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Chapter 1: Meeting Room Magic
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The meeting room on the twelfth floor of Veyline Tower was, to everyone’s knowledge, an ordinary conference space. It had the long polished oak table, chairs lined neatly in military order, a wall-length whiteboard, and the faint humming of an ancient projector. Outside the windows, the city pulsed with its endless rhythm of horns, neon, and the pale light of dawn climbing over skyscrapers. Inside, though, the air always carried a certain charge, as if the room held its breath waiting for things no calendar invitation could ever predict.

Samantha Reaves straightened the stack of notepads at her end of the table. She was meticulous, a junior project manager who believed the weight of the world balanced on the neatness of stationery. She adjusted her glasses, checked the clock, and frowned. It was five minutes until the meeting was scheduled to begin, and not a single member of her team had arrived.

She murmured to herself, “Typical. If time is money, then this department is perpetually broke.”

The door clicked open, not with the expected shuffle of her colleagues, but with the quiet authority of someone who belonged everywhere yet nowhere. A tall figure stepped in, silver hair flowing like stormlight. A staff of carved wood leaned against his shoulder. Samantha blinked.

“Excuse me, this room is reserved,” she said, clutching her clipboard like a shield.

The man’s eyes twinkled. “All rooms are reserved, child. The question is, by whom?”

She stared. “Wait. You’re... you’re Gandalf. As in...”

“Yes,” he interrupted kindly, placing his staff beside one of the chairs as though it were no stranger to swivel wheels and fluorescent lighting. “Do forgive me. I was told this was the correct meeting place.”

Before Samantha could process what was happening, the door swung again. This time it was a man in a deerstalker cap and long coat, adjusting his gloves as he walked in with clipped efficiency. He did not even look at her as he inspected the room.

Sherlock Holmes muttered, “A twelve-foot table, oak, recently polished. Seven chairs on each side, one at the head. Someone here is obsessively tidy. A woman, by the small floral scent near the notepads. I’d wager she also alphabetizes her spice rack.”

Samantha’s jaw dropped. “I don’t alphabetize—well, okay, maybe just the basil and the bay leaves—wait, no, that’s not the point! What is going on?”

“Clearly,” Holmes replied without looking at her, “we are convening for some form of gathering. The invitation was cryptic, as always.”

As if summoned by his words, the lights flickered. The projector, though unplugged, hummed to life. Letters scrawled themselves across the blank white screen:

WELCOME TO THE MEETING. ATTENDANCE IS MANDATORY.

The words pulsed once, then vanished.

Samantha took a careful step back. Her pen slipped from her hand and clattered to the floor. “I’m dreaming. I fell asleep on the train again, and this is... this is my brain on stress.”

A laugh, low and smooth, cut through the room. The third arrival leaned against the doorway, lips curved in amusement. His hair was slicked back, and his suit gleamed as if woven from shadow itself. The golden pin at his lapel marked him unmistakably.

“Loki,” Samantha whispered.

“At your service,” he said with a slight bow, though his eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well, perhaps not at your service, but certainly at my own amusement. You mortals have such dreary meeting rooms. It was irresistible.”

“Resist next time,” Samantha snapped before she could stop herself. Her voice wavered, but there was steel under it.

Loki tilted his head, intrigued by her defiance. “Ah, this one has bite. Excellent. Meetings are dreadfully dull without a little fire.”

The projector flared again. New words etched themselves onto the glowing surface.

AGENDA ITEM ONE: INTRODUCTIONS.

The whiteboard marker on the tray rose into the air as if pulled by an invisible hand. It scribbled each name across the board: Gandalf, Sherlock Holmes, Loki, Samantha Reaves.

“I didn’t sign up for this,” Samantha whispered.

“And yet here you are,” Holmes said briskly, taking a seat at the table. “Might as well proceed with some semblance of order. I am Sherlock Holmes, consulting detective. You are... Samantha Reaves, by your name on the board, though I had deduced as much already.”

“Gandalf the Grey,” said the wizard solemnly, inclining his head.

“Loki,” the trickster said with a grin. “God of Mischief, Prince of Asgard, breaker of meetings and sometimes hearts.”

All eyes turned to Samantha. She adjusted her glasses again. “Um... Samantha Reaves. Junior project manager at Veyline Solutions. Lover of checklists and coffee. And absolutely not hallucinating right now.”

Loki clapped. “Perfect. A mortal with denial as sturdy as her clipboard. This will be entertaining.”

Before Samantha could retort, the projector flared yet again.

AGENDA ITEM TWO: THE TASK.

This time, the screen showed a shimmering diagram of the city outside, its streets lit up like veins. At the center of the map pulsed a point of light that throbbed as though alive.

Gandalf leaned forward. “That is no ordinary city map. Something stirs at its heart.”

Holmes adjusted his coat. “If I am not mistaken, that glowing point marks the old library district. The one abandoned after the fire twenty years ago.”

“Correct,” said Loki, though he spoke with a curious seriousness now. “There’s a lock there, invisible to mortals, but ancient beyond measure. And it seems, dear meeting attendees, that we are appointed to open it.”

Samantha’s voice trembled. “Why me? I can’t open ancient locks. I can barely open Excel files half the time.”

Gandalf gave her a kind look. “The room does not summon those without purpose. If you are here, Samantha Reaves, it is because you are needed.”

The whiteboard marker scribbled again.

TEAM OBJECTIVE: UNLOCK THE HIDDEN DOOR. DEADLINE: BEFORE SUNSET.

Samantha almost laughed. “Of course there’s a deadline.”

Holmes stood. “Then we should waste no time. The library district is several miles from here. We must prepare.”

Loki lounged back in his chair. “Oh, detective, always rushing. The true delight of a deadline is letting it hover above, just out of reach, until the panic truly sets in.”

“Your mischief will delay us,” Holmes snapped.

“Your rigidity will bore us,” Loki replied smoothly.

The tension crackled until Gandalf raised his staff lightly, and the sound silenced them. “Enough. We are bound to this task. We will see it done.”

Samantha found herself staring at the glowing map. Part of her wanted to run out the door, take the elevator down, and pretend none of this was happening. But another part—a quieter, stubborn part—felt the thrum of the challenge. All her life, she had lived by schedules and notes, careful lines and rules. And yet, the meeting room had chosen her.

She exhaled slowly. “Fine. But I’m keeping minutes. Every team needs minutes.”

Holmes gave a short nod of approval. Gandalf smiled faintly. Loki smirked like someone who had already read the ending of a story and was amused by the first chapter.

The projector flickered one final time before going dark.

MEETING ADJOURNED.

And with that, the meeting room dissolved. The walls melted into haze, the floor stretched like liquid glass, and the windows tore open into a whirling corridor of light. Samantha clutched the edge of the table as everything she knew was pulled away.

When the light faded, she found herself standing not in Veyline Tower, but on the cracked cobblestones of the abandoned library district. The sky burned with late-morning sun, and the air smelled of ash and dust.

Holmes adjusted his hat. Gandalf leaned on his staff. Loki stretched like a cat in sunlight.

Samantha swallowed hard, lifted her clipboard, and said, “Okay. Call to order: field meeting number one. Objective—find that door.”

The three legends looked at her, and for the first time, Samantha felt the strange weight of being part of something vast and impossible. The ordinary meeting had ended. The extraordinary one had just begun.
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Chapter 2: A Visitor with No Appointment
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The library district stretched out before them like a memory that had been half-erased. The buildings, once grand, were now hollow husks with blackened windows. Ivy crept through broken walls, and silence ruled the streets except for the occasional rustle of a pigeon scattering from the shadows. The old library itself stood at the district’s center, a massive stone edifice crowned with a cracked dome. Its engraved pillars still bore the names of authors, though soot had scarred them.

Samantha hugged her clipboard against her chest as the group moved forward. Every sound seemed amplified—the tap of Holmes’s shoes against the stone, the scrape of Gandalf’s staff, the soft hum of Loki’s amused whistle.

“This place gives me the creeps,” she muttered.

Holmes gave her a quick glance. “Fear is natural when confronted with the unknown. But we must analyze, not recoil. The fire twenty years ago was reported as an accident, but the scorch patterns indicate otherwise. There was intent here.”

“Intent?” Samantha asked.

“Arson,” Holmes said flatly.

“Or sacrifice,” Gandalf murmured, his eyes fixed on the charred facade. “Not all flames are born of carelessness.”

Loki stopped walking and tilted his head at the building. “Sacrifice... or perhaps preparation. A flame can erase, but it can also mark. Like a signature.” He smirked. “I do like signatures.”

Samantha quickened her steps to keep up with the others. “Okay, so a mysterious fire, an ancient lock, and now us standing in front of this
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