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Chapter 1

Millie had been dreaming 
of going to Miss Luisa’s School of 

Dance for months now. So, on her sixth 

birthday, when Mum surprised her with 

ballet lessons as a gift, she screamed so 

loudly with joy that she woke up the 

neighbour’s elderly dog.



‘I’m very sorry,’ Millie apologized.  

‘I didn’t see you there.’

The girl got to her feet and crossed 

her arms. 

‘You’re in the wrong class,’ she said, 

scowling.

‘I don’t think so,’ Millie said, looking 

around the room, confused.  
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Today was Millie’s first lesson.

She spotted a gold sign for her 

ballet class and ran her fingers over the 

engraved, swirly writing. Unable to stop 

the wide grin stretching across her face, 

she hurried towards the studio. This  

was it. All of Millie’s dreams were  

about to come true. She pushed  

hard on the door.
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‘Watch it!’ a voice screeched, as the 

wooden door swung open.

A girl in a pink leotard and matching 

tutu was sitting on the floor and pulling 

on her ballet shoes. She glared at Millie. 



in the middle of the studio. Millie had seen 

a barre in the ballet book she’d borrowed 

from the library. It helped dancers to 

balance whilst they learnt new steps.

Millie copied the others and squeezed 

her feet into her ballet slippers, wiggling 

her toes. She tapped her sateen feet on the 

shiny floor and hopped from foot to foot. 

‘I’m here for ballet too.’

Before either girl could say any more, 

a teacher called all the children together. 

‘Come along, Amber,’ she said loudly to 

the girl in pink.

‘Yes, Miss Luisa,’ Amber replied, her 

voice now sunny and bright.

Millie followed behind and watched as 

Amber took a place by the wooden barre 
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Chapter 2

Miss Luisa nudged Millie 

towards the wooden beam, and Millie 

joined the line of children.

‘First position, everyone,’ Miss Luisa 

said as she clapped her hands.

First position! Millie had seen this 

on a video. Pushing back her shoulders, 
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An excited giggle bubbled up from her 

tummy as she looked down at her  

special shoes.

‘Children, we have a new student,’ 

Miss Luisa said as she 

nodded at Millie. ‘This 

is Millie.’

Millie loved the 

way Miss Luisa said 

her name. It sounded 

like each letter was 

dancing to a twinkly melody.

‘Hi!’ Millie waved at the class, 

beaming at each child staring at her.

But no one waved back.



swung open and in ran a girl with a 

rainbow tutu and pink hair.

‘I’m sorry I’m late, Miss Luisa,’ 

the girl yelled as she ran to the barre, 

skidding across the floor and sliding to a 

stop on her knees. 
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Millie stuck out her chin and planted her 

heels firmly on the floor before pointing 

her feet outwards.

‘Watch Will,’ Miss Luisa said, 

pointing to the boy near Millie. ‘He’ll 

show you.’

Millie looked down at her feet and 

then down at Will’s. She couldn’t see 

what she was doing wrong. They almost 

looked the same.

‘Come on, Millie,’ Miss Luisa said.

The way Miss Luisa said Millie’s 

name was no longer twinkly and 

melodious but more of an annoyed yell.

Suddenly, the doors to the studio 
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‘Now bend into a plié, children,’  

Miss Luisa said.

What is a plié? Millie wondered.

Millie watched the children rise  

up and down and tried to join in.

‘Very nice, Amber,’ Miss Luisa 

continued. ‘Excellent job, Will.’

Millie smiled as she watched the girl 

clamber to her feet and take a bow.

‘Find your place, Samira,’ Miss Luisa 

tutted.

Samira grinned at Millie, but Amber 

pulled Samira close as soon as she 

noticed Millie looking their way.
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She just wanted Mum.

The others disappeared quickly.  

Soon, she was the last one waiting in  

the studio.

Millie plonked herself down on the 

floor and started to rub her sore toes 

when she thought she heard a tiny voice.

She looked up. There was no one 

there.

‘Hello?’ Millie called out.

A tiny shadow darted towards a 

curtained stage at the end of the studio.

‘Hello?’ Millie called again.

There was no answer.

Millie got to her feet. She dashed 
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Millie copied Will and moved up and 

down in time with him.

‘Not quite, Millie,’ said Miss Luisa. 

‘Why don’t you start again with first 

position?’

Millie stopped. Her shoulders sagged 

forwards as she turned out her feet. She 

sighed as she saw the others bob up and 

down without her. The children held 

their arms high over their heads with 

their chins pointing out. They all looked 

like ballet dancers. Real ballet dancers.

All apart from Millie.
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Millie was relieved when the class ended. 
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Chapter 3

‘Stay still, everyone!  

She might not have seen us.’

There, on the stage, amongst a pile 

of old ballet slippers and discarded tutus, 

were four little bunny rabbits standing as 

still as statues.

‘How long do we stay still?’

over to the stage, where she saw the 

shadow whizz past again.

‘Who’s there?’ she called out, 

grabbing the curtain and yanking it back. 

‘What is this?’ she gasped. 
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Four TALKING bunnies!

‘Just stay still!’ 

‘But I’m stuck in arabesque. I’m not 

sure how much longer I can hold this.’

‘I can hear you, you know,’ Millie 

said.

‘Oh, bunny fluff!’ one of the bunnies 

sighed. ‘You aren’t going to scream, are 

you? Because that’s what always happens 

in the movies.’

‘It’s true,’ another bunny piped up. 

‘When the humans see something they 

don’t understand in the movies, they 

scream, and then the thing they don’t 

understand screams back, and then the 



‘I’m Fifi,’ the bunny said, resting 

her paws on her hips. ‘And we are the 

Ballet Bunnies.’
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human screams again, and they both 

scream because everyone feels terrified.’

‘All I feel is a bit hungry for ice 

cream,’ Millie confessed.

The bunnies giggled, their furry 

bellies jiggling, and Millie found herself 

chuckling along too.

‘I told you she was one of the good 

ones,’ one of the bunnies announced 

smugly to the others. 

Millie reached out her hand, and the 

tallest of the group jumped on to it.

‘Who are you?’ Millie asked, raising 

her palm so she and the bunny were nose 

to nose. ‘What are you?’
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the stage and looked at the piles of ballet 

shoes that had been stacked and filled 

with balled-up pom-poms to make a row 

of beds. Tutus had been laid delicately 

over the slippers like fluffy bedcovers.

She sat back on her feet.  

‘I’m Millie, by the way.’

‘We know,’ 

Dolly said, 

hopping up 

Millie’s arm all the 

way to her shoulder. 

‘We saw you in class today.’ 

Dolly spun three perfect pirouettes 

down Millie’s arm.
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A golden-coloured bunny spun 

forward in perfect circles and curtsied. 

‘I’m Dolly.’

The bunny with a tuft of glossy black 

fur hanging over his eye, stuck out his 

paw and Millie shook it very gently. ‘I’m 

Pod,’ he said.

The tiniest of the bunnies let out a 

yawn and took Millie’s outstretched hand 

next. ‘I’m Trixie,’ she said, 

as Millie tickled her 

softly under her 

chin. 

Millie climbed 

up carefully on to 
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‘Yes, please,’ Millie said, watching 

carefully as Pod joined in.

She stood in a clear spot on 

the stage as the bunnies talked her 

through the spin.

‘You’re doing it, Millie!’ Trixie 

exclaimed.

‘I am!’ Millie cried back, spinning 

perfect circles as she tried hard not 

to lose her focus. She tumbled back 

on to a pile of leotards, and the 

bunnies rushed to her. ‘I felt like a 

real dancer!’ Millie beamed at Trixie 

as Fifi, Pod, and Dolly danced a 

round them.

‘How did you do that?’ Millie asked, 

amazed. ‘I’ve tried at home, but I keep 

falling over.’

Fifi leapt forward and pirouetted 

alongside Dolly. ‘We can show you if  

you want?’
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The sudden creak of the studio door 

swinging open stopped the bunnies in 

their tracks.

‘Millie?’ a voice called loudly.

It was Mum! 




