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his book narrates the evolving journey of Praveen and Swathi, starting from a shy greeting on Praveen’s first day at TechNest Solutions, through playful office antics, teamwork challenges, and growing mutual respect, culminating in a meaningful partnership that blends professional success with genuine friendship and heartfelt connection. It beautifully captures themes of personal growth, collaboration, kindness, and the power of small moments shaping lasting bonds in a modern workplace setting.
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P

raveen Deevi is a multidisciplinary professional merging technology and spirituality with equal depth. Holding a Bachelor of Technology degree in Computer Science, he has worked across diverse technology domains, contributing to projects involving software development, systems architecture, and emerging digital solutions. His analytical approach, coupled with a solid grounding in advanced computing principles, reflects a strong command of innovation-driven problem-solving in the modern tech environment.

Alongside his professional achievements in technology, Mr. Deevi is a certified practitioner of Spiritual Physics and an accomplished expert in Tummo meditation. His work explores the interplay between consciousness, energy, and human potential, offering a rare integration of scientific reasoning with spiritual awareness.

Through his dual engagement in technology and meditative science, Mr. Deevi exemplifies the harmony between intellect and intuition, bridging empirical understanding with inner transformation. His continuing mission is to inspire holistic growth, mindful innovation, and the unity of knowledge and consciousness in every sphere of his work.
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CHAPTER 1
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Praveen Meets Swathi
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P

raveen took a deep breath as he stepped out of the crowded Bangalore traffic and entered the shiny glass building of TechNest Solutions. The morning sunlight bounced off the windows, casting sparkling patterns inside the sleek lobby. His heart beat faster than usual. This first day wasn’t just a new job—it felt like a fresh start, a door to endless possibilities.

He adjusted his bag nervously and stepped into the elevator, feeling the pull of dozens of stories unfolding in the floors above. When the doors opened on the tenth floor, the hum of anticipations and quick footsteps welcomed him. The air smelled faintly of filter coffee brewing nearby—a scent that instantly calmed him.

Walking into the canteen, Praveen scanned the room. Busy chatter filled the space, colleagues gathered around buzzing conversations, some sipping their chai, others clicking furiously on laptops. His eyes caught sight of a woman sitting alone at the far end, focused completely on her screen. Swathi.

She typed so fast, it was as if her thoughts poured directly through her fingers. A slight furrow on her brow showed intense concentration. Around her, the world seemed to quiet down, but to Praveen, everything about her sparkled with a strange pull.

Summoning his courage, he took a small step forward and said softly, almost to himself, “Hi.” A hopeful smile played on his lips.

Swathi didn’t blink. Her attention never left the glowing screen in front of her.

Silence settled, but Praveen refused to retreat. He found a seat nearby, pulled out his sandwich, and began eating—but with exaggerated, playful faces that he hoped might make her glance up just once. When no sign came, he pulled out a napkin and scribbled, “Day one, strike one.” He slipped it into his jacket pocket with a quiet chuckle.

“This is just the start,” he whispered, feeling both foolish and strangely full of hope.

Over the next few minutes, Praveen noticed little things: the way Swathi tapped her pen thoughtfully, the small nod she gave to a passing colleague, the quick glances she threw at an online calendar packed with deadlines.

He wondered about her story: the late nights, the pressure, the quiet strength beneath that focused exterior.

From across the room, he caught eyes with Ramesh, the HR manager, who gave a friendly nod. It was a reminder—this was far more than just two strangers; this was a beginning in a community.

Lunch passed with little more than a few shared glances. But when the day ended and the office emptied, Praveen felt a flicker inside him—there was something about Swathi he wanted to understand, beyond the buzz of the workplace and the surface of polite greetings.

As he left the building that evening, he clutched the napkin in his pocket like a secret promise to himself: that quiet “hi” today might just turn into a thousand meaningful moments tomorrow.
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The Computer Crash
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T

he morning of Praveen’s second day began with a mixture of excitement and determination. He was eager to prove himself and make a good impression. Over a cup of steaming filter coffee, he reviewed the plan for a software update he believed would improve the company’s system speed and efficiency.

As Praveen walked through the corridors of TechNest Solutions, the buzz of the office felt different. Everyone was preparing, but today had an electric tension in the air. Among the busy crowd, Swathi was at her desk, practicing her presentation for a major client meeting scheduled for later that afternoon. Her usual calm confidence was tinged with a slight nervousness—a reminder that her reputation was on the line.

Praveen sat down at his workstation and began implementing the update. At first, everything seemed smooth; lines of code rolled across his screen like poetry, each command meant to optimize, streamline, and perfect. But then, without warning, alarms beeped softly, and screens in the client meeting room flickered.

Swathi’s presentation suddenly froze mid-sentence. Her poised voice cracked slightly as the images disappeared. A wave of silence washed over the room. Then, nervous chuckles began to ripple through the attendees—employees, clients, and executives alike.

Back at his desk, Praveen’s heart sank. He realized that the update he had pushed live was the cause. He quickly tried to roll back changes, sending apologies to the IT team.

Meanwhile, Swathi kept her composure, but her eyes betrayed her frustration and disappointment. She clenched her jaw and took a deep breath before continuing without the slides, her words steady but weighty.

Later, near the ever-busy water cooler, their paths crossed. Swathi looked at Praveen with a mix of disappointment and understanding.

“Next time, please ask before making any changes,” she said gently but firmly, making no effort to hide the importance of her message.

Praveen nodded, feeling the sting but appreciating her professionalism.

That evening, as the office emptied and lights dimmed, Praveen sat alone reflecting on the day’s events. He realized that talent needed to be paired with caution, and creativity had to dance with responsibility.

His thoughts strayed to Swathi—not just as the woman who had quietly corrected him, but as a person who carried the weight of leadership with grace.

Determined to learn and grow, Praveen whispered to himself, “Tomorrow will be better.”
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The Coffee War
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T

he office at TechNest was alive early in the morning. The aroma of freshly brewed filter coffee drifted through the air, weaving between desks and creating a familiar comfort for everyone. For many, coffee wasn’t just a drink—it was the pulse that kept the office alive.

Praveen, still learning the rhythms of this new workplace, noticed something curious—coffee spoons were disappearing. He found the mugs messy, spoons left in trays or missing altogether. Feeling amused and a bit puzzled, he decided to send a playful email to the whole company.

“Dear Team,” he wrote, “Are the coffee spoons embarking on secret adventures? Because they keep vanishing! Let’s keep our caffeine corners clean and spoons in their homes.”

The reply was swift and brilliant. Swathi fired back with a witty proposal: “How about appointing a rotating ‘Coffee Boss’ to guard the spoons and enforce fair coffee usage?”

The email thread exploded with jokes, memes, and fun statistics charting who was the greatest ‘spoon hoarder.’ Sticky notes appeared mysteriously on coffee machines with slogans like “Respect the Spoon!” and “Clean Cups, Happy Mugs.”

The HR Manager, Ramesh, usually stoic and serious, entered the fray with a comic peace gesture—he brought a tray of cookies and declared an official “truce in the spoon wars.”

The office erupted in laughter, breaking tension and binding the team in a shared moment of humor. Between sips of coffee and smiles, coworkers who barely spoke started chatting.

For Praveen and Swathi, this little battle was more than just about coffee—it was their first indirect conversation, an icebreaker stepping beyond the polite greetings and awkward silences.

Praveen found himself glancing at Swathi, wondering who this sharp, witty woman was beyond the screens and spreadsheets.

Coffee, he realized, was just the beginning.
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