
	  

	  

Part 3 

 

The door had led Blaze to an office of sorts. She was grateful that one of the 

scientists had managed to use the door release, otherwise she may have struggled to 

locate it. This room was adjacent to the laboratory and two large filing cabinets were 

positioned opposite the door. In front of them was an average sized desk of which the 

owner must have been quite disorganised. A variety of papers and files were strewn 

everywhere and more worryingly there was, what could only be described as, the end of a 

sandwich poking out from underneath some sort of diagram. A birds-eye view picture of 

Efel and a full length mirror adorned the pasty, white walls. What concerned Blaze was 

the lack of any sort of window. There were ventilation shafts, which was to be expected 

in a climate as hot as Efel’s, but Blaze was too big to fit into them. There had to be a 

door or some sort of passage to leave this laboratory/office. The two scientists were still 

on the floor and Blaze’s next logical move was to search them for any keys. Both were 

absolutely stone like in their sleep and neither moved an inch when Blaze patted them 

down in her quest to escape. Nothing. Neither had any sort of keycard that could operate 

a secret panel in the wall or in the ceiling. She had no choice now. Waiting was the only 

option. This was a laboratory of some description and by the behaviour of the two 

scientists, Blaze suspected that it was an important one. She had no idea how she had got 

here, nor where she was. She assumed that this was Efel, but how could she know for 

sure? The only way in which she could gain confirmation of that was to leave the 

building. Blaze climbed up onto the ceiling and sliced her finger nails into the tiles above 

her. This enabled her to grip onto the ceiling and wait out of the view of any security 

cameras. The trouble Blaze had now was that she had too much time to think, to dwell 

on all the potential issues surrounding why she was here. As she thought about it, she 

grew angry. She had just been ripped away from her family and goodness knows what 

was going to happen. She was a kid, something that she was more than aware of and now 

she was trapped in a laboratory where some scientists were going to do who knows what 

to her against her will. No, no this was not acceptable and she would tolerate it no 

longer. An area of the white wall in the office below her faded away leaving what can 

only be described as an oval shaped hole. The corridor which led to this room must have 

been black, as it somehow seemed to darken the room. Whoever was about to enter was 

going to answer some very serious questions and Blaze did not care one bit how she was 

going to extract the answers. 


