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  Chapter One




  Millie looked at her watch for several seconds before she remembered it was broken. It still glinted sadly at her, water misting its face, with the time stuck immobile at five

  past ten this morning. She glared at it – it was supposed to be waterproof. A bubble popped apologetically by the minute hand, and she sighed heavily. Bad enough to be bored and wet.

  Worse not to even know how long you’d been there, or how long you had to stay. And she reeked of washing-up liquid, or whatever the stuff was in the bucket. Whichever way you looked at it,

  her summer holidays were not going well.




  Her dad was around the side of the huge, ugly glass box they were cleaning. He was up on the third storey, standing with his friend Bill on the platform, a cradle on ropes which took them up to

  the higher floors. She could just about hear them laughing, as she scowled at her reflection in the office doors. The security man, sitting at the reception desk, looked back at her in mock alarm.

  As though she were scowling at him. Adults could be so self-centred, she thought, ignoring him. How come Bill and her dad got to have fun together on the platform, while she had to sit down

  here on her own? No wonder she was bored. But her dad wouldn’t let her go up above ground floor, in case she fell.




  ‘It isn’t designed for someone as small as you,’ he’d explained.




  ‘I’m not small,’ she had snapped.




  ‘I know, you’re twelve. And for twelve, you’re a colossus,’ he said.




  ‘Did you just call me fat?’




  ‘Nooooo!’ Her dad couldn’t help laughing. That was really why she didn’t make too much of a fuss. He didn’t laugh very much these days. Not since he’d lost

  his job, anyway.




  ‘What did you call her?’ Bill had shouted, loading up their equipment.




  ‘A colossus,’ replied Millie. Her dad looked expectant. She rolled her eyes and continued, ‘It’s a big statue. There was one of the Emperor Nero outside the Colosseum in

  Rome, that’s where it got its name.’




  ‘You’ve got a pretty smart kid, Alan.’




  ‘Nah,’ said Millie, squirming. ‘I just have a really dull father.’




  ‘Come here, you!’ Her dad had made to chase her, and she’d laughed and dodged out of reach.




  That had been weeks ago, or at least it felt that way. It was probably just a few hours. Her dad had said she didn’t have to come every day, if she didn’t want to.

  She could stay at home, if she preferred, and the woman next door could look in on her from time to time. Millie had given it a nanosecond’s thought, weighing up the pros of being able to sit

  and read in the garden all day against the cons of Mrs Ellis coming round every twenty minutes to ask her what book she was reading, how long it was, what it was about, whether it was as good as

  Enid Blyton, and so on and so on, until Millie felt like jamming a fork into her own arm, or even Mrs Ellis’s arm, either of which would probably be considered rude. She had decided to take

  the bucket, at least for now, but as choices went, she couldn’t help but think it was a lot like being asked if you’d rather be poked in the eye with a sharp pencil or a blunt one.




  She had wondered a few times over the past week – since their last visit to clean the windows, in fact – if she’d made the right decision. Last Tuesday, she had been milling

  around the van, fetching water and adding to it the industrial cleaning fluid that gave her a perpetual scent of washing-up liquid and swimming pools – a perfume people rarely tried to buy

  from shops – when an estate car had suddenly drawn up outside the back of the office. Millie couldn’t work out where on earth it had come from – the building was at the end of a

  long drive, set back about half a mile from the main road. And that drive stopped at the front of the building. This car seemed to have appeared, fully formed, from the fields behind her, like a

  metallic shrub. A man had sprung out at her.




  ‘Hello,’ he said. ‘You’re a bit young to be a window cleaner, aren’t you?’




  ‘I’m just here helping my . . .’ Millie began, before she lost the will and trailed off. If he was going to come up with the same tired joke that every person in every office

  had come up with so far this summer, she wasn’t going to the trouble of giving him a full sentence in return. She wondered if painful predictability and a need to state the obvious came with

  an office job. Maybe that was why her dad had started cleaning windows – to get away from the people in offices. Maybe, she thought, when she left school, she’d become a dentist.

  They didn’t have to deal with people who were too chatty. Still, though, they did have to deal with other people’s teeth. Urgh. Better than a dentist, she’d become an

  undertaker – more scope for mistakes, and probably fewer teeth.




  ‘Ah yes. Well, I hope I didn’t scare you, coming in the back way.’ He must have seen her jump when she heard the engine. ‘It’s just difficult to get in at the

  front, you know, with the protesters . . .’ He trailed off.




  ‘What protesters?’ Millie asked.




  ‘Haven’t you . . .? Ah, no, of course, you probably get here too early. They’re not up with the larks, are they?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ Millie replied. She had no idea what time larks got up. Or what time protesters did. This man was pulling off the rare trick of being both boring and a

  bit weird.




  ‘Well, they’re not. But they don’t like what we do, so they’re here most days, making their point. Well, not here, precisely.’ The man looked around, as if

  to reassure himself that a small protest hadn’t sprung up behind him, armed with placards, banners, and the occasional klaxon, booing him.




  ‘They’re not allowed on our property, obviously – that’s trespass. But, you know, they’re out on the main road most days, shouting and chanting. It’s like a

  religious cult, if you ask me.’




  Millie forbore to point out that she hadn’t asked him. But since he was so talkative, she asked the question that had popped into her head the first time he’d mentioned

  protesters.




  ‘What is it you do that they don’t like?’




  ‘Well, you know . . . some people are against any sort of progress at all, and – my goodness I’m running late,’ the man said, rushing round to the back of the car as

  though his shoes were on fire and he kept an extinguisher in the boot for just such an eventuality. ‘Must dash. Don’t let me keep you.’




  Millie assumed he hadn’t noticed that she had continued mixing detergent as they spoke, so he really hadn’t kept her from anything. He opened the tailgate of the car, and pulled out

  a trolley, which he stood next to him. He lifted out one crate, then another, placed them on the trolley, then slammed the boot shut. He spun round and pushed his crates quickly towards a small

  door.




  Millie couldn’t be quite sure, but she was almost certain she heard meowing.




  





  Chapter Two




  ‘Dad?’




  ‘Yes, love?’




  ‘What do they do there?’




  ‘Where?’ Her dad looked bemused. Millie often began conversations as though the other person had been listening to the inside of her head for several moments before she started to

  speak. Sometimes her dad caught on straight away. Other times, like now, he was a bit slow.




  ‘The Haverham lab.’




  ‘Oh. Scientific research,’ he said airily.




  ‘I know it’s scientific research, Dad. It’s a laboratory. I mean, what kind of research?’




  ‘I don’t really know. Medical?’ He looked too shifty to be telling her the whole truth.




  ‘They’re animal testers, aren’t they?’ Millie said, glaring at him.




  ‘What gave you that idea?’ Her dad was playing for time.




  ‘A man told me earlier that there were protesters at the front gate. He had to come in through a back way.’




  ‘Well, people protest against lots of things, love. War, globalisation—’




  ‘Animaltesting.’




  ‘Yes, people do protest against that. But that doesn’t mean that’s what they do there. It could be anything.’ He had now adopted an air of quiet reasonableness that made

  Millie grind her teeth.




  ‘You think they’re conducting a war from Haverham?’ she asked, her eyebrows raised.




  ‘No.’




  ‘Because that would be a pretty small war, Dad. Will it engulf all of East Anglia, or just Haverham, do you think?’




  ‘OK, they’re not protesting about a war. But that doesn’t mean it’s animal research.’




  ‘The man was delivering crates of cats, Dad.’




  ‘Did you see them?’ he asked quickly.




  ‘No. I heard them.’ She wasn’t going to let this go.




  ‘Well, maybe you misheard.’




  ‘Yes, Dad. Maybe they had a crate of things that meow but weren’t cats being taken into a laboratory that has people protesting nearby about how they test on animals.’




  ‘Ah, well . . . still . . .’ Her dad seemed to have realised that he was fighting a losing battle.




  ‘No, Dad, still nothing. The cats aren’t part of a war effort, are they?’




  ‘I wouldn’t think so. Unless the war is on mice.’




  ‘Don’t joke, it’s not funny.’ Millie was resolutely stony-faced.




  ‘I know, Millie, I know. You love cats. They use them for work. It’s not funny.’




  ‘It isn’t. What if they stick pins in them, like in those pictures?’ Millie and her dad had walked past a People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals stand at Strawberry Fair

  last summer. The pictures they had exhibited had put her off eating meat for life. Ever since, she’d made her dad buy soap and stuff that said it wasn’t tested on anything.




  ‘Millie, I know.’ He sounded tired. ‘I know it’s wrong. I don’t know exactly what they do, and I don’t want to, because I have to work if we’re going to

  eat. Whatever they do won’t be any nicer if someone else gets the cleaning work.’




  ‘But Dad, you’ve seen in through the windows. Have you seen any animals being hurt?’




  ‘No, Millie, I haven’t. I promise.’ He looked at her and tried to smile, but couldn’t quite get it to work in the face of her hard stare. ‘I know it’s not

  very nice, but beggars can’t be choosers.’




  ‘We’re not beggars,’ she said softly.




  ‘No, but we will be if I don’t clean some windows every day, and their windows once a week. Besides, Bill has a contract with them, and I don’t want to let him down. He’s

  been a good friend to us. It’s not for ever, love. Just for a while.’




  Millie sighed as her dad walked off upstairs.




  ‘You don’t need to clean anything. You just need to get another computer job, and we’ll be fine.’ But she whispered this to herself, because there was no point having

  this argument again. Her dad had lost his job a few months ago, and had flatly refused to apply for another. Instead, he had spent two weeks sitting in their house, reading constantly and barely

  going out. Bill had eventually offered him some temporary work in his window-cleaning business, and he had reluctantly accepted. Millie couldn’t see why he was being so difficult about

  things, but Bill told her, rather gruffly, that her dad needed to ‘rebuild his confidence’. Millie couldn’t see how much more confident her dad needed to be about writing software

  and virus protection – he’d been doing it her whole life. Longer, in fact – he’d been a computer buff, as he liked to call himself, before she was even born. But at the

  moment, he seemed incapable of doing anything very much, and she didn’t understand why. Nor, she suspected, did Bill, but at least he was trying to help. He had also, she was sure, tried to

  persuade her dad to go on a date with a desperately boring woman they’d met at Bill’s house. Millie’s mum had died when she was small, so long ago that she could barely remember

  her at all, and she did realise her dad needed to spend some time with people who weren’t her. But she had been hoping, if not for a fairy godmother, then at least for someone who could talk

  with authority about something other than her own shoes.




  But, ten days later, here she was, back at Haverham. At first, she had been absolutely determined never to come here again. Then she thought that maybe, if she came back, she could find some

  evidence about what was really going on here. And, if her dad saw that, then he might be persuaded to go and clean somewhere else’s windows instead. And then she could write to their MP,

  which is what her dad had said to do last year, when she was upset by the PETA stand and their pictures. Millie had written, and had received a letter back, saying that her concerns had been noted

  and would be looked into. Nothing more had come of it.




  So here she was again, cleaning the ground-floor windows, and the ugly glass doors.




  The security man seemed to have tired of pulling faces at her, and had buried himself in his newspaper again. Frustratingly, he was the only person she had seen all afternoon – no more

  delivery men had appeared round the back, not even a harassed suit had left the building. She knew nothing more than she had done last week.




  She wished she knew what time it was. It was ages since they’d stopped for lunch. She was sure it must be nearly time to go home. Her dad was on the last side of the building, she was just

  finishing the front. She reckoned it would be another fifteen minutes, half an hour at most, and then they could leave. She just had to do the front doors and that would be it.




  As she bent down to get some more water, her eye caught something moving inside the reception. It was speeding towards the oblivious security man from the end of a long corridor to his left.

  Millie peered down to ground level – it was coming towards the doors. It was moving too quickly for her to be sure – just a grey blur – but Millie was fairly certain that whatever

  was flying in her direction had four legs and a tail. As it approached the doors, she flipped the switch to open them. The security man still didn’t look up – why would he? She had been

  mucking around with these doors for twenty minutes. The cat belted outside, and stopped so suddenly that dust flew up around it. It looked up at her appealingly.




  ‘Hello,’ Millie whispered, as the doors slid shut again.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ said the cat, ‘there’s really no time for pleasantries. Could you hide me, please, and we’ll introduce ourselves properly later?’




  





  Chapter Three




  Millie jumped a clear six inches into the air. ‘Wha—?’ she struggled.




  ‘There’s no need to be so scared. I’m a cat, not your natural predator. You don’t even have a natural predator. Well, maybe if you were in Kenya, and the lions

  were . . . Shh, there is no time for this.’ He glared at her, as though she’d been the one talking. ‘I am in a bit of a mess, so if you could help . . . Your jaw is hanging loose,

  by the way.’




  ‘You can—’




  ‘Talk, yes. How? It’s a long story, one which I am, happily, well equipped to tell you, just not right now.’ The cat was almost hissing now, looking behind him in alarm.




  ‘Of course I can hide you.’ Millie came to her senses, even if it was only temporarily. ‘Here you go.’ In one movement, she picked up her jumper, which was lying on the

  ground where she’d dropped it when the sun came out, and scooped up the cat, who sighed audibly. Millie ran over to the van and put her jumper and its contents on a pile of cleaning cloths in

  the back.




  ‘Now go back to what you were doing,’ muttered the cat. ‘And whatever anyone asks you, lie.’




  Millie ran back to the doors and picked up her cloth. She walked the last few paces, hoping that the security guard wouldn’t think there was anything funny going on. She didn’t

  normally go sprinting off for no reason, after all.




  She was just in time. A few seconds later, a man came racing down the same corridor.




  His legs flew out behind him, his lab coat swinging around him in all directions. He landed at the reception desk, panting heavily. Millie strained her ears, but she could hear nothing through

  the doors. She saw the security guard shake his head once, then again, more firmly. He listened for a minute, then jerked his head in Millie’s direction. She tried to look very busy with her

  bucket. The cat’s pursuer came rushing up to the doors, which wouldn’t open.




  ‘Hello? Hello?’ he said, panicky.




  ‘Hello.’ Millie stared at him.




  ‘The doors won’t open,’ he shouted, gesticulating wildly.




  ‘No, I had to lock them,’ Millie explained. ‘The catch is just up here.’ She released the doors. ‘They’re automatic. If I don’t lock them, I can’t

  wash the glass, can I? They just open.’




  ‘How long have they been locked?’




  Millie saw that the security guard was watching her intently. The true answer was, ‘About eight seconds, since I saw you coming.’ The right answer was, ‘The last ten minutes.

  Nothing has been able to get in or out in that time, not even a tiny fly. And I, by the way, have the same nasal condition as Pinocchio, so can’t possibly be lying, or you’d be able to

  tell.’ But the doors had opened, when she let the cat out – and the security man, even though he hadn’t been looking, might have felt the breeze as they opened,

  mightn’t he? It was a warm day, and not at all windy, but if she lied openly, she might get caught out. She hedged her bets and said, ‘Dunno. A while.’




  ‘How long?’ he said again. There was a high note of hysteria in his voice.




  ‘As long as it takes to do the doors.’




  ‘How long has she been here?’ The man had obviously given up on her as a surly teenager and was now quizzing the security guard.




  ‘About half an hour?’ he guessed. Millie nodded sullenly, delighted.




  ‘The doors’ve been locked all that time?’




  She nodded again, sure now that the security guard had been paying almost no attention at all.




  ‘Damn it, he must’ve gone the other way . . .’ The man started off back down the corridor. ‘Lock the doors again, please. Now.’ Millie shrugged and reached up to

  the switch. The security guard shrugged back at her and pulled a face, implying that this man was a bit odd. Millie frowned back at him, her expression a picture of puzzlement at what had just

  happened. He nodded and rolled his eyes, then went back to his newspaper. Excitement over.




  She was safe.




  Millie finished rinsing the window, not daring to hurry too much, in case the lab-coat man reappeared, and then carried her things back to the van.




  ‘Are you all right?’ she asked quietly, lifting her jumper off the cat.




  ‘I smell of detergent. It wasn’t a life-long aim. Otherwise I’m fine.’




  ‘Is a man in a lab coat looking for you?’ she asked.




  ‘Yes. Did you put him off?’




  ‘Yes. Your accent’s funny. Where are you from?’




  ‘A minute ago you couldn’t believe I could talk. Now you’re criticising my vowel sounds? That’s quite picky, you know.’




  ‘I wasn’t criticising . . . I was interested.’




  ‘You have a critical tone of voice, then.’




  ‘Sorry,’ said Millie, thinking the cat had a pretty critical tone himself at the moment.




  ‘I’m from—’




  ‘Stop! My dad’s coming. Can you get in my bag?’ Millie grabbed her bag from behind the seat.




  ‘Do I have to?’ begged the cat, looking with some disdain at Millie’s canvas rucksack, covered in stars, badges and ribbons.




  ‘Yes,’ said Millie firmly, pushing the cat into her bag, shoving her jumper on top, and flipping the catch shut, before spinning round to grin casually at her father and Bill as they

  wandered over to the van.




  





  Chapter Four




  ‘I’m going to do some stuff on the computer, Dad,’ Millie shouted, as she ran ahead of him through the front door and flew up the stairs. She heard him say

  something as she shut the door behind her, but assumed that whatever it was, it could wait. Her wardrobe was right behind the door, and she opened it. This meant that if you tried to open the door

  to her room, it would bounce off the wardrobe door, and you couldn’t walk immediately inside. It wasn’t a very sophisticated system, but it provided a small level of cover for secrets

  and emergencies. Both of which seemed to describe the current state of affairs. She put her bag on the bed, opened it up and said, ‘Hello again. You can come out now.’




  ‘Finally,’ sighed the cat, and angled his way past her jumper. ‘I thought I was going to be in there for ever.’




  ‘Sorry, we live quite a long way from the laboratory.’




  ‘In the circumstances, I think that is a good thing. It was just a little bit small for such a long journey.’ He looked back at the bag disapprovingly and stretched his spine.

  ‘Is this your bedroom?’ he asked, looking around him.




  ‘Yup.’




  ‘You have your own computer?’ He seemed impressed.




  ‘Yup.’ Millie nodded. It was her prize possession.




  ‘Good. So we could . . .’ His voice tailed off, as he began to think.




  ‘We could what?’




  ‘Plan the escape of the others Monty, Celeste and everyone.’




  ‘Sorry?’




  The cat continued his train of thought: ‘I mean, if we could—’




  Millie decided she needed to reassert some control over this situation, which seemed to be looping out of her reach.




  ‘Stop. Please.’ The cat looked up at her and frowned. ‘Could we start at the beginning? I’m Millie,’ she said.




  ‘Hello,’ said the cat. ‘I’m Max.’ They looked at each other, and Millie held out a hesitant hand. Max reached up a front paw, and they patted each other, almost

  shaking hands.




  ‘This is how you say hello in England, hmm? In Belgium, we would kiss three times on the cheek as well. It’s friendlier, I think.’




  ‘How did you end up here, if you’re from Belgium?’ Millie asked, wide-eyed. She would never have placed his accent if he hadn’t told her. It was almost French, and almost

  something else, which she supposed must be Belgian. She thought he had a surprisingly low voice. Although she wondered exactly what tone of voice wouldn’t be surprising, coming from a

  cat.




  Max’s eyes narrowed, as though he had just seen a larger and deservedly much less popular cat, perhaps with a limp and a missing eye, across the room. ‘Kidnap,’ he spat.




  ‘Kidnap?’ Millie sat down on the bed and crossed her legs.




  ‘Exactly. I was roaming around Ixelles. That’s near the Avenue Louise. In Brussels.’




  ‘Where you used to live?’




  ‘Where I still live,’ he corrected her. ‘I’m just not there at this exact moment. And it was around lunchtime, I guess, and I was thinking of finding something nice to

  eat, perhaps from the kitchen of one of the cafés—’




  ‘You were going to steal lunch from a café?’




  ‘Not steal. Liberate.’




  ‘That’s what my dad calls it.’




  ‘He’s a smart man. Anyway, I was just heading down a small alleyway to the back of La Perruche – my favourite café, where they serve some very good chicken – and I

  walked past a grey van. And as I was going past, a man threw something over me, a . . . I don’t know the word in English. Like you use to catch fish.’




  ‘A net?’




  ‘Yes, a net. The humiliation. Caught like a stupid fish.’




  ‘It’s not that stupid.’ Millie tried to console him. ‘Being caught on a line would have been worse.’




  ‘True.’ Max nodded. ‘Yes, that is a different level of stupid that only the fish can attain. “What is this that looks like a small meal, on a big sharp metal hook? I

  will, perhaps, just put my mouth around it and find out. That is surely the safest way to discover more. Ah! I am caught, who could have foreseen?” Everyone but the idiot fish, of course. No

  wonder they are becoming extinct. They deserve it.’




  ‘I’m not sure that’s exactly why they’re becoming extinct,’ Millie said, thinking that deep-sea fishermen probably almost never used fishing rods.




  Max ignored her loftily. Some grievances couldn’t be put aside, especially where fish were concerned.




  ‘But this net is heavy, weighed down at the edges, so once it is over me, I can’t get it off. And in an instant, I am lifted inside the van and put into a tiny box.’




  ‘You must have been terrified,’ Millie sympathised.




  ‘Not terrified. Never terrified. Cats are very brave, you know. More angry, and unsure how to escape, and a little, you know, perhaps nervous.’ He eyed her, warily, as he continued:

  ‘That evening, I was shoved into a room full of cats in boxes. Next day, I was in a big car, with the windows blacked out, with another dozen or so cats. We were driven for a while, and then

  we went onto a boat.’ Max shuddered, overcome by the distress of his kidnap, the memory of the long, cramped journey and the sheer fury of having been made to travel on water, when this was

  as unnatural to cats as flying through the air on wings.




  ‘I saw that car!’ Millie tried to keep her voice down, in case her dad could hear. ‘Last week. There was an annoying man who had a couple of crates that—’




  ‘That what?’




  ‘That meowed,’ she whispered.




  ‘That would have been the most recent shipment. Another twelve stolen cats.’




  ‘Miiiiilliiiiie!’ her dad shouted up the stairs. ‘Dinner time.’




  ‘I’ll be right there,’ she called.




  ‘I’ll be right back,’ she said to Max. ‘Well, I’ll be half an hour. Are you hungry? I’ll bring you something up.’




  ‘A little chicken, or maybe some fish would be nice.’




  ‘Ah.’




  ‘Ah?’




  ‘I’m vegetarian. We probably don’t have any meat in the house.’




  ‘No meat?’ Max looked as if she had just told him that, usually, she and her father wore cats’ skins as coats, except for the nicest ones, which they used for matching

  hats.




  ‘Well, you wouldn’t like to be eaten.’




  ‘That’s true, but chickens are so stupid, and fish are so ugly. It’s different, eating a carnivore – we are clever and—’




  ‘Edible. It’s an honour thing. Just because you can kill something, doesn’t mean you should. Unless you don’t have a choice. Like, if I was on a desert island or

  something, and I had to eat a fish or starve to death.’ Millie frowned at this prospect, although the likelihood of it occurring anywhere in East Anglia seemed pretty slim.




  ‘If we all thought that way,’ Max sniffed, ‘the world would be overrun with mice.’




  Millie thought for a minute. ‘OK. You catch mice, or birds, and eat them, fine. But humans don’t need to do that. We can eat anything.’




  ‘Interesting as these philosophical distinctions are, what have you got for me to eat?’




  ‘Cheese?’ Millie ventured.




  ‘Cheese will do for now, thank you. But we will have to arrange something else tomorrow. I cannot live off cheese, like a cartoon mouse. I need amino acids that are only in

  meat.’




  ‘You’re pretty well informed, for a cat.’




  ‘I’ve just spent three months in a laboratory – you pick things up.’




  ‘Miiiiiilliiiiie!’




  ‘I’ve got to go. I’ll be back as soon as I can. If you hear anyone come up the stairs, hide under the desk in case it’s not me.’




  The cat looked plaintive. ‘Make it a big piece of cheese. Maybe shape it like a sparrow. Or a goldfish. Even a squirrel.’




  The door shut behind her, and the cat looked around his new home.




  





  Chapter Five




  Millie had the second largest bedroom in the house – her dad had the biggest one, ‘because I’m the biggest’, as he had unarguably pointed out when they

  moved in. And the smallest one was kept for ‘visitors’, who were usually Millie’s friends. Max looked around him – he hadn’t been in a girl’s bedroom before. In

  Brussels, he lived with Sofie and her son, Stef, who must be about the same age as Millie, he guessed. But he had always thought that girls’ rooms would look more, well, girly. Pink and so

  on. Millie’s room was not like that at all. There were aerial photographs on the walls, some of the sea. He shuddered again. The walls were covered with lots of shelves filled with books. On

  her desk were a computer and printer, and some other devices he couldn’t quite name. Maybe a scanner, he wondered, although he wasn’t entirely sure what that was. Perhaps Sofie and Stef

  weren’t very technologically minded, he thought, jumping up onto the desk and looking more closely at Millie’s computer, which appeared to be both smaller and newer than the ones in the

  lab.
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