’ Faith was a professional. She carried herself well, and although she was passionate, she always kept her composure. However, if anyone was looking through the window of her London flat right now, they would see that her jaw was practically on the floor.

		‘I’m going to cut right to the point, Faith. I know that you haven’t applied for a job with us, nor have we advertised any roles, but I’ve been tracking your career for the last couple of years, and I would like to bring you on board within the organization as a social media manager. Your motorsport podcast is a hit not just with fans but within the industry too, and I think you could provide us with a fresh take on social media. The online world is changing constantly, but you’ve impressed me with your ability to keep up and forge your own path into the world of racing. You would be responsible for creating and implementing the new social media strategy for the entire championship. That means you, alongside a colleague, would be in charge of all our interns. We would also expect you to run the organization’s main social media channels in addition to the accounts of one of our top racing teams. It’s a lot to take on, but we think you’re the perfect person for the job considering your history. So, are you up for it?’

		‘Wow. I’m – I’m stunned. This is an incredible opportunity, Mr Lopez. Thank you so much. I’d love to take you up on it.’ Tears immediately sprang to her eyes. A job within a motorsport organization was something she had been working towards for years. This was it. Her big break. 

		‘The lack of hesitation is precisely what I expected from you. I understand you must have a million questions for me, and we’ll get to those in a face-to-face meeting next week, perhaps? I know your social media experience doesn’t begin and end with the podcast, so I would love to discuss your other work in further detail. Can I add you to my calendar for Monday afternoon?’ 

		‘Absolutely. It’s safe to say you’ve made my week, sir. I appreciate you reaching out, and I look forward to meeting you.’

		‘See you soon, Miss Jensen.’ If she wasn’t mistaken, his voice picked up at the end as if he was even close to being as excited as she was. 

		Faith had been working on her Across the Line motorsport podcast for four years. What had begun as a shared hobby with her ex-best friend, Bea, had turned into a real career for Faith. In the year or so since Bea had left to join the IEC as a photographer, Faith had been working ten times as hard on it. She had guest stars every week, ranging from fans of the sport to caterers, media personnel and ex-interns, and she’d even managed to snag a few drivers lately. Their endorsements never failed to give her an extra boost.

		She ran social media alongside the podcast, which was where the brand deals came from, and each podcast was published in both video and audio format to maximize growth and engagement. Faith had built a big enough following that she had been able to open an online store and sell her own-brand merchandise. From tote bags, water bottles and key rings to T-shirts, baseball caps and sweaters, she did it all. She used to hand-make everything using various machines she’d invested in, but as the podcast grew, so did her workload. 

		Due to the lack of stability and the fact Faith had naively decided to move to London, the most expensive city in the UK, her main job was as a freelance social media manager, although her client base had reduced significantly as her own social media presence had grown. Her clients were one of the best parts of her job. She taught them how algorithms worked, how to use hashtags to their advantage and how to target their audience. Faith knew what she was doing in all aspects of branding, especially her own, and she knew how to do it without manipulating her followers into thinking she was someone she wasn’t. 

		As her final stream of income, which she deemed necessary as a backup with today’s cost of living, Faith worked as a journalist for a popular motorsports website. That had come after the podcast, because she had started out on social media when she was still living in her mum’s caravan in Cornwall when she was sixteen, and built enough of a fanbase just from being a fan. She was still in contact with the friends she’d made on the internet ten years ago. 

		Flying around the world with a racing organization and sharing it with people just like her was a dream. She had grown up wishing she could be trackside, stayed up into the early hours watching races live with a dodgy internet connection. She owed this job to her younger self.

		Faith wasn’t much of a risk taker. In fact, the only big risk she’d taken was saving up the money from her part-time job as a waitress and moving to London to study marketing at King’s College. She hadn’t been popular with her mum for that, and she still wasn’t, but look where it had got her. She didn’t live with many regrets these days, because how could she when at the age of twenty-six everything she’d dreamed of was right in front of her? 

		‘Faith!’ The gentle tap on her door and the sing-song voice behind it was a welcome sound. She wandered over and opened it without checking to see who it was. Amina from across the hall came over at the same time every night. She moved like clockwork. 

		‘Hello.’ She grinned at the older woman’s slightly frazzled expression and her good mood skyrocketed when she saw what she was holding in her Mickey Mouse oven gloves.

		‘Still your favourite? Shakshuka.’ Amina beamed.

		‘Yes, thank you!’ Faith stepped aside so her neighbour could come in and place the dish on the kitchen counter.

		‘You look very happy today, dear. Something worth sharing?’ 

		‘Actually, yes. You might want to sit down.’ 

		‘Ooh, this sounds serious!’ Amina hurried over to the worn green-velvet sofa and made herself comfortable, oven gloves still on, and that was when Faith felt a pang of guilt for what she would be leaving behind. Her neighbour had stepped in to fill a maternal role the day Faith and Bea had moved into this flat, and she relied on Faith’s babysitting services two evenings a week. 

		‘I got a job offer.’

		‘Another brand deal?! You’re doing so well with those lately!’ 

		‘Not exactly …’ Faith bit her lip. ‘You know the IEC?’

		‘Oh yes. That’s the big racing championship, right? Not with that lovely Ricciardo man I like, the Australian, but the other one? With the twenty-four-hour race every summer.’ 

		‘I mean, there’s loads of racing championships, but yes, that’s the one that’s offered me a job. The one my podcast is primarily about.’ 

		‘Faith, that’s amazing!’ Amina leaped up and wrapped her in a warm embrace. ‘I’m so proud of you. Wow, no wonder you’re bursting at the seams!’

		‘It’s a lot to take in and I have very few details at the moment, but I’m meeting with the head of the organization next week. I don’t know the salary yet, but maybe I’ll be able to afford to stop the journalism side of things, and the client work. My time in between races will have to be spent on the podcast and my own social media, because while I’m on the road with them I’m going to have to focus solely on my work for the organization. I can’t get distracted by everything else I have to do.’ 

		‘Darling, your entire life is about to change. Don’t limit yourself, Faith. You won’t need all those streams of income any more. If you want to see the world and take every opportunity this job gives you, whether that’s socially or career-wise, you need time.’

		‘That would just feel like I’m giving up on everything I’ve built.’ 

		‘But this was always your end goal, yes?’ Amina raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow, challenging Faith to tell her she was wrong.

		‘Of course.’

		‘You already outsource the online store, and you don’t need as many new product releases as you’ve been doing. The podcast can be filmed and edited as and when you have time, because if you keep up vlogging, your followers will love it. In fact, you might even gain more from that than from the podcast. The journalism, yes, is a conflict of interest, but this job is taking you down a different route. The client work, well, the organization, is now your sole client.’

		‘You’re right. You’re so right. This job is the priority, the big dream. If other things have to be placed on the back burner, so be it. I can’t believe this.’

		‘I can.’ Amina grinned again, her pride shining through. 

		‘I’d have been lost without your support, Amina. Thank you again for dinner.’

		‘No problem. What time will you be home tomorrow?’ Amina started heading back out, taking her oven gloves with her. The door to her flat was open and cartoons could be heard blaring from the television, her sons holding a screaming match. 

		‘My last appointment is at three so I’ll be back around four thirty. I’ll be over to hang out with the boys at five.’ Faith edged the door shut, laughing when Amina offered her a salute and disappeared. 

		She looked around her flat, suddenly feeling very sentimental. Was she going to have to leave it behind? It had been a sanctuary for her and Bea after they’d graduated, and they’d made it feel like a real home through Bea’s excellent decor skills. She didn’t want to say goodbye, but she didn’t know how often she’d be back in London throughout the race season. 

		Each IEC season was different, with the locations varying depending on individual agreements between the circuit owners and the championship organizers. This season’s calendar had been released a few months ago, and it began in Spa, Belgium. Spa was always her favourite to watch. It was a beautiful circuit surrounded by the Ardennes Forest. It was usually in April or May. 

		Six weeks or so later, it was time for Le Mans. That was arguably the biggest race in motorsport history, where drivers raced for an entire twenty-four hours, with two or three drivers per car to allow for breaks. Then there was her home race at Silverstone in August, Fuji in October and Shanghai in November. Fast-forward through winter to Sebring in the United States the following March; plus, this season they were doubling up with a second round at Spa and Le Mans.

		That meant the season lasted just over a year, but Faith knew from following the drivers and existing social media personnel that they were almost always on the go. With work events, team trips, factory visits, testing, fundraisers and holidays, nobody seemed to have much of a permanent base. She loved that. She wanted in on it. Perhaps she could even go as far as saying that her desire to travel stemmed from her love of motorsport. She wanted to walk into work every day and hear the Ferraris out on the track, to travel with like-minded people and attend events that were a perk of the job rather than the job itself. 

		Maybe she’d keep her flat until she’d established her role in the organization and knew if she was staying on. She had plenty of savings from brand deals, and she’d be saving money on accommodation thanks to the organization covering it, so continuing to pay rent here in London wasn’t that big a deal. She was extremely lucky to have made a life for herself which meant she didn’t have to suffer financially, but she had known what it was like to go without at uni, and had watched her mum struggle to pay the bills growing up. It pained her to throw money at an empty flat, but it was her safety net. 

		As she dug in to her shakshuka, she made a list of questions for Gabriel Lopez. Right now, her mind was running wild. The IEC had hundreds of drivers spread across four classes, with about forty cars from various manufacturers. Drivers from all over the world raced and fans travelled to different countries to be part of the atmosphere. Faith had never been to a race. She was always stuck watching the live streams rather than managing to go trackside. She’d been so focused on university and then building her career that she had never got a chance to go. She let her mind wander, imagining the tarmac of the pit lane beneath her feet and the wind in her hair, the roar of the engines coming from the track and the smell of burning rubber. The busy streets of London were a far cry from a racetrack, but finally the only thing between her and the biggest goal of her life was a flight to Belgium.
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		A spring morning in England meant stepping out into the most irritating kind of rain: drizzle. London didn’t offer the beautiful scent of the damp earth or the sea air that Cornwall could provide, and when Faith was running through the streets to the nearest Tube station, she thanked her choice of footwear. Stiletto heels and puddles were never a good combination, so she’d opted for a trusty pair of trainers and shoved her heels in her bag. One of these days, she might consider wearing her beloved wellington boots in the big city.

		Faith darted down the steps to Bond Street, by some miracle avoiding her blonde wavy locks going wild with frizz, which would be a terrible look for her meeting. She hadn’t worn a raincoat, praying the drizzle would pass quickly as suggested by her weather app. She had become more fashion-conscious as her social media presence grew and it meant that her clothing choices were not always practical.

		She was relieved that wouldn’t be a problem at the racetrack. Everyone wore team merchandise or general IEC-branded clothing, depending on their role or what they were doing on a particular day. All Faith needed to pack was a decent pair of trainers and a couple of pairs of jeans, and her work wardrobe was sorted. No more blazers, heels that made her feet ache or blouses that creased as soon as she dared to move. 

		Thankfully with no delays on the Jubilee line, Faith made it to Canary Wharf only seven minutes behind schedule. She’d been working with these clients for a few weeks now and was unsurprised by the lack of a representative in the lobby. It was supposed to be standard protocol to send someone down to get her, but here she was storming past security alone. Again.

		‘Good morning, Miss Jensen. You can go straight up.’ 

		‘Thanks, Mark. Have a good day!’

		The building’s security guard was the only positive thing about coming here. Sometimes she thought about actually befriending him out of sympathy for the arrogance he had to encounter on a day-to-day basis. At least Faith was usually in her mostly friendly bubble of influencers and racing fans. 

		She braced herself before entering the boardroom. Only two men acknowledged her: her favourites. The only two who ever paid attention to what she was saying and took notes. Half the time she wondered why they’d even hired her. Faith didn’t often find herself wishing for a client meeting to be over, but a boardroom full of middle-aged men making jabs at her work was enough to leave her staring at the clock in agony. 

		After the meeting, she hurriedly made her way to the lifts. She was desperate to hunt down some food and get some work done before her three o’clock meeting, but as the metal doors slid closed, her phone rang.

		‘Is this Faith? It’s Gabriel Lopez speaking. Is now a good time?’ That familiar thick French accent came through the phone and she almost melted. She could get used to hearing voices like that. 

		‘Hi, yes, this is Faith. Now is good!’

		‘Ah! Miss Jensen. Now listen, I am in London and one of my meetings has just been cancelled so I was aiming to get back to France today for my daughter’s birthday. That means I won’t be here on Monday as previously discussed. I don’t suppose you have time to meet me and discuss the role now? If not, we could have a video meeting but I’m not really a fan of these Zoomies things. Can never get the camera on. Coffee and cake is more my style.’

		‘Of course! Where were you thinking?’

		‘I’m stood in front of a wonderful little cafe in Borough Market as we speak.’

		‘I can be there in thirty minutes. I’ve just finished with a client in Canary Wharf.’

		When Faith opened the door to the coffee shop she scanned the tables for Gabriel. He was hard to miss – a man in his late forties and a crisp navy suit, so familiar to her after years of watching the sport. 

		He looked exceedingly well put together, and she was glad she was wearing a trouser suit today. She’d usually stick to casual wear when visiting clients at home, but office-based meetings were a whole different ball game. He had salt-and-pepper hair, and the only other way she could describe it was ‘tousled’. He was handsome but not her type. Thank God. She could see herself having a hard time not getting distracted by some of the younger drivers. Professionalism, Faith.

		His brow was furrowed as he typed furiously on his laptop, but when he looked up a smile lit his face and he waved Faith over. She began heading towards his little corner table and he stood up, almost knocking his chair over. 

		‘You must be Faith!’ He kissed her on both cheeks and gestured for her to sit down. She could smell his cologne. A definite rich-older-guy smell, but not at all offensive. 

		‘I am. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr Lopez.’

		‘Oh, please, enough of the formalities. It’s far too exhausting to keep up. What can I get you to drink?’ 

		‘I’ll just have a black coffee, please.’ She smiled at him as she made herself comfortable. 

		‘Ha! I like it, no fuss. I’ll be right back!’

		Faith felt at ease in his presence. He was warm and enthusiastic, and something told her they’d be in stitches in no time regardless of how professional she tried to be. He wanted human, though, right? That was the whole point of the job he was employing her to do. Gabriel came back with two coffees and sat across from her, grinning like the Cheshire cat. 

		‘I got us a slice of chocolate cake each too. I couldn’t resist. If you don’t want yours, I will happily eat it. My wife doesn’t usually let me have it. She says I must be as fit and healthy as possible with all this travel taking a toll on me.’

		‘Well, I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but I think you’ll only be having the one slice today. It’s my guilty pleasure too.’

		‘I’m sure I’ll survive,’ he chuckled. ‘So now you’re here, let’s get down to business. Thank you for meeting me and discussing this role. We’re shaking things up this season, because our social media content has become a bit stagnant. I’ll be the first to admit that; we’re too focused on the formal logistical side of things. Fans don’t just want statistics; they want personality, fun. They want to see the drivers participating in the latest video trends, for example. We need to really focus on short-form content, but I also want to allow the world to see our drivers on a more personal level.’ He leaned forward slightly and lowered his voice, as if they were exchanging government secrets. In his defence, the motorsport industry was very high profile. ‘In this role it would be up to you to work with your designated team and figure out their boundaries. See what you can come up with to get fans more engaged.’ 

		Faith paused in her frantic note-taking in case she forgot something later on.

		‘Personal? Like their lives away from the track too?’

		‘Yes! See, you’re already getting it. The social media crew we have right now don’t delve deep enough and our engagement ratings are much lower than we need them to be. I want the fans to see them as real people, not just these drivers who sit behind the wheel, sign autographs, do interviews and stand around chatting to their engineers.’

		‘So you want less formal, less structured content?’

		‘Exactly. While we need the actual racing content, the garage interviews, press conferences et cetera, that’s all covered by the wider media at races and the TV networks. From a more dedicated social media role, we need to show that our team and our drivers are people beneath the livery. To form deeper fan connections.’ Gabriel shovelled a piece of chocolate cake into his mouth with childlike enthusiasm. 

		‘Almost in the style of a vlog?’ Faith was already imagining behind-the-scenes highlight reels, personal video diaries and a-day-in-the-life videos.

		‘Just like that. They go out to eat; they explore the cities they race in. The camaraderie on the grid is truly magnificent, but the media coverage just doesn’t show it to its full extent.’

		Faith mulled it all over. This sounded like it could be her dream job, and Gabriel made it sound so easy. Capturing the more personal stuff meant the drivers needed to trust her and open up to her when she had a camera pointed at them. She couldn’t do that if they weren’t willing, and a lot of them had zero social media presence. There would be a lot of building from the ground up; it wouldn’t be an overnight success. 

		‘Why me? I’ve never even been to a race.’

		‘You live and breathe motorsport, Faith. I’ve been observing your social media interactions for a long time, listening to your podcasts. I’ve seen it. You know a lot. That background and knowledge, on top of your business and entrepreneurial mindset, your client testimonials and brand work show that you’re the right person for the job. I’ve already got someone volunteering to take you under their wing.’

		‘How many people would I be working with exactly?’

		‘Right now, we have a general team who cover the entire pit lane. What we want is to have two social media staff assigned to each individual racing team. The problem is, we have a lot of interns and not many experienced staff, but we don’t want to lose the interns. It’s important for us to develop them with the aim of employing them in our social teams full-time.’

		‘OK, so who’s going to oversee what the interns are doing?’

		‘You. Well, not just you. There’s Lucie Carolan too. As I mentioned in our phone call, I want you both on the same team, one of our top teams, and also responsible for the overall management of content across the whole organization. We want your ideas, your feedback and your planning to kick things up a notch.

		‘Plus, bonus for everyone, you can use your existing audience to bring us some extra attention.’ Gabriel winked.

		‘I’m going to be relying on Lucie’s help initially, though. A quick-start guide to the IEC would be great. I’ve seen TV coverage and obviously I know plenty, but I also know it’s different once you’re there and you’re actually in it.’

		‘Absolutely! Lucie will happily adopt you into the family. She’s been with us for years, so she is a fountain of knowledge and all the drivers love her. The two of you can cross-pollinate your experience and learn from each other.’ Gabriel’s vision and enthusiasm were catching.

		‘We need you. Say yes and come to Belgium for the first race of the season next month; it’s the perfect place to kickstart a new job, a fresh start. I’ll introduce you to the team and the interns, then you can cover the practice sessions before you’re thrown in at the deep end.’

		A week in Spa? In the heart of the Ardennes Forest? She was in heaven already and she hadn’t even booked her plane ticket.

		‘This all sounds fantastic, but I do have a concern. What if I don’t gel with the team I’m assigned to? This is going to be incredibly important for getting pure unfiltered content for social channels. They need to feel relaxed and at ease with me. Obviously I’ll do everything I can, but have you told the drivers about all these changes?’

		‘You will gel with them, I promise. That’s another reason we were drawn to you. When I told them I was coming to track you down, they were over the moon.’

		‘Well, I’m glad to hear that. It makes me feel a lot better about coming in as an outsider.’

		‘I will follow up with the job description and contract, with all the salary info and legalities. If you have any questions, you can drop me an email and I will get someone at the organization to contact you. I would like to add that we are also open to negotiations, because we are committed to investing in you. We’ll do whatever it takes to get you on board.’

		With all the important stuff out of the way and Faith’s ego boosted, they ordered another cup of coffee each and Gabriel tried out the carrot cake. Faith couldn’t help but start to view him as a father figure. Maybe it was his authority, but he had that paternal air about him. She liked it and she was excited to work with him and learn more about how the IEC worked.

		‘You’ll have to share a hotel room, I’m afraid. Lucie begged me to expand the budget for this season so you two can have a suite. She said that with the workload the pair of you will have, the need to have a space to hold content planning meetings and edit in peace and quiet will be important, especially when the drivers are being divas. Otherwise you’ll be in hospitality and you’ll have them bugging you.’ Gabriel slurped his drink and Faith chuckled softly. 

		‘I like her already.’

		‘You two will be as thick as thieves, especially on your days off. You and Lucie will always be on the same floor as your team; it just makes things easier. We try to keep everyone together. You’ll also have our head photographer, Beatrix, on your floor at all times.’ 

		Faith’s heart dropped slightly at the mention of Bea. ‘How much will we be working with her?’

		‘She and her team will be providing a lot of the stills content, primarily for more official account purposes and the media. You’ll, of course, be using your own more candid pictures and images, but there might be occasions where you’ll want to use their work. I’m leaving it up to you and Lucie to decide what works best.’

		Faith wasn’t so sure she liked that idea, particularly the part where Bea would be in a room near hers in every hotel. Figuring out where their friendship stood was one thing, but doing so while simultaneously adjusting to a new job and a whole new lifestyle was going to make it ten times harder. 

		‘Are there any big personalities I should be aware of? Anyone who might make my job more difficult?’ 

		‘Well, in terms of being open, we may have one driver who’s a tough one to crack. It takes him a while to warm up to people, so it’s not personal.’ Gabriel bit his lip, looking uncomfortable.

		‘Is there going to be a problem there? I just want to know what I’m getting myself into and what I can do beforehand to make this transition easier on the drivers. It will be a lot to get them to open up if they’re uncomfortable from the start.’

		‘He knows what you need from him and he’s promised to step up. It might just take a little extra effort, some more quality time before he feels he can trust you. Lucie was scared out of her mind when she first met him, then the team went out for drinks and, next thing I know, they’re best friends. Simple.’

		‘I can do drinks.’ Faith smiled and took another bite of cake. She couldn’t wait to find some cute little bakeries on her travels. From the looks of her social media accounts, Bea seemed to avoid such places and opt for fine dining these days, but you couldn’t beat a good old Danish pastry and a park bench with a view.

		‘He is an onion.’

		‘I’m sorry? An onion?’

		‘He has layers.’ Gabriel grinned proudly at his analysis and Faith realized he was still talking about the closed-off driver, not Danish pastries.

		‘I’ll keep that in mind. Which team is it?’ She knew the teams like the back of her hand. If Gabriel told her she could only have this job if she listed every driver of every team for the last five years, including reserve drivers and which number car they were in, she’d nail it. 

		‘You’ll be head of social media for Revolution Racing. Jasper, the team principal, wanted to be here, but duty called and he had to fly to Monaco.’

		Faith did all she could to not choke on her cake crumbs. No pressure, Gabriel was giving her the most successful team in the history of the whole championship. He was out of his mind.

		She managed to squeak out a response. ‘OK.’

		‘OK?’

		‘Yep. That’s great.’ 

		‘I’m guessing you know who our potential problem driver is?’

		‘Julien Moretz. Thirty-two years old from Belgium. He’s won the championship five times with Revolution Racing and has never finished an IEC race lower than third position.’ 

		‘That’s the one.’

		‘I think it’s safe to say I have my work cut out for me.’

		
	
	
		3

		Having never stepped foot in an airport before, Faith’s stress levels were high. Almost as high as the Boeing 747 she had disembarked from not even ten minutes ago. It was the first time since moving to London that she wished she could drive. A ferry crossing alone? Easy. No security officials staring her down as she fumbled to place her belongings in the awkwardly sized plastic tray. No kids kicking the back of her seat and screaming at the top of their lungs. All that stress for an hour in the air was ridiculous.

		If she’d thought boarding the plane and getting off again was stressful, baggage claim was hell on earth. The luggage carousel was a blur of black suitcases and Faith cursed herself for not getting a brightly coloured one. She might try to get one before going to her next destination. Wherever that ended up being. 

		The woman stood next to her yanked two cases off and set them on the ground, as if they weighed next to nothing. Faith was so busy gawking at her in awe that she nearly missed her red luggage tag.

		She felt her whole body relax. That was one less thing to worry about. Next up, find Lucie Carolan. According to her vague airport knowledge, she should be around here somewhere, holding a sign with Faith’s name on. Faith squinted as she looked through the doors to where there were dozens of people all holding signs and banners. Another scene of chaos. Brilliant. 

		Faith pushed through a swarm of equally stressed passengers and out through the automatic doors. Almost immediately she spotted a petite brunette waving manically at her. A sign with Faith’s name on it was flailing around above her head.

		‘Faith Jensen? Hi! I’m Lucie Carolan, great to meet you.’ She smiled warmly at her. 

		‘Hi, Lucie. Thanks so much for coming to my rescue. It’s a little overwhelming in here. Gabriel said that you volunteered?’

		‘I did. Us girls have got to stick together. I didn’t have a me when I was you. And it was a lot to fend for myself. Does that make sense? Oh! Let me take your case for you! Follow me – I’m illegally parked.’ She talked at a million miles per hour, but all the excitement was hyping Faith up too, the woes of the plane forgotten. 

		‘Sorry if my case is heavy! I didn’t really know what to pack or how much.’

		‘Don’t be silly – it’s not heavy at all. You’ll never have to wheel your own case again with our team around. The guys practically fight to help me when we’re on the road. I’m all for equality, but you won’t catch me complaining.’ 

		They walked to the car and Faith’s jaw dropped. Her new work colleague had only gone and shown up in a bloody Porsche. 

		‘Yours?’ Faith practically sputtered. 

		‘I wish. I borrowed it. I could hardly welcome you to the world of motorsport in a Citroën, could I?’ Lucie wedged the suitcase in the back seat, standing up victoriously when she was done. ‘There we go – it’s sandwiched in but it fits!’

		Faith lowered herself into the car in a way that suggested if she moved too fast, it would vanish beneath her. Was this her life now? What was next, caviar? She laughed aloud. That probably wasn’t far off, all things considered.

		‘Where are you from then, Lucie?’ Faith asked. She could hear the American accent, but she was no expert on the United States. 

		‘Good old California. Los Angeles to be exact. I honestly can’t remember the last time I was in the US for anything other than Sebring, mind you. Oh, and my mom is Italian and moved back there a few years ago so you might hear an accent when I’m drunk.’ Lucie started the engine and Faith felt goosebumps on her skin as she took it all in.

		‘You travel a lot then, I’m guessing?’ 

		‘All the time. Once you start, you can’t really stop. I didn’t even have the travel bug until I got this job.’ 

		‘I’ve had the travel bug for years, but not gone anywhere yet. I can’t wait to explore the countries we’re racing in and actually see the world with my own eyes.’

		‘So this is quite literally your dream job, huh? I’m a big fan of Across the Line. I’ve got my fair share of merchandise; the pastel pink baseball cap is my favourite.’ Lucie hit the horn as someone cut in front of her. ‘You absolute fucking idiot!’

		Faith couldn’t help but blink at her, like a deer caught in headlights. Sweet and innocent little Lucie was a feisty one. They’d get along just fine if she kept that up. 

		‘Really?! I’ll admit Gabriel’s call took me by complete surprise.’ 

		‘Gabriel has been keeping tabs on you. You were kind of hard to miss with the whole viral-podcast thing you’ve got going on. I think it was when Casey Winters guest-starred that the grid started really taking notice.’

		‘I’m pretty nervous. Is it a bad move to confess that to a co-worker?’ Faith blushed. She was letting her professionalism slide momentarily, but there was something about Lucie that felt safe and secure. She reminded her of Amina.

		‘Of course not! I was in your position once, and I had literally zero social media experience. Barely even used my own accounts. After a few races on the catering team, I managed to get an intern position purely because of my passion for the sport and I worked my way up. That was around eight years ago. We need you, Faith. Something and someone new.’

		Faith finally allowed herself to settle into the cool leather seats and released a breath, feeling more confident. ‘I think I’m worried about the team not being super receptive. They have no reason to trust me straight off the bat, and yet that’s exactly what we’re asking them to do.’

		Lucie shook her head. ‘You don’t need to worry about that at all, I swear. We’re a family. A very big, very boisterous family.’

		‘A family, huh?’

		‘Yup! We eat together. Live together. Travel together. That’s what families do, right?’

		Murmuring in agreement, Faith turned to look out of the window. 

		How would she know? She had no first-hand experience of what families did. Growing up, she spent her evenings and weekends alone. When she reached secondary-school age and was old enough to make dinner for herself, she would cook whatever they had in the cupboard, usually noodles or microwave rice, and she would sit up to the table, do her homework or watch a race and wait for her mum to get home. It was her time to escape the real world, escape that feeling of loneliness that she felt each time she walked through the front door to an empty house. Andrea Jensen had priorities which didn’t involve raising her child. 

		The race circuit was in the most traditional Belgian town Faith could’ve imagined. Francorchamps definitely didn’t belong on one of the tacky postcards her mum was a fan of sending. Postcards Faith shoved in a box under her bed. 

		Lucie drove them into a car park packed with black SUVs and supercars. Like the cars, the hotel was sleek and modern. Parts of the town had clearly been commercialized for the sake of its clientele, but it was magical nonetheless. They were a stone’s throw away from the circuit, so Faith figured that tourists weren’t fortunate enough to get a room here when there was a race. 

		‘Welcome to your home for the next week.’ Lucie turned to look at her. ‘You have your own room this time but that was just in case you didn’t like me. If you decide I’m your new best friend, we’ll be sharing for the rest of the season. We usually pair up.’

		‘Important question. Is the breakfast decent?’ Faith raised an eyebrow as if there was even the slight chance that a place like this would be slacking on quality. 

		‘Oh, bless your heart. You have no idea how lucky we are. Come on, let’s go find Gabriel.’ She flung the car door open and leaped out like an excited puppy. 

		The suitcase rattled along the cobblestone path. As they got closer to the entrance, a group of middle-aged men in suits emerged. Faith stepped aside, letting them pass. 

		‘Is the rest of the team here yet?’ Faith asked Lucie.

		‘Yep! Well, as far as I know we’re all here. I’ve seen Mars already this morning, and I’m pretty sure he and Brett travelled together.’ 

		‘Mars?’

		‘Sorry, I mean Marco. I call him Mars sometimes. He hates it. I just like winding him up really. It might as well be part of my job description at this point.’ Lucie grinned mischievously as they entered the hotel lobby, which to Faith’s surprise was eerily quiet. 

		There was an almighty clatter from down the corridor and the two of them whipped their heads round. Faith laughed to herself. Of course it was Gabriel knocking into a vase. 

		‘My darlings! Faith, I’m so glad to have you with us. How was your journey? Everything go smoothly?’ He came towards them with open arms, kissing them both on the cheek. 

		‘It wasn’t too bad for my first-ever flight, thank you.’

		‘Faith and I will sit down later and plan content. Which reminds me –’ Lucie began texting manically as she spoke – ‘I should get down to the track and grab some quick-fire interviews while it’s quiet. Most of our social media crew don’t arrive until tomorrow so it’ll save them from having to rush around last minute.’ 

		‘We’ll leave you to settle in, Faith. Maybe head down later if you feel like it. I suggest hunting someone down in the restaurant and asking if you can tag along with them, so you don’t get lost. If I’m done with my meeting by the time you’re ready, I may be able to take you myself.’ Gabriel placed a hand on her shoulder as he moved past her, and the next thing she knew he was halfway across the lobby. He moved like a whippet.

		‘I’ll get the guys to come and find you and bring you to the garage. You do not want to get in a golf cart with Gabriel, believe me. The man is reckless. Tipped one over a couple of years ago; he still insists he never saw the plant pot, but we all know he was weaving around them at high speed for a laugh.’

		‘Amazing. Thanks, Lucie.’

		‘Here’s your room key. Top floor, room one hundred and eighteen. See you later!’

		Faith had freshened up and swapped her leggings and sweatshirt for black jeans and a basic white T-shirt. Her Nike AF1s were the only pair of appropriate shoes she’d packed, unless she wanted to march around the paddock area in black stilettos. She cringed at the idea. 

		If there was one good thing her mum had taught her, it was that you should pack a pair of heels and a dress for every trip. How she had discovered that little trick was a mystery. Her mum never left Cornwall, which was hardly the place for such attire.

		‘Good arvo! You our new stalker then?’ A strong Australian accent boomed across the restaurant. Faith looked up from her phone and notes, searching for the source. 

		‘That would be me.’ She waved. 

		A tall, tanned brunette man walked over. He shoved his sunglasses up on to his head and sat down at her table, helping himself to a fry. 

		‘Brett Anderson.’

		‘Hi, Brett. I’m Faith.’ 

		‘I told you her name wasn’t Faye, you doughnut!’ 

		Brett rolled his eyes dramatically, turning to the messy head of curls hovering behind him. 

		‘My apologies, Faith. I’m Marco De Luca.’ Marco reached out and shook her hand politely, taking a seat next to his teammate. 

		‘So, are you a stalker?’ Brett studied her, a cheeky glint in his eye. 

		‘Brett, leave the woman alone.’

		‘Not a stalker but an admirer.’ Faith prayed her cheeks weren’t red. She sensed that he wasn’t the type to let her live it down. 

		‘We’re messing. We know all about you. Lucie said we have to look after you every moment she’s not able to be by your side, so here we are.’ Marco smiled at her.

		‘Your knights in shining armour. Although if you’re anything like our Luce, you don’t need one of those. Right, come on, mate, let’s get ourselves some food. We can’t be stealing all Faith’s fries.’ 

		Marco frowned. ‘We weren’t.’ 

		Brett was a real character. She was going to get some damn good content out of him.

		She watched in amusement as they placed their order with a waitress and attempted to conceal her laughter as Brett struggled to speak Dutch. He then proceeded to try French. Little did the poor guy know, the waitress spoke perfect English. But kudos to him for not assuming she did. Marco swatted Brett’s hand away as he ruffled his curls mid-conversation. The younger driver was significantly shorter and was actually only a couple of inches taller than Faith. 

		‘So is it just you two here?’ she asked when they returned.

		‘Yeah, Julien is driving himself here this afternoon. He only lives twenty minutes away, but he’s got to stay at the hotel with the team. It’s in our contracts,’ Marco replied.

		‘Lucie gave you the whole spiel about how we’re a family unit, yeah?’ Brett asked.

		‘She did.’

		‘Well, she meant it.’ Brett took on a more serious tone. ‘Anyone messes with you, any problems, we’ve got your back.’ 

		‘I appreciate that,’ Faith responded.

		‘Some guys might try their luck. We don’t have many ladies around, so they get a bit ahead of themselves sometimes. I personally won’t fight anyone for you, but Brett will. I’ll just have some hard words.’ Marco threw his arm round Brett’s broad shoulders playfully. 

		‘All right, mate, bloody hell. I’m not the violent type but, yeah, I’ll keep people in line if they overstep. Same as I would for Luce. It’s Jules you’ve gotta watch out for.’

		‘Why have I got to watch out for him?’ 

		Faith’s nerves started to bubble again. The more she heard about Julien, the more she worried about the fight she’d have on her hands. Before she’d even started packing, she’d brainstormed her approach for Brett and Marco. She’d spent hours scouring interviews, deep-diving into their social accounts and working out the best tone for them. But Julien was an enigma; he gave nothing away. 

		‘Let’s just say he isn’t afraid to throw a punch or hurl an insult if someone is disrespecting a woman on the team.’

		That wasn’t necessarily a bad thing – well, the punching and physical violence part was not so great, but standing up for women? She could appreciate that.

		The waitress placed their food on the table in front of them and Faith took the opportunity to show the guys that they hadn’t needed to struggle through a language barrier. 

		‘Could I have another glass of water, please?’ she asked.

		‘Of course. Would you like ice with that?’ 

		‘Yes, please.’ 

		Faith smiled and looked straight at Brett. His mouth was hanging wide open. Judging by first impressions, it probably wasn’t very often that he was lost for words.

		‘Well, damn. Could’ve told us before we humiliated ourselves.’ 

		‘Where’s the fun in that, Anderson? Besides, it’s good that you didn’t just assume she could speak English. Very admirable of you making an effort.’

		‘I like you.’ Marco laughed. ‘What are your plans for content? We know we’ve all got to be open to your ideas; we’ve been warned,’ Marco said. 

		‘Yeah, like, can I play pranks on people and film it on a GoPro or something? I do it without the cameras anyway. Just thought that might be along the lines of what Gabriel is getting at with the whole personality thing.’ Brett shrugged.

		‘That would be absolutely perfect,’ Faith said. ‘Each team is getting their own YouTube channel as well as a TikTok account, which will be great for sponsors. Some things are down to team bosses too, but I hear that your boss is a bit hopeless with social media.’

		‘Jasper is clueless. He was so relieved when he heard you were coming on board. He told us to be nice and welcoming because you’re our saviour and must be cherished. You’ll meet him later.’ Brett took an almighty slurp of his Diet Coke.

		‘Revolution are one of the best teams on the grid, but there’s always more to be done. A strong social media presence is the next step. It will help to open you up to legions more fans and break that barrier between fan and driver, which has been so key in other areas of motorsport.’

		‘Yeah, we’ve got to keep up with the times. We seem to have an increasing number of younger fans too,’ Marco agreed.

		‘They travel round the world for races, buy merchandise and hype you up on socials. You need to cater to them.’

		‘So you’re saying that if I’m completely and utterly myself, the fans will flock to us?’ Brett raised an eyebrow.

		‘You two are exactly the kind of drivers that fans love. You have a good bond and take your jobs seriously but still have a laugh.’ 

		‘Hear that, Marco? We’re perfect.’ 

		‘One of us is.’

		Faith was optimistic. Her biggest fear had been having to spend so much time earning the drivers’ trust that she couldn’t produce game-changing content for this first race. She needed to go all out from day one. Prove to the organization, Revolution Racing and her socials team that they could depend on her. 

		With Brett and Marco already on her side and keen to get stuck in, she was off to a great start. Two down, one to go. She’d seen interviews with Julien over the years and followed his accounts, and if she was being realistic she needed to prepare for the worst. He came across as blunt, uninterested and, frankly, quite rude. Gabriel had already warned her he was a tough one to crack, but she could only fight her way in if he allowed her to. 

		‘You ready to come down to the track? Jasper wants to meet you and introduce you to the mechanics and engineers.’ Marco screwed up his napkin and they stood up abruptly. They certainly didn’t take much time out of their busy schedules to relax, that much was clear.

		‘Of course.’ She nodded and grabbed her phone and sunglasses. Her lack of camera had her feeling a little lost, but her phone was in her hand ready for if she saw anything worth capturing. Today was purely about meeting everyone. She couldn’t shove a camera in their faces immediately unless there was something unmissable. Save that for the first full day of press and prep.

		‘Let’s go, Jensen.’ Brett linked his arm through hers and tugged her gently until she was walking by his side. 

		Marco trailed behind them in exasperation, but Faith couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. 
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		As Faith walked around the Circuit de Spa-Francorchamps, one of the most famous racetracks in the world, she struggled to believe this could all be real. She had been eagerly snapping away and filming videos, careful not to reveal anything that wasn’t supposed to be public yet. She had photos waiting to be edited and videos ready to be turned into montages, and her followers were going wild over the two posts she’d already made. When she’d first checked her phone after arriving at the hotel, her notifications were flooded by people who were stunned she was finally going to a race.

		‘Is that my Lucie?’ Brett’s voice echoed through the Revolution Racing garage, startling Faith who had been chatting idly with Marco and his engineer. 

		Lucie rushed towards the Australian driver and jumped into his arms. Her tiny frame made it look like Brett’s six-foot-three self was cuddling a teddy bear. 

		‘I hope you’ve been behaving yourself the last couple of months, Anderson.’ She tapped him on the nose. 

		‘I always do, Luce.’ Brett set her down and put his hand on his heart, feigning innocence. 

		‘He hasn’t been too bad, to give him credit,’ Marco said. ‘Although two weeks into our big Australian road trip, I did consider shipping him off to LA so you could take over Brett babysitting duties. Also, he made me skip for part of the walk down the paddock. He’s been in one of those moods all week.’

		Lucie rolled her eyes. ‘Brett! You’ve got to stop making people do that.’ 

		‘Hey, Faith told me stuff like that is great for content!’ he said defensively, but a smirk was already working its way on to Lucie’s face.

		Marco scowled. ‘When the cameras are actually on you.’ 

		‘Got it. Maybe we should get scooters instead?’

		‘That’s –’ Lucie started.

		‘Maybe not such a bad idea,’ Faith interjected. ‘I’m serious, we could work some content around that. We can discuss it later.’

		‘Have you met everyone on the team yet?’ Lucie asked, turning to her and cutting the boys out of their conversation. They took the hint and wandered over to the car, peering into the cockpit as an engineer explained something. 

		‘I’ve been introduced to everyone I’ve crossed paths with, including Jasper, although I’m not sure I’ll remember them all.’

		‘Ha! If you could remember the names and job roles of everyone, then I’d be amazed. I still can’t remember that guy’s name and he’s been here two seasons already.’ Lucie pointed at a lanky blond guy with glasses who was checking the tyres. 

		‘I want to say his name is Alan … but I could be very wrong.’

		‘Oh. I thought it was Alec. Who knows! So what do you think about the guys? Reckon we can get some good footage?’

		‘One hundred per cent. I think Brett might be the key but Marco sounds
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