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To those who impacted my life in ways you’ll never fully know – the good, the bad and the in-between – thank you.
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The 26th of May would go down in Hannah’s diary as one of the best days of her life. She was sitting in the backseat of a chauffeur-driven Porsche, cruising through a winding hill in Monte Carlo, with three of her closest friends. Not many people could cross this kind of thing off of their bucket list at thirteen years old! Hannah and her friends Seb, Maria and Lucas, who was Maria’s older cousin, were special guests at none other than the Monaco Grand Prix. They’d been gifted the trip by the F1 team Charge Racing after rescuing a kidnapped Brazilian football player last year and being declared #HelenasHeroes.

‘Look at that!’ Maria said, pointing out of the window. ‘Did you see the size of that yacht?’

‘Where?’ Seb wriggled, trying to catch a glimpse through the glass past Maria’s head of thick, curly hair. ‘All I can see is you!’

‘Oops.’ Maria leant back. ‘Can you see now?’

Hannah peered over Seb’s shoulder and saw the marina in the bay below, full of enormous boats sitting on the waterfront. They were dazzlingly white, rays of sunlight bouncing off every surface.

‘It always looked unbelievable to me watching it on TV… and now in person…’ Hannah puffed out her cheeks. ‘It’s almost ridiculous!’

‘Ridiculously cool, you mean!’ Seb laughed. ‘This is where Hollywood villains live. It’s where spies go undercover.’ He put on a deep, gravelly voice. ‘Welcome to my lair…’

Hannah and Maria chuckled.

In the front seat, Lucas pointed up ahead. ‘Keep looking, because you’ll see the palace in a bit.’ He turned to Seb. ‘And that’s very James Bond.’

A huge ornate building came into view. ‘I wonder what it’s like on the inside!’ Seb grinned. ‘I bet everything is made of gold and marble.’

‘Actually, I was doing some research on the train—’ Hannah began.

‘Naturally,’ Seb interrupted.

Hannah smiled. ‘Well, yeah, of course. But anyway… the palace was built in 1192, making it one of the oldest royal houses in the world.’

‘Ah!’ The chauffeur glanced at her in the rear-view mirror. ‘Did you also know that the royal family is presenting the trophies to the winning drivers this weekend?’

Hannah opened her mouth to answer but Seb blurted out, ‘That’s epic!’ He turned to Hannah. ‘Imagine if we got to present a trophy one day!’

‘At the Monaco Grand Prix?’ She laughed.

‘I’m just saying.’ He shrugged. ‘We presented medals in Tokyo, after all. If I become an actor, maybe I’ll be asked to…’

‘We only got to present the medals as a thank you,’ Hannah said as she watched tourists taking photos of the palace. ‘It’s not like we’re famous.’

‘Oh, I don’t know about that.’ Lucas spun round. ‘People knew about you in Miami.’

‘Well, today I’m definitely not a celebrity – just a massive fan.’

‘If you say so.’ Lucas grinned.

The car continued along the narrow streets, passing pretty buildings with tiny wrought-iron-framed balconies. Hannah could hear music ringing out from the bay below. She jabbed the window button so it slid down, zoomed in with her camera and spotted a swarm of guests on board a party yacht in the distance.

Lucas held up his finger. ‘Can you hear that?’

‘What? The music?’ Hannah asked.

The roar of a powerful engine rumbled in the air, closely followed by another, and another, and another.

‘That!’ Lucas chuckled.

‘We must be close!’ Seb ducked forwards and stared through the windscreen at the high-rise buildings around them. ‘I can’t see the track though.’

Maria stretched forwards too. ‘What’s going on? Are we missing something?’

‘Could be an exhibition race, showing off all the old racing cars,’ Hannah said. ‘The Monaco Grand Prix has been around since 1929. Or it might be the F1 Academy race that’s happening before the Grand Prix.’ She checked her watch. ‘I think it starts in a few minutes. It’s a championship for female drivers to help bring them into the sport.’

‘That’s so cool,’ Maria said, and Hannah nodded.

‘Do you know everything about F1?’ Seb laughed.

Hannah smiled. ‘F1 and history are probably my strong suits.’

Maria checked her watch. ‘What time did the race team tell us to arrive?’

‘Eleven o’clock,’ Hannah replied. ‘We’re right on time.’

They heard another flurry of engine roars and Hannah tapped her leg with excitement. ‘This is going to be amazing!’



The chauffeur dropped the friends outside the circuit by a set of electronic turnstiles, busy with people streaming through.

The warm May sunshine hit Hannah like the heat from an oven compared to the air-conditioned car.

‘Where do we go from here?’ Maria asked.

Hannah loitered under an archway with a giant F1 banner hung above it and watched what everyone else was doing. People in team kit and designer clothes were scanning the passes round their necks at the turnstiles and entering the complex. Beyond were shiny temporary buildings with fake grass frontages and palm trees in big pots. Everyone looked very glamorous and Hannah was relieved that she’d decided to wear her smart white buttoned dress with a billowing skirt, even though Maria, who was in her usual sports clothes, had been concerned it would get filthy at the race. It could be washed, Hannah had assured her, and she wanted to look her very best today!

‘We need to get our passes somehow…’ Hannah murmured.

Lucas pulled out his phone and studied the screen. ‘The organisers at Charge Racing sent me an email, explaining how everything works.’ He showed Hannah his phone. ‘It says that someone should meet us here at eleven.’

Hannah looked up just in time to see a man in a navy polo shirt emerge from the middle turnstile. He appeared to spot the group instantly, and wove his way upstream through the gaggle of people making their way inside.

‘Lucas, right?’ He held up his hand.

‘That’s me.’ Lucas waved.

‘Perfect.’ The man gestured for them to come closer. ‘My name’s Chris – I’m from Charge Racing. I’ll take you into the paddock.’

‘Here.’ Chris handed the guests lanyards displaying their photos and a QR code. ‘You tap these to get in and out but, trust me, once you’re in, you won’t want to leave.’

They took it in turns to scan their passes at the turnstiles, each time the gate giving a little ba-beep and lighting up in green.

‘First time at a Grand Prix?’ Chris asked, walking behind Lucas.

‘For me, yep,’ Lucas said as they darted around groups of people. ‘But not for Hannah.’

‘It’s my first time in Monaco though – I’ve only been to the British Grand Prix before,’ Hannah explained. ‘And my first time as a VIP!’

Chris grinned at Hannah. ‘Well, we’ll make sure it’s an experience to remember!’ He led them past a selection of stalls selling merchandise and handing out pamphlets. Hannah picked up an information guide and slipped it into the red satchel she’d bought especially for the trip. As she looked back up, she spotted a packed pit lane in the distance that bustled with fans, mechanics and media crews. How do the drivers concentrate on their race in all of this?!

‘Woah!’ Seb stretched to his tiptoes. ‘This is epic.’

Moments later, they arrived at the garages.

The four friends wove through the crowds, sneaking a peek inside every garage they passed. Each was a hive of activity, with engineers rushing around the cars and getting the drivers settled. Hannah hung back a little from her friends and lifted her camera from around her neck to take photos of the garages and the pit wall – the equivalent of a manager’s dug-out in football – where the team bosses and engineers sat with their computers and headsets while the race was on. A huge cheer erupted from the stands on the other side of the track and she jumped back, turning to see a red racing suit climbing the pit wall fence. The blonde hair peeking out from under a red cap meant it was only one driver: the reigning world champion, Mick Hammerschmidt! Hannah stretched her camera as high as she could to take a shot of her hero.

As she lowered her camera again, she spotted Maria waving her arms in the air. ‘Hannah, we thought we’d lost you! Wait there.’

Maria dipped back below the crowd and led Seb and Lucas closer to Hannah. Once they squeezed through, the four of them watched Mick from afar.

‘Where’s Chris?’ Hannah asked them.

Seb looked around and shrugged. ‘Behind all the people. He told us to go ahead.’

Hannah raised her camera into the air and hit record as Mick climbed down from the fence.

A woman beside him in a red shirt cleared a space in the crowd and guided Mick through. That must be his coach, Hannah thought. They went everywhere with their drivers.

‘Mick!’ Seb reached out. ‘Could we have a photo please?’ He knew Mick was Hannah’s favourite driver.

The woman beside him shook her head. ‘Sorry, another time.’

Mick looked over and caught Hannah’s gaze. He stopped and spun round.

She could barely believe it. The world champion was looking at her!

He tilted his head to side and smirked. ‘Do I know you?’

‘Me?’ Hannah looked around. Surely, he was talking to someone else.

‘Yes, you!’ he said in his mild German accent. ‘You’re Hannah, right? I met you in Japan last year.’

‘That’s her!’ Maria jumped up and down. She pointed to Hannah. ‘That’s you!’

Mick turned to his coach and asked her something in German. She gave him a nod and whispered into Hannah’s ear.

‘You’re lucky,’ she said. ‘Normally Mick will never be disturbed on race day.’ She held out her hand. ‘Give me your camera and I will take a photo of you all.’

‘Wow!’ Hannah squeaked. ‘Thank you.’

Hannah felt her cheeks burn as she realised all eyes were on them. The spectators in the stands, the TV cameras and what felt like the entire pit lane!

The five of them posed for the photo, though Maria snuck to the back, just the top of her forehead in shot. Goosebumps prickled all over Hannah as Mick placed a hand on her shoulder for the shot. She wished her dad were here to see this, and couldn’t wait to show him the photo.

‘All done!’ The coach handed Maria her phone back. ‘There you go.’

‘Thanks so much!’ She beamed. ‘And good luck for the race, Mick.’

‘Thanks!’ he replied, turning and disappearing into his team garage.

Hannah turned to her friends and noticed a fuzzy microphone the size of her head hovering above her. ‘What’s th—?’

‘Hi, Hannah! It’s Steph Lawd from Sky F1. Are you up for a chat?’ the reporter chirped. ‘How are you enjoying the weekend so far?’

‘Um…’ Hannah gulped as a giant TV camera panned to her face. ‘It’s amazing to be here!’ She looked around at her friends. Maria was hiding behind her, while Seb put his arm through hers, making sure he was in shot.

‘Who are you rooting for?’ Steph asked, still beaming.

‘Mi—’ Hannah started to say, and then remembered they were here with the Charge Racing team. ‘Everyone!’ she corrected herself. ‘I mean, I just hope it’s a good race with no crashes.’

‘Thanks, Hannah. Enjoy it!’ Steph swept around and paced away to her next interviewee target.

‘You were both just on Sky TV!’ Maria jumped about.

Hannah bit her nails. ‘I hope Charge Racing don’t see it. It was pretty obvious I was going to say I wanted Mick to win.’

‘You what?’ said a voice behind them. Heat flooded Hannah when she realised it was Chris. Uh oh.

‘Ha, don’t worry,’ Chris added. ‘I’m not surprised Mick’s your favourite. Just maybe don’t say that in earshot of our two drivers, okay? Speaking of which…’ He beckoned them in the direction of the Charge Racing garage. ‘Let’s see if we can find them…’

Lucas shook his head and laughed. ‘I can’t believe this is happening. I’ve had a crush on Tom Poplar since I was nine!’
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Chris led the group through the throng towards the middle of the pit lane. Hannah studied the plaques above each team’s garage that displayed its drivers’ names and numbers, looking for her favourites, until they reached the turquoise of Charge Racing.

Chris stopped in the pit box, just outside Tom Poplar’s half of the garage. ‘It doesn’t look like Tom’s around, sorry. He might be getting ready for the drivers’ parade already. And Sami likes to keep himself hidden away until the last minute. I—’

Chris was cut off by the screech of a whirring drill.

‘Ooh.’ Lucas peered inside Tom’s garage. ‘Looks like they’re putting the finishing touches to the car.’

‘But the teams can’t do anything major,’ Hannah explained. ‘It’s called parc fermé. Once qualifying starts, the engineers can only do maintenance stuff and repairs – they can’t make any significant changes to improve the cars.’

Chris lifted up a tape barrier and stepped aside for the four friends to pass. ‘You can look but you can’t touch.’

Hannah slipped through and stared at the sleek turquoise racing car for a moment. A car that could easily reach speeds of two hundred miles an hour and a G-force of 5G or more. She couldn’t imagine what that felt like. She tore her eyes away to look around at the packed space. The walls were mounted with screens showing times and stats, as well as live TV coverage of the build-up to the race. People in turquoise outfits were either making final adjustments to the car or hunched over a computer, analysing some very confusing-looking graphs.

‘It’s pretty busy right now,’ Chris said, making his way to the back of the garage. ‘Let me take you upstairs to our hospitality section.’

Seb gave Hannah a nudge as the friends followed him. ‘The food here has got to be epic.’

‘You bet it is.’ Chris led them up a spiral staircase and looked back at the friends as they walked. ‘There are snacks around, but if you’re really hungry, I’ll get our chef to prepare you something special.’

‘Awesome!’ Seb beamed.

Lucas laughed and called out from behind. ‘You better not expect this luxury when we go camping next week.’

The four of them emerged at the top of the staircase into a turquoise-doused lounge filled with huge sofas and towering plants, plus screens everywhere showing different visuals of the racetrack.

‘You’re going camping?’ Chris asked.

‘It’s the next stage of our holiday,’ Seb said. ‘We start here at the Monaco Grand Prix, then we’re following the Grand Euro Cycle round Europe.’

‘Very exciting!’ Chris led the quartet over to a sofa by the balcony.

They each took a seat and, as Seb told Chris more about their upcoming trip, Hannah gazed out over the balcony. They had a perfect view of the start line, which overlooked the glistening marina. The pit lane was just below them, which meant they’d be able to see the cars driving in and out for their pit stops during the race! Hannah lifted her camera again and zoomed in on a yacht decked out in purple and white, clearly supporting Fixtem, another of the racing teams. Despite only having one hand, Hannah moved the camera around with ease – after years of practice, she was a pro at this and took her camera everywhere. She snapped a couple of photos of the fans lounging on board the yacht and leant back into the sofa.

‘Ah…’ she sighed, relishing the moment, not wanting to think about camping. It wasn’t like she wasn’t looking forward to the friends’ holiday, but sitting above the Charge Racing garage overlooking the historic city of Monte Carlo seemed a lot more luxurious than a week in a tent. She lowered her camera, leaving it to hang from her neck, and picked up one of the complimentary sodas set out on the coffee table.

Sitting opposite, Chris pulled out his phone. ‘I don’t know if you’re keeping up with the standings in the Grand Euro Cycle, but here are the results so far. It’s pretty close.’

He placed his phone on the table and spun it round to show Maria. Hannah looked over too. The riders at the top of both the men’s and women’s tables were Team BB cyclists. Hannah already knew this – she’d been following the GEC closely in preparation for their trip so she’d know exactly what had happened leading up to the knock-out stages that they’d be watching together.

‘One of the Team BB riders is clearly going to win,’ said Seb. ‘They have the far better cyclists.’

‘But anything can happen in cycling. There are almost always crashes,’ Maria said.

Chris laughed. ‘Just like F1!’

Seb reached for the last triangular pastry on the table, labelled ‘Barbajuan – Swiss chard, spinach and ricotta’. ‘But what’s riskier – F1 or cycling?’

‘Well, it’s got to be F1,’ Hannah said, watching him bite down on the pastry. ‘It’s higher speed, higher impact and so much more can go wrong with the cars.’

‘But…’ Seb quickly swallowed his mouthful. ‘F1 cars are designed to take big impacts during a crash. Cyclists only have a helmet to protect them.’

Maria shook her head. ‘But an F1 car has way more speed.’

‘Let’s ask the expert,’ Lucas said, nodding towards Chris. ‘He knows F1 inside out.’

‘I’ll always say F1 is the riskiest.’ Chris pointed to the TV showing the drivers’ parade. ‘I’ve been in the sport for almost thirty years, so I’ve seen the good, the bad and the frightfully ugly.’

Hannah watched the drivers waving to the crowd on the TV. ‘So, you’d say that F1 drivers are the bravest?’

‘Some call it brave.’ Chris shrugged. ‘Others call it stupid.’

Hannah heard a huge cheer from the crowd through the balcony doors.

‘Is that the drivers’ parade going around?’ she asked.

Maria pushed up her glasses and looked at the TV. ‘They’ve just gone past the swimming pool section.’

‘Quick!’ Seb jumped to his feet. ‘Let’s go and wave at Mick – see if he recognises us again and waves back!’

Chris coughed.

‘And Tom and Sami, of course.’ Seb smiled.

Hannah ran to the balcony and peered out to the track below. She spotted the parade float approaching, packed with the twenty-two drivers, and pulled her camera from her neck. ‘Hey, Seb… See if you can get one of the drivers’ attention?’

Seb began jumping up and down, waving both arms in the air.

‘Mick! Tom!’

Hannah saw one of the WYD drivers look up at the Charge Racing VIP section. She took as many photos as she could, but the driver didn’t seem to notice them.

Hannah clicked through her camera to check the photos. ‘Damn, that didn’t work.’

‘I think it did,’ Seb said, beaming. ‘Look!’ He pointed to the float.

Hannah peered up again and saw the drivers gathered together, waving in their direction.

‘You did it!’ Hannah laughed. She brought her camera to her face and zoomed.

As she peered through the lens, she noticed that Mick was pointing his phone back at them.

‘Ha!’ Hannah could feel herself blush. ‘We’re taking photos of each other.’

‘Yes!’ Seb punched the air. ‘We might end up on his social media.’

‘That would be so cool…’ Hannah dropped her camera so she could wave to Mick and the other twenty-one racers.

Maria pulled a face. ‘Really? I hope I’m not!’



After the excitement of the drivers’ parade, many more orange sodas and a specially prepared onion tart as big as an F1 tyre that even Seb couldn’t finish, it was almost time for the race to begin. The four friends took their seats at the table that had been labelled with their names at one end of the balcony. The other tables were full too and Hannah wondered if the people dressed in smart summer clothes were Tom’s and Sami’s families.

‘This is it!’ Hannah squeaked as the cars lined up on the grid below.

‘I can’t wait to tell Isabella all about this,’ Maria murmured. ‘She said she’d be watching it on TV. Maybe she’ll even see us!’

‘That would be so cool,’ Hannah said, knowing Maria must be missing her cute younger sister already.

‘Who do you think is going to win?’ Lucas asked.

Seb unfurled a German flag from his backpack and draped it over his shoulders. ‘It has to be Mick. I’ll have this flag ready for when he takes the chequered one!’

‘You think?’ Maria slid her prescription sunglasses onto her face. ‘Charge Racing are really challenging Mick’s team this year.’

Hannah tucked her fair hair behind her ear. ‘But Mick’s starting at the front and it’s impossible to overtake here.’ She craned her neck to see the last driver take his place at the back of the grid. ‘Although anything can happen in an F1 race…’

‘We’re about to find out,’ Lucas said, rubbing his hands together. ‘Here we go!’

It felt like the entire city of Monte Carlo went silent as they waited for the five starting lights to flash above the grid.

Hannah leant as far forward over the balcony as she could, trembling with anticipation. She decided not to take photos in this moment – she needed to see this for herself, not through a camera lens!

The red lights began to illuminate.

One light.

Two lights.

Hannah’s chest tightened.

Three lights.

Four.

Five.

And then…

The lights went out.

The cars roared off the line and hurtled into the first corner. Tom had a lightning start and was soon challenging Mick into the first corner, called Sainte Devote. Hannah willed Mick to stay ahead. ‘It’s close!’ She winced as the two cars slammed their brakes on and squeezed through the tiniest of gaps alongside each other. On their way out of the corner, Hannah was sure that Mick was still just in front. ‘I’m so nervous!’ she squeaked, as the cars tore down the street and off into the distance.

Maria strained her neck beside Hannah over the balcony. ‘I can’t see them!’

With her hand shaking, Hannah pointed up to the big screen on the opposite side of the track. ‘We can watch the screen until they come back.’

As they gazed at the screen, Seb added his own commentary, putting on a high, excited voice. ‘It’s tight around the chicane, wheel to wheel, but the turquoise car pulls away…’ Tom managed to get ahead of Mick, but they stayed within a second of each other, with Sami, Tom’s driving teammate, less than a second behind too. Every time the cars appeared on the track in front of them, Hannah, Lucas, Seb and Maria jumped up, yelling and waving.

‘I’d love to drive that fast,’ Lucas said as they settled down again. ‘It must feel awesome.’

‘You do drive that fast, don’t you?’ Maria said with a wink. ‘Remember that ticket you got in Miami?’

‘Ha ha.’ Lucas grimaced. ‘Anyway, that wasn’t my fault – it was all yours! I like the Grand Prix,’ Lucas continued. ‘But I’m looking forward to the calmness of the cycling. It’s quieter too – I think I’ll go to sleep tonight with engine roars in my ears!’

‘It might be quieter,’ Maria said, smiling, ‘but cycling can be really quick. Did you know that riders can go more than sixty miles an hour on a mountain descent?’

‘Okay, that sounds pretty terrifying!’ Seb said, and Hannah remembered that he wasn’t all that keen on heights.

‘But cool to watch!’ Lucas grinned.

‘Totally,’ Hannah agreed, happy Lucas loved speed as much as she did. She felt so lucky to be back with her friends, and counted Lucas as one of them now too, even though he was meant to be the ‘responsible adult’.

‘Look!’ Maria nudged Hannah, gesturing to a screen behind them. This one wasn’t showing the Grand Prix but was a general sports channel, and a newsflash had popped up.


Team BB cyclist, Giles Carpenter, gets puncture from glass; is knocked out from the GEC after time trial.



‘Why was he knocked out?’ asked Seb. ‘Can’t his puncture be repaired?’

Hannah shook her head. ‘It isn’t that – it’s because Giles must have been the slowest male rider in the time trial after getting the puncture. These last few stages are knock-out ones, which mean the last female and male riders in each race lose their places and aren’t allowed to continue. It’s the end of their GEC.’

Seb whistled. ‘Ouch, that’s brutal.’

Maria smiled. ‘It’s all part of sport. It wouldn’t be fun if it wasn’t brutal!’

Hannah nodded. This was a disaster for Giles and his team, but made the GEC much more interesting. Maybe Team BB weren’t a dead cert after all…
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The next day, as they travelled to London, all Hannah, Seb, Maria and Lucas could talk about was the Grand Prix. No one would have believed before the weekend that the two Charge Racing drivers would finish first and second! The friends had been invited to join the celebration party at a posh hotel in Monaco, which Seb had described as ‘the most epically epic party ever’. And Lucas had declared he was never washing his hand again after Tom Poplar had shaken it when they’d been introduced by Chris.

At check-in, by the boarding gate, on the plane and even in the queue for passport control, the friends watched the coverage of the weekend all over again – practice sessions and all. Hannah was very glad she’d brought her portable charger as, by the time they sat down on the tube, they’d used her phone so much that it only had twelve per cent charge left.

‘Where next?’ Lucas asked, looking up at the purple map of the Elizabeth line.

Hannah stashed her phone in her pocket. ‘We get off at Bond Street, then it’s a bit of a walk to my house in Marylebone.’

Maria hauled her backpack onto the floor. ‘I can’t wait to see your house. I love sleepovers.’

‘Me too! It was so cool to stay together when we were in Miami.’ Hannah planted her feet on the floor as the train began to move. ‘But I am also excited to leave – to go on our tour of Europe! Even though it does involve camping…’

‘Wasn’t that your mum’s idea?’ Seb asked.

‘Yeah.’ Hannah smiled. ‘When she was a kid, she used to travel around Europe in the family camper van, watching my uncle race at all the go-kart tracks.’

‘Didn’t she want to come?’ Lucas spoke up over a train announcement. ‘She could have relived a bit of her childhood. I’m not complaining though – I wouldn’t have been able to come as your responsible adult if she’d been here!’

‘Don’t you mean irresponsible?’ Maria wiggled her eyebrows behind her glasses.

‘Hey!’ Lucas protested. ‘I promised your parents I’d make sure you three all stay safe, and I’m a man of my word!’

The train pulled into the next station and Hannah sighed. ‘I think Mum would have loved it, but she’s got to go to New York next week.’ She leant back to let another passenger squeeze past. ‘She’s been chosen as a delegate for the UN summit.’

‘Wow.’ Maria’s eyes widened. ‘I’m not really sure what that is, but it sounds very impressive.’

Hannah turned to Maria. ‘Your dad’s from New York, isn’t he? Have you got any recommendations from your visits there? I’ve been making Mum a list of places she needs to go while she’s there.’

Maria pushed up her glasses. ‘Oh!’ She flapped her hands. ‘I do know some
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