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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

Mara In The Spotlight Is Part Of The Fluency Fix Companion Reader Series.

Mara in the Spotlight follows Mara Feldmann, a German theatre actress, voice coach, panel moderator, and occasional simulated patient for medical students, as she lands a role in a Hollywood film — in English, which is present but not yet confident.

The story moves between Stuttgart and Los Angeles, between the lines she has learned and the English she discovers she already had — warm, fast, and frequently funnier than expected.

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

	clear, natural everyday English at B1 level

	realistic dialogue from professional and social situations

	simple, repeatable sentence structures for confident communication

	natural repetition that builds fluency through laughter and story


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 Confident Everyday Communication Spotify playlist

	reading Mara's conversations out loud for rhythm and timing

	shadowing the coaching session exchanges

	Fluency Fix Confident Everyday Communication 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
A Woman of Many Parts
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Chapter 1 — Tuesday
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Mara Feldmann’s Tuesday began at six fifteen, which was when her alarm went off, and again at six seventeen, which was when she remembered what Tuesday was.

Tuesday was: medical school at seven thirty, voice coaching at ten, panel recording at noon, theatre rehearsal at three, voiceover session at six. Home by eight if the tram was on time, which it would not be because the tram was never on time on Tuesdays, and she did not know why she continued to expect otherwise.

She lay in bed for the forty-five seconds she could afford and reviewed the day the way other people reviewed a battleplan.

“Karl,” she said.

Karl did not move.

“Karl.”

“Mmm.”

“I have a workshop today.” This was not entirely accurate — she had five engagements of varying professional categories — but it was the level of detail Karl required at six fifteen on a Tuesday.

“Mmm,” Karl said, with the warmth of a man who had been married for twenty-two years and had long since made his peace with the fact that his wife’s life was organised on principles he did not fully understand.

Mara got up.

—-
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The medical school was at the university hospital, a twelve-minute tram ride that took nineteen minutes because of Tuesday. She arrived at seven twenty-eight, which was acceptable. She had been arriving at seven twenty-eight on Tuesdays for four years. The coordinator, a woman named Petra who had the organisational precision of someone who had worked with medical students long enough to expect the worst, handed her a folder without looking up.

“Pancreatic cancer,” Petra said. “Stage three. Pain in the upper abdomen, radiating to the back. Jaundice. You’ve lost eight kilograms.”

“Again?” Mara said. “I had this in March.”

“You had it in March, May, and last Thursday. You’re very good at it.”

Mara accepted this as the professional compliment it was intended to be and went to find the examining room.

She was an actress. She worked with people. She had a workshop today — well, several workshops, if you counted each engagement separately, which she did not because counting them separately made the day feel longer than it already was.

What she did, specifically, was this: she was an actress. She worked as a coach. She did voice training. She moderated panels. She performed on the radio occasionally, and on television less occasionally, and at the medical school twice a month she had various conditions that fourth-year students needed to learn to identify without causing the patient to feel worse about having them.

She had died of seventeen different things in the past four years. She had been cured of eleven others. She had once had an undifferentiated condition that three groups of students in succession had failed to diagnose, which she had found professionally satisfying and slightly worrying about the future of medicine.

The first student knocked and entered. He was young, nervous, and holding his stethoscope with the reverence of someone who had recently been trusted with a very important object.

“Guten—” he began.

“In English, please,” Mara said. Today was an English session. They did these once a month. The students needed to practise clinical English and Mara needed to— well. She was practising clinical English too, in her own way.

The student cleared his throat. “Good morning. I am— I am Doctor— I mean, I am a medical student. My name is...”

“Slow down,” Mara said, not unkindly. She recognised this particular panic. She had felt it herself, recently, in a language that was not German. “Start again. Simple sentences. I am. I do. I have. Yes?”

The student blinked. “I am a medical student,” he said.

“Good.”

“I am working with... I am working with patients today.”

“Excellent. Continue.”

He continued. By the end of the session he was describing her symptoms in complete sentences without stopping in the middle. Mara found this genuinely satisfying. She had always believed that the beginning of any kind of performance was the same: you had to be able to say the simple thing clearly before you could say the complicated thing at all.

—-
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The voice coaching was in her studio, which was a room in the apartment above the one she lived in, which she had rented specifically for this purpose six years ago and which Karl still referred to as “the noise room” with the affection of a man who slept through most of what happened in it anyway.

She worked with three clients between ten and twelve thirty. A corporate lawyer who needed to stop swallowing the ends of his sentences. A teacher who spoke perfectly clearly to her class and became inaudible the moment she was in a meeting with other adults. A man who was preparing to deliver a speech at his daughter’s wedding and had been preparing for three months and would, Mara was fairly certain, be preparing for three more.

She helped people speak clearly. This was what she did. She worked as a coach and she helped people speak clearly, and she had been doing this long enough to know that the problem was almost never the voice. The problem was the belief, somewhere underneath the voice, that what you had to say was not worth saying loudly.

“Ich habe die Nase voll,” she told the lawyer, when he swallowed the end of his sentence for the fourth time. “I have the nose full. Yes? Too much. The sentence must come out of your mouth completely or it does not count.”

The lawyer blinked. “I have the nose full?”

“I am full of it. Fed up. Finished. The sentence, please. Again.”

He said the sentence again, all the way to the end. Mara nodded.

—-
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The panel recording was at a radio studio on the other side of the city, which required a tram, a short walk, and the particular mental adjustment of moving from voice coach to panellist without a transition period, because there was no transition period, because it was Tuesday.

The topic was contemporary German theatre and its relationship to European funding structures, which was exactly as interesting as it sounds and which Mara could discuss for four hours without checking her notes because she had been doing this for twenty years and knew where the bodies were buried, metaphorically speaking, and occasionally also literally in terms of certain productions she had been involved in.

She spoke without stopping. She started and she finished her sentences. She connected her ideas with “and” and with “but” and with the occasional “however” that signalled she was about to disagree with someone in a way that was professionally collegial and personally absolute.

This was what German sounded like when it was hers.

—-
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Theatre rehearsal at three. Voiceover at six — today she needed her Bavarian dialect, her Berlin dialect, and something that the director had described as “somewhere between Frankfurt and everywhere” which she had interpreted as High German with regional warmth and which had apparently been correct because he had emailed afterwards to say it was perfect.

She was home by eight fourteen.

Karl had made soup. He was reading something. The apartment was warm and specific in the way that apartments become warm and specific after twenty-two years of the same two people living in them.

“How was Tuesday?” Karl said.

“I had pancreatic cancer,” Mara said, taking off her coat. “I recorded a panel about European theatre funding. I helped a man finish his sentences. I voiced a character who lives between Frankfurt and everywhere. I directed twelve people in a scene about grief.” She sat down. “It was a Tuesday.”

Karl ladled soup.

Mara ate standing up, the way she always ate on Tuesdays, and thought about nothing in particular, which was also the way she always ended Tuesdays, because after a day like this the brain required approximately forty minutes of genuine emptiness before it could do anything useful again.

Her phone buzzed. A message from her English coach.

“See you Thursday. We will practise: I am. I do. I have.”

Mara looked at the message. She looked at Karl. She looked at the soup.

I am an actress, she thought. I work as a coach. I have a workshop today.

She had always been better at saying the complicated thing than the simple one. In German, this was a strength. In English, it was currently her entire problem.

She put the phone down and finished her soup.

Thursday would come soon enough.
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Chapter 2 — The Coach
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The coach’s studio was in Schwabing, on the third floor of a building that smelled of coffee and someone else’s cooking and the particular optimism of a city that had decided to be pleasant regardless of the weather.

Mara had found her the way she found most useful things in her life: through a woman in her yoga class who had heard about her from someone whose colleague had recommended her to a friend who had needed exactly this kind of help and had received it. The Stuttgart grapevine was an efficient mechanism. Mara trusted it more than she trusted the internet, which had opinions about everything and authority over nothing.

The coach was younger than Mara had expected. She had a directness that Mara respected immediately — the directness of someone who did not waste time arriving at the point because the point was always the same point and they had learned to go there first.

“Sit down,” the coach said. “Tell me about your English.”

Mara sat. “My English,” she said, in English, “is...” She made a gesture with her hand that was meant to convey ‘present but unreliable’.

“In sentences,” the coach said.

“My English is present,” Mara said. “But it is not... confident. In German I am—” she switched briefly, describing herself in her own language with the fluency of someone who had been doing this for forty-six years, then stopped. “In German I can say exactly what I mean. In English I can say
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