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  Nine months ago, Theo and Rachel discovered they were the world’s first human clones. Captured by Elijah Lazio, the genius geneticist who cloned

  them, Theo learned not only that he was a clone of Elijah himself, but that the evil geneticist was planning to murder him to steal his heart, a perfect genetic match for his own failing

  organ.




  Theo and Rachel managed to escape from Elijah, but were later separated and sent to new locations with their families. They are now in hiding from both

  Elijah and the Righteous Army against Genetic Engineering (RAGE) – an extremist group prepared to go to any lengths to destroy all the evidence of Elijah’s cloning experiments,

  including the clones themselves . . .
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  The Hermes Project
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  Rachel




  It was a Saturday afternoon in early July and I was looking forward to the highlight of my week – the hour or so when Theo and I met online and everything else dropped

  away.




  I’d just been to a martial arts display at the old scout hall past the docks. Not the sort of thing that happens often in Roslinnon – or the sort of thing I go to on an average

  Saturday – but I’d really enjoyed the moves in the show, recognising quite a few of the basic techniques from the self-defence lessons I’d been having.




  Most of the audience was male and much older than me. I’d caught a couple of guys staring at me during the interval and, what with that and the way the hall stank like the boys’

  changing room at school, it was a relief to be heading outside.




  As I left the scout hall, I saw the two men who’d been staring at me earlier standing on the pavement. They were watching everybody leave. For a second I wondered if they were looking for

  me . . . waiting for me. Then I shook myself – told myself not to be paranoid.




  It was drizzling with rain, so I pulled my hood up and headed for the internet café on the high street where I was going to message Theo. Rather than walk past the two men, I decided to

  take a slightly longer way round – nothing major, just a couple of extra streets, but it would bring me out at the top of the high street: a busy road where I knew I’d feel safe.




  As I started walking, the rain got heavier. I sighed.




  When the British government and the FBI had picked the port town of Roslinnon in Scotland as the location for my new life, they obviously hadn’t known it was officially the rainiest place

  in the British Isles – not to mention a rubbish place to be young. Or at least I hoped they hadn’t. Sometimes it felt like I was being punished for who I was.




  Who I am. A clone of my dead sister.




  Theo’s a clone too. That’s why we’d been hidden away and given new identities. Because there were people determined to find us – and kill us.




  I checked the time. Four forty-five p.m. I had quarter of an hour before I was due online and, even going the long way round, it was only going to take a few minutes to reach the internet

  café. I decided to shelter from the rain.




  Huddled in a doorway, I felt for the silver chain round my neck. The chain’s special . . . my way of feeling closer to Theo. I thought about what I was going to tell him this week. It was

  nine months since we’d seen each other, and yet our online conversations were more real to me now than my everyday life. Nobody knew that I was still in touch with Theo – I hadn’t

  told a single person: not the agent who was our contact under the government protection programme; not Mum and Dad; not even the counsellor I’d been given to help me ‘adjust’ to

  my new life.




  The government officials all thought we’d be safer if we didn’t make contact with each other. There’s this organisation called RAGE – the Righteous Army against Genetic

  Engineering. They don’t think genetic copies of human beings – clones – should be allowed to exist. They think they’re immoral. We’re immoral. Then

  there’s Elijah – the man who cloned us. He reckons he ‘owns’ us – that he’s entitled to do what he likes with us.




  The threat was real, so Theo and I didn’t take unnecessary risks when we talked. I mean, I didn’t even know exactly where Theo lived and I never asked




  Across the street I caught sight of a girl from school and waved. Mhairi’s sort of a friend, though we’re not really close. I’m not that close to anyone at Roslinnon Academy,

  to be honest. It’s better that way . . . you never know who you can trust.




  Mhairi waved back at me, then pointed to the pale, anxious, plump woman beside her and made a face.




  I nodded to show I understood. Mhairi’s mum was a total nightmare . . . nearly as bad as mine. Still, at least Mhairi didn’t have to put up with her mum berating her for not wanting

  to learn golf, or going on and on about how common everyone in Roslinnon was.




  Emerging from my shelter, I walked on. I didn’t know this area of town that well but from what people said it was kind of rough. The rain was pounding down now – and this was July.

  It was supposed to be summer! I tugged my hood further round my face and bent my head. The pavement was a dirty grey – shining in the rain.




  I trudged into an alley, trying to avoid the puddles. Suddenly a large pair of Timberland boots appeared in front of me. I looked up. One of the men who’d been staring at me during the

  martial arts show – early twenties, with close-cropped red hair and a smashed-in nose – was blocking my way out of the alley.




  ‘Hello, hen,’ he said, a nasty smile creeping around his mouth.




  ‘Hi.’ I tried to step past him, but he put out his arm. My throat tightened.




  ‘I saw you at the martial arts display just now,’ he said. ‘I was impressed. There’s not many pretty girls go places like that, eh?’




  Heart beating fast, I turned away.




  The other man from the show, the one with dark, shaggy hair, was right behind me.




  I was trapped in the alley.




  ‘Hey, McRae,’ the dark-haired guy sniggered. ‘Shall we see if this wee girl is up for some action?’




  ‘Get lost,’ I said, but I could feel myself beginning to shake.




  Both men moved closer. I clenched my fists and pressed my feet into the ground, breathing deep into my guts to calm myself, like Lewis had taught me when we were preparing to rescue Theo last

  year.




  ‘Come on now, hen,’ the dark-haired guy cooed in a silly voice. ‘We just want you to show us what you’ve got.’




  The first man – McRae – laughed. ‘Aye.’ He reached out for my arm, pulling me round to face him.




  Something snapped inside me.




  ‘Piss off.’ I stared at McRae – right into his mean little eyes – then strode past him.




  He grabbed me. Pulled me back.




  I fisted my hand and punched, putting my whole weight behind the throw. The blow landed on McRae’s shoulder, sending him reeling, doubled over with pain and shock.




  I glared at the other man. His mouth fell open. I turned and sped away, out of the alley. I raced on, going over the route to the high street in my head. Left. Left. Then a long stretch before

  the right turn onto the high street. I’d come out further up from the internet café than I’d been planning – but who cared.




  The sound of pounding feet echoed behind me. I glanced over my shoulder.




  Damn. The two men were hot on my tail – vicious looks on their faces.




  I ran faster. Took my two left turns. I was holding them off – but not getting away.




  Almost at the high street now, I pushed myself on. The men were so close behind me I could hear them breathing as they ran. For a sick second I wondered if they were RAGE operatives, sent after

  me on purpose.




  I darted down one final short road, then onto the high street. I raced into the first shop I came to – a charity clothes place. I ducked behind a large rail of overcoats. They smelled of

  dead men’s sweat.




  I glanced over the top of the rail. The two men had stopped outside the shop but they weren’t looking inside. They were laughing, like hassling me had been the best game ever.




  Pigs.




  As I watched, they sauntered off, swaggering down the street like they owned it. I shook my head. Well, at least they were just stupid men, not people from RAGE.




  It was a few minutes to five now . . . nearly time to speak to Theo. The internet café was just up the road. I moved away from the rail of overcoats, tugged my hood off my face and headed

  towards the door. Outside, a boy in a wheelchair propelled himself past the window.




  I froze.




  The boy was olive-skinned with short, dark hair and a square jaw. He looked older than I remembered him, but otherwise it was the same face I’d been remembering and seeing in my dreams for

  the last nine months.




  No way.




  It couldn’t be him.




  What was he doing here? What was he doing in a wheelchair?




  I stared as the boy wheeled himself along the street. I knew that profile as well as I knew my own.




  It was Theo.
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  Theo




  Hot and humid, Philadelphia had been in the grip of a heatwave for nearly a fortnight now and I was more fed up than I could remember. School had ended for the summer and I

  hadn’t got good grades and Mum was annoyed at me.




  She was worried too, I guess. She had made loads of friends, mostly through her new job. Why hadn’t I?




  Of course she wouldn’t listen when I told her I didn’t care. That I still hung out with the basketball mates I’d met in the first term – before I stopped playing

  basketball – and that that was enough.




  I was fed up with much more than Mum, though. Some days, like today, my whole existence got on top of me. I hated the lie I was living. Pretending to be someone I wasn’t in order to stay

  safe from Elijah and RAGE.




  More than anything, I missed Rachel.




  I was on my way to contact her now. I hated the fact that I had to find a random computer instead of being able to use my own PC at home, but it would have been too risky. I was certain the FBI,

  who’d rehoused Mum and me here, were monitoring all our phone calls and home computer use.




  That annoyed me too.




  This side of the street was in direct sunlight. Sweat trickled down the back of my neck.




  Grumbling to myself, I went on.




  At least I’d get to speak to Rachel soon.




  That was something.




  Actually, it was everything.
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  Rachel




  I stood, too shocked to move for a few seconds, watching the boy in the wheelchair roll slowly along the pavement.




  Now that I could only see the back of his head I immediately doubted it was Theo. I must have been wrong. I mean, for a start, what would Theo be doing here? We’d agreed it

  would be safer if we didn’t reveal online exactly where we lived, but it’s hard to write about your life without giving some information away. From various references he’d made,

  I’d guessed a while back that Theo was somewhere on the east coast of America.




  I must have given away certain details myself. But I was sure I’d never told him I lived in Roslinnon.




  And how could Theo possibly be in a wheelchair? It didn’t make sense. I racked my brains, trying to remember if he’d dropped any kind of hint at all that he’d had some

  kind of accident.




  I was probably mistaken, but I had to be sure. I darted out of the charity shop.




  And ran – wham – straight into Mhairi’s mum.




  ‘Och, hello, hen,’ she said, staggering backwards.




  ‘Sorry.’ I blinked, looking past her to where the boy in the wheelchair who couldn’t be Theo was turning the corner into Rosmore Row – the busiest shopping street

  in Roslinnon.




  Panic clutched at my throat. I had to catch up with him. Had to make sure.




  ‘As you’re here, Rachel, hen,’ Mhairi’s mum went on, ‘maybe you’ll help me talk some sense into my daughter now. I’ve left her trying on a pair of

  trousers at least two sizes too small for her. Will you come and—’




  ‘I can’t.’ I stared at her pale, pasty face, barely able to focus. ‘I’m sorry, I can’t.’ And I tore past her, darting across the road between honking

  cars, hardly registering the rain on my face.




  I raced down the High Street and onto Rosmore Row.




  It was heaving. I ran as hard as I could, dodging pedestrians laden with heavy shopping bags, glancing around me for any sign of the boy and his wheelchair.




  There. He was up ahead, trundling slowly past the benches where most of my year hung out after school. No one there I recognised today, thank goodness.




  He reached the end of Rosmore Row and turned into a much quieter side road. I ran on, only slowing when I’d reached the side road too and was just behind him.




  I stared at the back of his head, remembering the moment when Theo had stepped in front of me, protecting me from Elijah.




  And then I ran forward, jogging past him and stopping a few metres up at a lamppost.




  The rain was still drizzling down my neck as I turned round, my heart thumping.




  Oh God, it was him. And yet he looked different. With shorter hair and a hangdog expression, he looked like he’d aged about three years in the past nine months.




  He caught me staring and looked up. He frowned, but there was no trace of recognition in his eyes.




  For a second all my old insecurities flooded back. Had I changed too? My hair was a bit longer, maybe, but I didn’t think I looked particularly different in any other way. Now I

  wished I’d checked my appearance before I’d left the martial arts show. Maybe my make-up had run in the rain, not that I was wearing much.




  None of this made sense.




  And then the boy smiled and mouthed the word ‘hello’. I walked over, the bustle of Rosmore Row around us fading completely into the background.




  The boy held my gaze. I was right next to him now.




  ‘Theo?’ I said, my voice trembling.




  The boy frowned, looking confused. He shook his head. ‘My name’s Milo,’ he said.




  An American accent – and the tone of his voice was different from Theo’s too. It was harsher, yet at the same time weaker.




  ‘Er . . . do we know each other?’ he said.




  I stared at him. Close up I could see signs of stubble on his chin and a fullness to his face that Theo didn’t – couldn’t – have.




  It wasn’t Theo. Just someone who looked extraordinarily like him. The disappointment was crushing.




  ‘I thought we knew each other,’ I said, trying to keep my voice steady. ‘I’m sorry.’




  I took a step back.




  ‘Wait.’ Milo looked up at me. ‘You just called me Theo, didn’t you?’




  ‘Er, yes, Theo’s a friend of mine.’ I blushed. ‘You look a lot like him. An awful lot.’




  A shocked smile crept over Milo’s face. ‘That wouldn’t be the Theo who was kidnapped and taken to Washington D.C. last year?’




  I could feel my eyes widening. How on earth did he know about that? I nodded, speechless.




  There was a long pause.




  ‘Well I guess I do look like him,’ Milo said at last, ‘seeing as we were cloned from the same person.’
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  Theo




  My mood improved as soon as I walked inside the diner. Living in America does have some compensations, and the way every indoor space seems to be fully kitted out with

  aircon is one of them.




  Cheri, one of the waitresses who knew me quite well, bustled over.




  ‘Hi, hon.’ She smiled. ‘How’re you doin’?’ I smiled back. ‘Good, thanks. Can I use the computer?’




  ‘Sure, when Jack’s done.’ Cheri nodded towards the counter, where the diner’s only terminal stood between a stack of magazines and a shelf of salt and pepper pots. She

  let me use the internet for free when her boss wasn’t around, which was most mornings.




  The guy on the computer was middle-aged and huge. I’d seen him in the diner before, with his equally outsize wife and kids.




  ‘Jack’s having a bad time,’ Cheri said, lowering her voice to a whisper. ‘Wife’s left him and taken the kids. Taken everything. Jack’s emailing his

  attorney, trying to get a handle on it all.’




  ‘Right.’ I glanced at the clock. Five minutes before Rachel would be expecting me online. ‘No worries,’ I said.




  ‘Strawberry Shake while you wait?’ Cheri asked.




  ‘Yeah, thanks.’ I settled into the leatherette booth closest to the computer terminal and waited.
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  Rachel




  The rain was coming down even harder now. Milo wheeled himself across the street to shelter under a deserted doorway. I followed him in a daze.




  ‘Cloned from the same person?’ I said, unsure I’d heard him correctly before. ‘You and Theo?’




  ‘Yes, we were both cloned from Elijah Lazio.’ Milo nodded, his face serious. ‘I’m guessing that if you know about Theo, then you know about Elijah too. Which means you

  must be Rachel, right?’




  My legs felt like they might give way. ‘How do you know about me?’ I gasped. I stared at Milo. Another clone of Elijah, this one older than Theo. How was that even

  possible?




  ‘Elijah’s mentioned you,’ Milo said.




  ‘You’ve spoken to him?! Is he here . . .? Oh my God . . .’ I stopped, panic filling me. Was Elijah nearby? Did he know I was here?




  ‘Elijah cloned me three and a half years before he cloned Theo.’ Milo explained, seemingly unaware of the effect his words had had on me. His face clouded over – an expression

  I knew well from Theo. In fact, the look he was giving me was such a powerful reminder of Theo that my heart actually skipped a beat.




  Milo’s eyes flickered to his wheelchair. ‘As you can see, I didn’t work out so well. I was born with a degenerative disease. My body’s wearing out too fast. It’s a

  genetic weakness caused by the cloning process. Elijah worked out how to stop it happening before he cloned Theo, but I can’t walk and my heart and kidneys don’t operate quite as well

  as they should.’




  He looked up at me – an expression of defiance and humiliation on his face.




  Again I was so strongly reminded of Theo that, for a second, I couldn’t think straight.




  ‘I’m . . . er, I’m sorry,’ I stammered.




  Milo shrugged. ‘At least my heart was never strong enough for Elijah to want to steal it,’ he said.




  I huddled into the doorway. The rain had slowed to a drizzle and people were walking past again. No one gave us a second look.




  ‘But where is Elijah?’ I asked again, questions tumbling out now. ‘When did you last see him? Does he know that you’re here? That I’m here?’




  ‘I live with him,’ Milo said. ‘And no, he doesn’t know you’re here.’




  ‘But you weren’t in Washington D.C.’ I frowned, remembering how I’d gone to Elijah’s underground headquarters, hoping that while RAGE destroyed the building, Lewis

  and I would be able to find Theo and escape.




  ‘Elijah sent me away to college,’ Milo said bitterly. ‘He sent me to school before that – and to camp in the holidays. He used to visit me occasionally but I don’t

  think he could . . . that he can . . . stand the sight of me. It’s like he feels he has a duty towards me, but underneath I remind him of his failures.’




  ‘But you said you were with him now?’ That meant Elijah must be nearby, surely?




  ‘I was,’ Milo said. ‘He contacted me after the Washington compound was blown up. Said I’d have to leave college, that he was going on the run.’ Milo sighed.

  ‘I guess I could have gone off on my own, but I was pleased he wanted me with him . . . so I met him and came with him here . . . to Scotland.’




  ‘Here?’ I said, shocked. Elijah was in Scotland? ‘Where exactly? Why?’




  ‘Elijah’s set up a private research base on a deserted island off the west coast,’ Milo explained. ‘It takes a few hours to reach it by boat. Roslinnon is the nearest

  port.’




  A shiver snaked down my spine.




  ‘And he really doesn’t know I’m here in Roslinnon?’ I said, hardly able to believe it.




  Milo shook his head. ‘To be honest he’s stopped looking for you . . . for either of you . . . He’s got other things on his mind.’




  I looked round. The rain had stopped now, though the air remained heavy with moisture. Rosmore Row was still buzzing with shoppers. A woman laden down with bags and a buggy marched past,

  scowling, a little boy trailing in her wake.




  ‘What about Daniel?’ I said. ‘Is he OK? Does Elijah still have him?’




  Daniel was the five-year-old clone of Elijah who Theo and I had met in Washington at Elijah’s complex last year. When Elijah had escaped from the police and the FBI, he’d taken

  Daniel with him. No one knew what had happened to the little boy afterwards, but I could still picture his solemn little face and big brown eyes.




  Milo looked away. ‘Daniel’s the reason why Elijah’s stopped looking for Theo. He’s the reason why I’ve run away too.’




  I frowned. ‘I don’t understand.’




  Milo sighed – a deep, heavy sigh. ‘Elijah’s worked out a way of adapting Daniel’s heart so it will work inside him, even though it’s not adult-sized – which

  means he doesn’t need Theo’s heart any more.’




  I stared at him, unable to fully take in what he was saying. ‘Are you sure?’




  ‘Yes, Elijah’s so arrogant he thinks killing Daniel is justified because he’s such a goddam genius.’




  I nodded, feeling numb, remembering Elijah giving a similar reason to excuse his plan to take Theo’s heart back in Washington D.C.




  ‘Once I realised what Elijah was planning, I couldn’t stand to be around him any more,’ Milo went on. ‘I told Elijah I needed a break for the day. If I could have brought

  Daniel with me I would have, but there was no way I could get him out. Elijah sent me off in the boat with one of his guards. We moored a way along the coast – there’s a car parked

  there that they use when they come to town to buy food and supplies for Elijah’s research. I’m supposed to be hanging out here while the guard goes to the store, but I’m going to

  take a bus . . . get away . . .’ Milo tailed off.




  ‘Get away to where?’ I said, my head reeling. I could still barely take in what Milo was saying. Elijah had Daniel – the sweet little boy that I’d thought about so often

  since our escape. And Daniel’s life was now in terrible danger.




  The urgency of the situation suddenly hit me. Never mind Milo’s plans. We had to get help.




  ‘Dunno where I’ll go.’ Milo shrugged. ‘Edinburgh or Glasgow first, I guess . . . It’s easier to get lost in the big cities . . . then a flight back to the States .

  . .’




  ‘But what about Daniel?’ I said. ‘When’s Elijah planning to do this transplant?’




  ‘Tomorrow morning, first thing.’




  ‘What?’ I leaped up. ‘We have to call the police. Get him stopped.’




  ‘No.’ Milo shook his head in another gesture that reminded me of Theo. ‘Elijah’s back working for the government. They know exactly what he’s up to, though

  it’s all under cover, of course. They’re letting him use Daniel because Elijah’s work is so valuable – they don’t want to lose him.’




  My mouth fell open. ‘That’s terrible.’




  Milo grimaced. ‘Yes, but there’s nothing we can do.’




  I stood silently for a second. Shoppers were still bustling around us, but I felt completely detached from my surroundings.




  It was obscene that Elijah could consider taking Daniel’s heart to replace his own. But somehow it was even worse that the governments which were supposed to be protecting me and Theo were

  turning a blind eye.




  ‘We can’t let this happen,’ I said slowly.




  Milo looked sadly up at me. ‘How can we stop Elijah?’ he said. ‘He’s too powerful.’




  ‘I don’t know exactly,’ I said. ‘But we have to try.’
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  Theo




  The clock on the diner wall ticked slowly to midday and big, sad Jack was still hunched over the computer.




  At one minute past noon, I went up to Cheri. ‘I have to use the computer,’ I said.




  Cheri glanced over at Jack. ‘I’m sure he won’t be too much longer.’




  At that moment Jack sighed. He shifted on his bar stool so that it creaked under his weight. Slowly he rolled the mouse over the shut-down button.




  I was hovering beside him before he’d even clicked it, though it was another full minute before Jack managed to ease himself off the stool and shuffle to the door.




  I glanced at the clock as I sat down. Three and a half minutes past twelve. Never mind. I was sure Rachel would wait. We’d both been a few minutes late before. Eager with anticipation, I

  logged on to the chat room we were using this month – we changed venues regularly – and searched for her user name.




  She wasn’t there. Oh well, maybe she was late too. I kept the screen up while I went to check my emails. A few minutes later I was back. Still no Rachel.




  I started to feel a little irritated. All the effort I’d made to be here on time and she wasn’t ready? It was probably her mum’s fault. Rachel’s mum was, basically, your

  worst nightmare. A hideous combo of martyr and snob. Rachel spent a lot of our time together online complaining about her. Recently Mrs Smith had been trying to force Rachel to play golf.

  Unbelievable.




  I finished my shake and checked the chat room again. Rachel still wasn’t there. It was now almost 12.15. I started to wonder if I’d got the place or the time wrong. But I knew

  I hadn’t.




  Cheri wandered over and I ordered another shake.




  It arrived.




  I drank it.




  I checked the chat room again.




  It was now 12.23 and Rachel wasn’t there.




  This was by far the latest either of us had ever been.




  For the first time in nine months, I started to wonder if maybe she wasn’t coming online at all.
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  Rachel




  ‘You don’t know what you’re saying,’ Milo said. ‘Elijah’s island is heavily guarded. Even if we could somehow reach Daniel, there’s no

  way we’d be able to get away without being seen.’




  ‘There has to be a way,’ I insisted. ‘We can’t just let Daniel die.’




  Milo shook his head.




  My mind whirled with all the possible options as we made our way back down Rosmore Row towards the high street.




  As we reached the corner, Milo looked up at me. It had stopped raining, but his hair was wet. The way the light fell across his face highlighted a deep crease in his forehead. Suddenly he looked

  much older than before – and a lot less like Theo.




  ‘I don’t want to go back there,’ he said simply.




  I bit my lip, realising for the first time how much courage it must have taken Milo to run away in the first place.




  ‘It’s only for a short time,’ I said. ‘And once Daniel’s safe, I’ll help you find somewhere to stay. My dad will help you.’




  I was certain Dad wouldn’t mind. Though, somehow, I’d have to talk to him without Mum finding out. I could just imagine her reaction. And I couldn’t talk to Dad till it was all

  over. Even if he was prepared to help Milo, he’d still be furious that I was planning to put myself in danger after all I’d been through last year.




  ‘I guess you could follow me back to Paul – he’s the guard who drove me here,’ Milo said, slowly. ‘I’m due to meet him in the car park in a few minutes, but

  if I went on ahead, I could maybe distract him somehow so you could hide in the trunk of his car. Smuggling you onto the boat to the island won’t be easy, but it’s possible, I

  guess.’




  I nodded. ‘We can do this, Milo,’ I said.




  ‘Okay.’ He smiled, his face lightening and looking more like Theo’s again. ‘I told Paul I’d meet him at five-thirty. It must be nearly that now.’




  ‘Five-thirty? You’re kidding.’ I checked the time, a sense of dread filling me. Milo was right – it was just a couple of minutes off the half hour. Thirty minutes since I

  was supposed to be online with Theo. The shock of meeting Milo had pushed the time right out of my mind. ‘Oh, no.’




  ‘What?’ Milo raised his eyebrows.




  I sped up, turning along the high street towards the internet café. ‘Theo and I are in touch,’ I said. ‘We meet up online every week. I’ve just missed our regular

  chat and I have to try him before we set off.’




  Milo pushed his wheels faster. He was, I noted with the small part of my brain that wasn’t consumed with worries about reaching Theo and what Milo and I were planning next, extremely

  dextrous at weaving his way through the throngs of shoppers still crowding the street.




  ‘You’ll have to be quick online, Rachel,’ he said as we reached the café. ‘If I’m late, Paul will worry about getting into trouble with Elijah and just want

  to get going. It’ll be harder to distract him.’




  I disappeared into the café, leaving Milo on the pavement taking out his mobile.




  I hurried to a free terminal and logged on. My hands were shaking as I accessed the chat room. Would Theo still be there?




  

     

  




  8




  Theo




  I sat, nursing my third strawberry milkshake and feeling sick. Cheri had kicked me off the computer so that another – paying – client could use it. I was waiting

  impatiently for her to finish so I could log on again.




  Where was Rachel?




  I tried to focus on the most likely possibilities.




  1: She’d forgotten.




  No. No way. I mean, she’d never forgotten before. Not one single time in nine months.




  2: Something or someone had prevented her from coming.




  More likely. Except Rachel had always had huge problems with her parents, especially her mum, and she’d never missed an online session with me before.




  3: She was deliberately avoiding me.




  I couldn’t believe that was true. I mean, even if Rachel didn’t want to call herself my girlfriend any more, we were still friends, weren’t we? She wouldn’t just break

  off all contact without saying something.




  Unless she’d fallen for someone else, big time, and couldn’t face either telling me or lying to me . . .




  My stomach twisted into knots as I thought about this. The truth was, though I wouldn’t have admitted it to anyone, Rachel was more than just a girlfriend to me. She was the only person I

  could truly be myself with. And the only person – apart from Mum, and a few government officials – who knew about us being clones. The idea of her not being in my life was too horrible

  to think about.




  ‘You feeling all right, hon?’ Cheri wandered over, a look of concern on her face.




  ‘Sure.’ I attempted a smile. ‘But I need to get back on the internet as soon as possible.’




  Cheri smiled back sympathetically. ‘Problems at home?’




  I nodded. Cheri knew all about my mum and her overprotective ways. Mum was better than she used to be, of course. Back before I tracked down Rachel and ran off to find Elijah, I’d had a

  bodyguard who never let me out of his sight. I understood later that Mum had been trying to protect me from RAGE, but even so it was a bit over the top. I guess Mum had no one to stop her from

  getting completely hysterical. There was never another man around and I’d been told my dad was dead. At least here in Philly she let me go out on my own – though I still had ridiculous

  curfews most nights.




  A couple of minutes later the woman using the computer logged off and I raced over.




  My hands shook as I accessed the chat room.




  Please be there, Rachel. Please be there.
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  Rachel




  I stayed in the chat room for a couple of minutes, but there was no sign of Theo. I could see he’d been there, though. I caught sight of one of his usernames on a couple

  of threads.




  He’d obviously assumed I wasn’t coming and logged off.




  I sat back in my chair, my heart sinking.




  Wheels turned beside me. I looked up to see Milo’s concerned face – so like Theo’s – gazing at mine.




  ‘He’s gone,’ I said. The words came out like a sob and I blushed at giving away how much my contact with Theo meant to me.




  ‘Hey,’ Milo said, awkwardly. ‘You’ll be able to try again later. Er, but if we’re going we have to go now . . . I’m already late for Paul.’




  I nodded, staring at the screen. I wanted to leave some kind of message for Theo but I couldn’t think what to say.




  Milo nudged my arm. ‘Seriously, Rachel, we have to go.’




  He wheeled himself to the door and looked over his shoulder expectantly.




  Sighing, I switched off the terminal, paid at the counter and rushed outside to join him.




  It took a few minutes to get to the car park. At least it wasn’t raining.




  I hung back as Milo approached Paul – a burly guy with blond hair wearing jeans and a rugby shirt. I watched them talking. Paul nodded, then the pair of them headed for the public

  toilets.




  It suddenly occurred to me that if Milo couldn’t walk, he probably had to be helped to get to the loo. I’d never really thought about that before – all the things I took for

  granted that he had to deal with because he was disabled.




  I waited for Milo to pretend he needed something from the boot and come back to the car. Apparently the boot operated independently from the car’s central locking system and the plan was

  that once Milo had opened it, he would only pretend to shut it properly, so I could sneak in.




  The two men had almost reached the toilets before Milo turned in his chair and whizzed back to the car, his wheels spinning fast. He opened the boot and fumbled inside for a bit.




  ‘Make sure you lock it!’ Paul yelled from across the car park.




  Milo nodded, then carefully lowered the boot and whizzed back to Paul. They disappeared inside the toilets.




  Palms clammy with sweat, I rushed over to the car. The boot was open just a fraction. I looked round. The car park was virtually empty, just a young woman with a baby, emptying her shopping into

  her car. I waited, heart thumping, while she strapped in the baby and drove off. Now an elderly couple were strolling past, heading for their car.




  I glanced over at the toilets. No sign of Milo and Paul. I had no idea how much time I’d have before they came back. I looked round. The elderly couple had reached their car. It was a

  couple of rows away so all I could see now were the tops of their heads. They both appeared to be bent over, looking at something inside the car.




  This was my best chance. With a quick glance around to check the coast was clear, I flipped the boot fully open and clambered inside. It was spacious enough, though it smelled slightly musty. I

  reached my hand round and pulled the boot lid down hard, jerking my hand away just before it slammed shut.




  It was done. I was trapped inside, my knees bunched up to my chest. My own breathing sounded loud in my ears. Suppose something went wrong – the car crashed or Milo forgot to let me out?

  I’d suffocate in here. How much air did I have, anyway?




  I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. Milo had assured me that Elijah’s motorboat was tied up at a deserted beach just beyond the docks and that the journey would only take about

  ten minutes. I wasn’t going to run out of air that fast.




  I didn’t want to think about Theo, and how I’d missed messaging with him earlier, so I focused on Lewis instead. Lewis was a former employee of Elijah’s. He’d been sent

  to look after me, but had ended up working with me to defeat Elijah. I missed him a lot. I mean, he was a good few years older than me and from a completely different background, but we’d got

  on really well from the start. I thought of him like an older brother. A very cool older brother. Lewis had shown me quite a few fighting moves – in fact it was him who’d sparked off my

  interest in self-defence – but he’d also taught me a lot about dealing with my fears.




  When you feel anxious, press your feet into the ground and breathe in and out through the soles.




  I couldn’t use the ground, of course, but I pressed my feet against the side of the car and took a few calming breaths.




  A minute later footsteps and the squeak of wheels signalled the return of Milo and Paul. I held my breath as two doors opened and – eventually – slammed shut. I knew, because Milo

  had told me, that the front passenger seat of this car had been adapted to contain the seat part of Milo’s wheelchair and that, nine times out of ten, for short journeys Paul just folded the

  wheels and chucked them onto the back seat.




  I just had time to pray that he didn’t change his routine today and put them in the boot before another door opened and shut and the engine roared into life.




  Paul reversed out of his parking space and we were off. It was hot, now, in the boot. I couldn’t tell if Paul and Milo were talking or not. All I could hear was the car engine’s low

  rumble and the whoosh of passing traffic.




  Ten minutes later, the car stopped. I tensed, knowing that the next part of the plan was going to be the hardest to carry out successfully.




  A thud outside. Paul muttering to himself. Then the crunch of wheels on gravel. Milo’s voice sounded outside the boot.




  ‘I need the can again, Paul.’




  ‘What?’ Paul’s gruff American voice oozed irritation. ‘You only went a moment ago.’




  ‘Sorry, man.’ Milo clicked the boot open and lowered his voice to a whisper. ‘Rachel, you’ve got about two minutes.’




  He wheeled himself off, whistling above the sound of the crushed gravel. I made myself count to twenty. That had to be enough time for the two men to get out of the way. Cautiously, I opened the

  boot and peered out.




  Wind roared round me and the smell of rain – and the sea – hung heavy in the air. To one side of the car, about fifty metres away, was a line of trees. Milo, supported by Paul, was

  almost out of his wheelchair. He was going to have to pee in front of the man. Ugh.




  I slipped out of the boot, ignoring the pins and needles that ran up my cramped right leg and taking care to disrupt the gravel at my feet as little as possible. The car was parked just metres

  from a small jetty that led down to a stony beach. There was no one else about.




  I peered along the beach. A large motorboat was tied up at the end of the jetty.




  Another glance at Milo and Paul. I could hear their voices, though not what they were saying, drifting towards me on the fierce wind. I lowered the car boot until it was almost shut and tiptoed

  across the gravel. As soon as I reached the jetty and felt the firm wooden boards beneath my feet I sped up. I ran as fast as I could, grateful that I was wearing trainers with rubber soles that

  made no sound.




  As I reached the boat, I glanced round at Paul again. He was easing Milo back into his wheelchair. I had seconds left to get into the boat and hide.




  I stepped down, into the back of the boat, and looked round for the red tarpaulin Milo had told me about. There. It was on the right-hand side of the boat, stretched over a collection of

  boxes and barrels. I raced over and crawled underneath, pushing a box out of the way, then pulling it back in front of me when I was properly in. It made a scraping noise, which sounded loud to my

  ears. I had to hope the sound wouldn’t carry over the roaring wind.




  I stretched out as far as I could. I was having to lie curled up again, with my right leg bent at an uncomfortable angle. Well, at least it was better than lying in the boot of that car.




  In the distance I could hear the crunch of wheels and footsteps over the gravel – then thundering across the jetty.




  Grunting, Paul leaped into the boat. I guessed he was lifting Milo down, then stowing the wheelchair. I held my breath as he stomped past my hiding place. The wind crept around me, chilling me

  through my top. I couldn’t even move my arms to draw the hood around my face.




  For a second I thought about crawling out from behind the boxes and jumping overboard. I didn’t have to do this. In fact, surely what I was doing was insane, going right to the

  heart of Elijah’s new operation.




  And then I remembered Daniel’s little face and huge brown eyes and how I’d held him and comforted him when he’d cried.




  And I knew that I didn’t have a choice.




  I was Daniel’s only chance.
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  Theo




  Where on earth was she? I’d gone back online several times and there was no sign of Rachel in any of the chat rooms we used. I threw all caution to the wind and

  started asking other users if anyone with any of Rachel’s usernames had been online recently.




  Every response was a ‘no’.




  By one p.m. the lunchtime crowd were starting to drift in and the diner was filling up. Several clients wanted access to the computer, and Cheri’s boss turned up so I wasn’t allowed

  to use the terminal any longer.




  I went home, feeling seriously troubled. Having gone over all the options again, there seemed to be only one possibility.




  Something had happened to Rachel.




  Something bad.




  I walked in the front door of our condo just after 1.30 p.m. It was a Saturday, so Mum was at home. Her new job involved her working from home quite a lot and her boss often came round ‘to

  help’. He was in our living room right now, on the couch next to Mum. They were looking at a magazine together, but there was an odd atmosphere about them too – like maybe I’d

  walked in and interrupted them and the magazine was just a cover for what they’d actually been doing.




  I really didn’t want to think about that, so I just grunted a hello and went to my room. It’s not bad, as bedrooms go. In fact, our condo here in Philadelphia is much nicer

  than the flat we had in London. My room’s twice the size of my old one, with a huge, light window and loads of space to hang out in. The bed’s big and so’s the couch – not

  that I have friends round here very often.




  I hurried over to the desk in the corner and opened my laptop. Another bonus of our new life was the money we’d been given to start us off. Mum used most of it to buy furniture and stuff,

  but there had been enough left to get me an okay phone and a laptop.




  Normally I wouldn’t have dreamed of trying to contact Rachel from home. I was fully aware of how easy it is to trace computer use back to physical locations – and of how dangerous

  Elijah and RAGE really were.




  But this was an emergency.




  First off, I went back to all the chat rooms. There was still no sign of Rachel.




  Okay, I was going to have to track her down some other way. I thought for a while, trying to remember everything Rachel had said about where she lived. We deliberately hadn’t revealed any

  details online but I’d picked up enough bits of information to be pretty sure she was somewhere in Scotland, near the coast.




  She was always complaining about the rain too – not that that was going to help me narrow my search down much.




  I wasn’t sure what I hoped to find out, but I had to do something. I’d start with local newspapers, then move on to schools. Maybe something on a website somewhere would give me a

  clue about what had happened to Rachel.




  It wasn’t a lot, but it was all I could think of.
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  Rachel




  It felt like hours had passed, but when I switched on my phone and checked the time, it was only 7.30 p.m. and still very light.




  Milo and Paul had left the boat ages ago. I couldn’t tell where it was moored because I didn’t dare emerge from under the tarpaulin yet.




  Milo had said that though the docking area wasn’t visible from any of the buildings on the island, there was a security camera which did a regular sweep of the bay and that I should wait

  till he gave me the signal to emerge – which wouldn’t be until after it was properly dark.




  I reckoned I had another two to three hours to wait until then.




  At least I’d been able to shift the boxes and barrels a little so I could stretch my legs out fully. I flexed my feet and pointed my frozen toes, trying to get some feeling back into them.

  I tried to breathe steadily too, mindful of Lewis’s advice about keeping calm.




  I’d never wished he were with me more than I did now. I missed him almost as much as I missed Theo.




  I felt for the chain round my neck once more, feeling my way down to the tiny letter ‘t’ at the end and remembering the last time I’d seen them both – in that hotel in

  Washington D.C. . . . Lewis, hugging me goodbye with tears in his eyes . . . and Theo holding me and kissing me . . .




  It was tough remembering being that close to Theo.




  The floor of the boat was hard and cold and, even though I’d pulled my hood up and covered myself with a bit of spare tarp that I found crushed up behind one of the boxes, I was freezing.

  And hungry. I’d gone through the small bag I had with me and chewed my way through an entire pack of chewing gum.




  I couldn’t find my purse and school identity card, for some reason. I guessed I must have left them somewhere, probably the internet café. I knew I’d taken out my purse then,

  because I used it to pay for my time on the terminal. Or maybe the purse and the card had fallen out of my bag when I got into the car.
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