
	  

	  

Part 2 

 

The walls inside the laboratory were white, pure white. There was not a mark to 

be found. This was the least of Blaze’s worries though, as two scientists prepared to 

probe her. Word had quickly spread around Efel that she had managed to survive the 

heat and return home. Within minutes she had been bundled into a transport and now 

she found herself here, sitting, tied up in a swivel chair, wondering what would happen. 

One of the scientists was short, stout, blue-skinned, with gills instead of ears. He was 

obviously from an area that was more used to water, which begged the question of why 

he was in Efel? The climate must have been horrendous for him. He wore typical 

scientist clothing, a white lab coat with a green and yellow striped vest underneath this. It 

clashed atrociously but it did not seem to bother him. The second being was female and 

had barely taken notice of Blaze. She was also blue-skinned, but tall and slim. Just like 

her colleague. She, too, had gills instead of ears and wore a white lab coat. She did seem 

to have a better grasp of fashion and wore a red blouse that complimented her build. She 

also sported a pair of glasses that sat on the end of her nose. The rims were thick and 

black and they suited her. She was closely examining a pad of paper and it was clear that 

whatever was written on it was of extreme importance. The shorter scientist was busy 

pouring various different coloured chemicals from bottle to bottle and mixing things up. 

His behaviour was one of a typical mad professor. Neither had spoken to or even 

addressed Blaze. She had been in the room for approximately ten minutes and she could 

not remember them even conversing with each other. The ropes around her were tight, 

which could only mean that the scientists were wary of a potential escape. Blaze herself 

was terrified. The image she kept with her was that of soldiers holding down her parents 

as she was taken from her home. Minutes after being hugged and embraced by her 

relieved mother and father there came the abrupt entrance of the military. She did not 

know how she survived. She was just a child who yearned to get home. In fact this was 

the same scenario now. She just wanted to be at home. The smaller scientist came 

forward and grabbed her hair. He tugged on it and then proceeded to poke her cheek 

with a metal rod. Before Blaze could think about this intrusion she felt another rod 

pushed into her arm. It was the second, slim scientist this time. Finally the shorter one 

spoke, “Everything seems in order. What about your end?” 

 “It is fine. She is physically fit. I suggest we move on with the study,” 

came the retort. Both moved away and walked to a table opposite her. It was small and 



	  

	  

round. On top of it was a series of odd looking instruments. The short scientist picked 

up what looked like a dagger. Blaze screamed. She had had enough. The scientists 

clutched their gills but could not block out the noise. The bottles in the room rattled and 

shattered as did the tools on the table. The pair of aquatic entities were desperately 

attempting to get out of the room now, such was the noise. It was beyond deafening. It 

was dangerous. The short one dived for the door release button on the wall but fell 

short. As he writhed in agony on the floor the second stretched for the button and hit it. 

The door slid open but it was still too late. The noise had penetrated her and she 

collapsed in a heap. Within seconds they had ceased moving. Blaze stopped screaming. 

She peered down at her arms. The ropes that had held them were gone.  


