THE CONFERENCE ROOM                    BY EMILY SLATER

The conference room was dim when Garnett entered. She looked around, found there was no one present, then hurried to the back, past the huge, daunting table, which looked like it would be more at home in a world domination centre than an informal conference room in a world-class hotel on Manhattan, and the tall, straight-backed, red, velvety chairs made from the finest oak that surrounded it. She hurried to the back, the floorboards squealing in an extremely annoying protest, and glanced behind her. 

All was silent.

Garnett reached down and pulled the rich red satin carpet free of a tiny section of floorboards, and yanked up several.

Again, she looked back into the empty conference room. No one there. 

Or was there?    

Garnett shook her head, shaking off the fear. 

She looked down through the hole in the floorboards. Below it, a deep hole stretched downwards seemingly for miles. This is it, she thought to herself. The place she’d set out to find. The Dragonhouse. Garnett took a deep breath, gathering her courage.

That was when the door opened. 

“Hey, you!” came a voice from behind. Garnett whirled around. A middle-aged American stood in the doorway, dressed in a posh suit and carrying a briefcase. “What’re you doing in here, kid?” he cried, breaking into run across the conference room, passing the ornate chairs with blinding speed.

Garnett did the only thing that came logically.

She jumped.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH!” Garnett shouted as she fell down the hole. She stared down in horror. The cavern floor spread out below her. Wind rushed past her face, blowing her hair so it whipped haphazardly around her face. The ground rose to meet her. Garnett clamped her eyes shut, and waited for the inevitable thump that would end her days.

It didn’t come.

Garnett opened her eyes. She was lying in a vast cavern with steep sides. It was totally empty, with the exception of a large, welcoming Victorian-style house. Smoke rose from its four chimneys. It was large, and very welcoming. Garnett clambered to her feet, and walked to the house, wonder filling her footsteps with joy. She reached the house, and knocked on the door.

It didn’t open.

“Hello?” Garnett called. “Is anyone in there?”

No answer.

Garnett sighed. What was she supposed to do now? She paced the front of the house, questions whirling around her head. Where was the keeper? She’d been told there was a keeper. How was she going to get out? Garnett hadn’t thought to ask that when she was told to come, nor had she brought anything to help her get out. Excellent. 

Then, she heard a larger-than-life roar. Uh oh! Garnett thought. Then, the dragon flew in. A massive scarlet beast with huge, leathery wings and sharp, yellowing claws and teeth, appearing through the same hole that Garnett had fallen through. It turned, it’s eagle eyes finding Garnett almost immediately. They locked on her. The dragon flew down towards her, roaring. It landed barely a metre away from her. Garnett reached out to touch the dragon’s damp snout.

That was the last thing that Garnett ever did. 

