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Desk One Love 
About the Author
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Stories have always been the author’s favourite way to capture the small, quiet moments that change everything. From crowded office floors to late-night deadlines and half-finished coffee cups, their romances focus on ordinary people who carry extraordinary emotions. The author believes love does not arrive with grand speeches; it slips in between spreadsheets, shared jokes, and the familiar sound of someone pulling out the chair at the next desk.

Over the years, the author has written character-driven love stories that are grounded, slow-burning, and emotionally honest. Their work explores second chances, unspoken crushes, and the complicated lives of people who are trying to balance ambition, family, and the fear of getting hurt again. Above all, every book is written with the reader’s heart in mind, offering a safe, comforting space to feel seen, understood, and gently surprised.

“Desk One Love” continues that journey by stepping into an open-plan office where desks are numbered, roles are fixed, and boundaries are clear on paper—but one seat at the front of the floor becomes a quiet stage where two colleagues gradually realise that the person they see every weekday might be the one thing they have both been searching for.
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Dedication
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For everyone who has ever noticed the same face across the office every day, felt their heart skip at a simple “good morning,” and wondered what might happen if they finally allowed themselves to be seen.
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Cast Snapshot
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Naina Sethi is twenty-nine, precise, and quietly ambitious. She has built her reputation as the person who never misses a deadline and never raises her voice. After years of keeping her personal and professional worlds in separate boxes, she has just moved to a new city and a new job at Arcline Media, a mid-size company that produces campaigns for tech brands. Naina carries the weight of being the responsible daughter, the dependable colleague, and the woman who once chose stability over love—and lost both. She has promised herself that this time, work will be the only place she invests her heart.

Arjun Hale is thirty-two, the kind of colleague people notice but rarely understand. On the surface, he is relaxed, witty, and sharp with ideas that arrive out of nowhere in Monday meetings. Beneath that, he is recovering from a betrayal that turned his previous workplace into a battlefield. Arjun has learned to keep his distance, to sit at his desk with his headphones on, to be useful without becoming emotionally involved. He likes numbers, clean copy, and clear boundaries. What he does not like is how one new colleague at the front row desk keeps quietly rearranging the order of his thoughts.

Meera D’Costa is the team’s project coordinator, the floor's unofficial heart. Warm, talkative, and fiercely protective of her friends, she notices shifts in the air before anyone else does. Meera has watched too many people burn out at their desks and makes it her mission to pull them into office birthday celebrations, coffee breaks, or small acts of rebellion like leaving early on Fridays. She is the first to sense that “Desk One” will not remain just another seat on the floor.

Vikram Shah is the department manager, a man who believes in results, calm communication, and not mixing office gossip with official decisions. He has mentored Arjun through the storm of his previous company and recognises both his talent and his walls. Vikram sees Naina’s quiet dedication and knows that if this team is going to survive the agency’s next big account, people like her will hold the entire project together.

Desk One itself is more than a piece of furniture. It stands at the entrance of the open-plan floor, the first desk clients see when they walk in, with a clear view of the entire office and the glass partitions that lead to meeting rooms. For years it has been jokingly called the “reception that is not reception,” a place where interns once sat or where temporary staff passed through. When Naina is assigned to that desk, the front of the floor quietly becomes the centre of something deeper than any campaign calendar.
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Introduction Scene
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On her first morning at Arcline Media, Naina arrived ten minutes earlier than she needed. The office building stood in a row of glass-fronted towers that all looked similar at first glance, but the moment she walked through the revolving door, she felt a small shift inside her chest, as if she had stepped into a different version of her own life. The lobby smelled faintly of coffee and polished floors. The security guard smiled as he handed her a visitor badge, spelling her name carefully before pushing the register across the counter.

“First day?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied, smoothing her palm over the strap of her bag. “First day.”

Upstairs, the doors of the lift opened directly into the office. The floor was an open rectangle of workstations and glass meeting rooms, with tall windows stretching across one side. The low hum of voices, keyboard taps, and distant ringing phones blended into a steady, soft noise. She paused for a heartbeat, absorbing it. After months of interviews, tests, and one long wait after her final round, this sound meant something simple and solid: you are hired, you are here, this is your place now.

“Hi, you must be Naina.”

She turned to see a woman walking with a coffee cup in one hand and a lanyard in the other. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, her expression open and kind.

“I am Meera,” the woman said. “Project coordinator, unofficial welcome committee, and full-time complainer about the air conditioning. Come, I will show you your desk before someone steals your chair.”

Naina laughed, a quick surprised sound that loosened something in her shoulders. “Thank you,” she said, falling into step beside her.

They walked past clusters of desks, some empty, some already occupied by people staring at screens or talking in low voices. The desks were arranged in neat rows, each with a small digital number fixed to the corner: 12, 13, 14. As they approached the front of the floor, the numbers dropped until Naina saw the small label on the desk closest to the entrance.

Desk One.

“This will be you,” Meera said, placing the lanyard on the tabletop. “Prime location. You see everything. People see you. We like to pretend it is a rotated position, but honestly, no one fights for it because everyone thinks being this visible is tiring. I think you are going to change that.”

Naina set her bag down slowly, tracing her fingers along the smooth edge of the desk. It was a standard white workstation, nothing special, but it felt strangely symbolic, like being placed at the first row of a new class. She could see the whole length of the office from here—the rows of screens, the glass-walled meeting rooms, a pinned board near the pantry with team photos.

“Why me?” she asked lightly, logging into the system whose details had been emailed to her two days before. “Is there a secret test I passed?”

Meera grinned. “You answered your interview questions without apologising for your own talent. Also, Vikram said you have the calm eyes of someone who will not panic when clients arrive unannounced. Desk One needs calm eyes.”

Calm eyes. Naina smiled faintly at the description, though the word that echoed inside her mind was different: watchful. Years of patching her family’s moods and schedules, of handling her previous boss’s temper, of swallowing her own needs until they were small, had taught her to be watchful. She merely hoped that in this new city, in this new office, that same watchfulness would not turn into a wall she could never climb over.

“Let me introduce you to the team,” Meera said, but a voice from the far side of the floor cut across the suggestion.

“Meera, can you quickly check the client call at eleven? They want the revised numbers.”

The voice was deep, even, and carried easily above the low office murmur. Naina glanced up and followed the direction of the sound. A man stood near a row of desks, a headset slung around his neck, a notebook in his hand. His shirt sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, and a thin fade of stubble darkened his jaw.

“That is Arjun,” Meera said under her breath, the corners of her mouth stretching into a knowing half-smile. “Senior strategist. Dangerous with presentations. Less dangerous in real life. Mostly.”

Arjun turned briefly, and for a second his gaze collided with Naina’s across the distance between Desk One and his row. It was a small, neutral moment, the sort of glance colleagues traded when they had not yet learned each other’s names. His expression was unreadable, but he gave a short nod that acknowledged her presence. She returned it, fingers tightening around the edge of her chair before she sat down.

The morning slipped into a pattern of introductions, logins, and the familiar ritual of filling out HR forms. Naina repeated her small, rehearsed summary of herself more times than she could count: moved from Pune, five years of campaign coordination, enjoys structured timelines, loves reading, yes, she has found the apartment nearby comfortable. Every time she said the words, they felt like a neat, trimmed version of her life—a version that left out the late-night tears of starting over, her mother’s careful questions, or the quiet fear that she was already behind compared to everyone her age.

By midday, she knew where the pantry was, which window had the nicest slant of light, and that Desk One gave her a clear view of the glass partition that separated the main floor from the meeting rooms. She also knew that whenever Arjun walked past the front rows, her awareness sharpened in a way that annoyed her. He moved with the relaxed focus of someone who had been here long enough to belong, pausing every now and then to listen to a team member, leaning over a screen to point out a detail, laughing once in a while at something Meera said near the printing corner.

It was during a quiet patch in the afternoon that Vikram finally stopped by her desk. His tie was slightly loose, his expression kind but brisk. He rested one hand on the corner of her workstation.

“Settling in, Naina?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, closing the window of the internal onboarding guide. “Everyone has been very welcoming.”

“Good.” He glanced at her screen, then at the rest of the floor. “You will be working closely with Arjun and Meera. Our new tech client goes live next month, and Desk One will handle both the incoming queries and the internal coordination. Think of it as being in the middle of a small storm. If you stay calm, everyone else remembers how to breathe.”

“I can do that,” she replied quietly.

He studied her face for a moment, as if weighing her response against something he had been told in the interview reports, then nodded. “I believe you can. Also, do not let this seat feel like a spotlight. It is just a desk. The work will speak louder than where you sit.”

After he moved away, Naina looked at the little number on the corner again. Desk One. Just a desk. Yet she could not shake the feeling that it was the first page in a new chapter of her own story—one that she was both excited and afraid to write.

The day ended with a sudden burst of rain outside the tall windows. People gathered briefly near the glass, groaning at the thought of wet commutes. Naina stayed at her seat a little longer, finishing a small task Meera had assigned, refusing to be the first to leave on her first day. When she finally closed her system, the floor had thinned.

As she slipped on her bag, someone stopped beside her desk. The scent of rain and faint cologne reached her before the voice did.

“Long first day?”

She looked up to find Arjun standing beside Desk One, one hand in his pocket, the other resting lightly on the back of the empty chair opposite hers. Up close, his eyes were a deep brown that seemed sharper than his relaxed tone.

“It was good,” she said. “A lot of new names. I am trying to remember them all before tomorrow.”

“You will not,” he said, a small curve appearing at the corner of his mouth. “That is why we have the internal chat. But you will remember Meera, because she talks the most, and Vikram, because he signs the approvals, and me, because I sit directly in the line of fire when clients are angry.”

She smiled despite herself. “That sounds... encouraging.”

He shrugged lightly. “Welcome to Arcline, Naina. Desk One was empty for a while. It is good to see someone there who looks like they actually want to be here.”

“I do,” she said, surprised by the firmness in her own voice. “I really do.”

For a split second, something softened in his expression. Then he stepped back, nodding toward the exit. “Go home. Try not to impress anyone on the first day by being the last to leave. That trick only works on bosses who are easily fooled.”

“I will keep that in mind,” she replied.

As she walked toward the lift, she felt the weight of the day settle into her bones—new colleagues, new expectations, the strange comfort of having a place to be again. Behind her, Desk One sat quietly at the front of the floor, a small square of space that already felt familiar.

She did not know yet that in the weeks to come, that desk would hear the echo of shared laughter over midnight deadlines, witness the silence of misunderstood glances, and become the one constant place where two guarded hearts slowly, stubbornly began to open. For now, it was just a seat with a number. For now, it was enough that when she closed her eyes that night, the image that returned first was not the building, nor the manager, nor the stack of onboarding forms—but the fleeting moment when Arjun had looked at her and said it was good to see someone at Desk One who wanted to be there.
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Chapter 1: The Weight of the First Week
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By Wednesday, Desk One already knew more about Naina than she had planned to reveal. It had heard the small, polite laugh she used when someone cracked a joke she did not fully understand yet, the steady patience in her voice when a junior designer asked the same question twice, and the careful way she said “no problem” when something was, in fact, a problem.

The first big account she was assigned to was a tech client from Bangalore, a growing productivity app that wanted to position itself as “the desk where everything in your life begins.” The irony of that line sitting open on her screen while she worked at Desk One was not lost on her. She stared at the tagline in the brief, the words swimming in her vision as she tried to figure out how to turn it into a clear internal tracker for the team.

“Do not overthink the copy,” Meera said, leaning on the edge of her desk with a packet of salted biscuits in hand. “You are not a creative writer, remember? You just have to make sure the right people panic at the right time.”

“I prefer that nobody panics,” Naina replied, highlighting sections of the brief with quiet concentration. “We just have different definitions of success.”

Meera laughed softly. “Arjun says the same thing, but with more frowning.”

At the mention of his name, Naina’s fingers paused on the trackpad. She had seen Arjun in passing every day this week, moving between his desk and the meeting rooms with a calm, precise rhythm. Sometimes he talked with his hands, drawing shapes in the air when explaining a concept. Sometimes he stood absolutely still, listening so intently that people fell quiet without realising it.

Their direct interactions had been brief so far—one shared elevator ride where he had nodded at her in acknowledgement, one quick question about whether a file had been updated, one moment at the pantry when he had silently moved aside to let her reach the sugar jar. None of these counted as anything important, Naina reminded herself. These were the basic courtesies of colleagues sharing the same floor.

Still, she could not ignore the fact that when he stepped into a room, the air seemed to organise itself. Conversations aligned. People straightened. Even Meera’s jokes became sharper, returning to the topic faster. Naina recognised that kind of presence; in her earlier job, she had watched her previous manager command rooms the same way. But where that had been loud and theatrical, Arjun’s version was quiet, almost reluctant, like someone who happened to be standing at the centre and had not yet found a way to step aside.

“Stop thinking and send the mail,” Meera murmured now, nodding at the screen. “Once the client says yes, we move, and trust me, this whole floor will wake up properly.”

Naina exhaled, squared her shoulders, and drafted the first official coordination email of her time at Arcline. She listed the timelines, deliverables, and responsibilities with the precision of someone arranging train tracks, making sure there were no overlaps, no blind corners. Before she hit send, she read the mail one last time, conscious that the recipient list included both Vikram and Arjun.

A minute after she sent it, a notification appeared on her screen.

From: arjun.hale@arclinemedia
Subject: Re: Orion App – Internal Tracker & Flow
She clicked it open with a tension she pretended not to feel.

“Nice structure. Add one more column for ‘Dependencies’—it will save you a headache in week three. Otherwise, good to go.”

There was no greeting, no sign-off, no polite cushioning around the words. Just quick, functional feedback. Naina read the short lines twice, trying to decide if they felt more like approval or correction.

“Is he always this brief?” she asked Meera, who was now pretending to work while scrolling through something on her phone.

Meera leaned in to look at the screen. “Ah, that is his version of a warm hug,” she said dryly. “If he did not like it, he would rewrite the whole thing and send you a revised sheet without asking. You got a compliment. Frame it.”

Naina adjusted the tracker, added the dependencies column, and tried not to smile.

By afternoon, the office had shifted into a focused quiet. The rain from the previous evening had cleared, leaving the city wrapped in a pale, harsh light that streamed in through the windows. Naina worked through a list of follow-up calls, ticking them off in her notebook. Her handwriting, small and angled, formed neat lines that calmed her. There was comfort in a list that steadily shrank.

It was almost four when the problem arrived.

The client called to say they wanted to move the campaign launch meeting from Friday to Thursday, compressing everything by a day. Naina listened, pen frozen above the paper, as the client repeatedly said, “It is just one day, right? Same work, just slightly faster. Your team can handle it, I am sure.”

She agreed with a measured tone, hanging up only once she had clarified the new expectations. When the call ended, she sat with the phone in her hand for a moment, feeling the familiar pressure rise in her chest. One day less meant every draft, every revision, every internal check had to squeeze tighter.

She could handle it. She had handled worse.

Naina typed out an update, explaining the new date and revising the timelines accordingly. She considered how much to reveal in that mail—whether to note the increased risk of errors or simply present the new plan as if it had always been this way. In her previous job, she had learned that some managers appreciated honest assessment; others saw it as negativity.

Before she could decide, a shadow fell across the surface of her desk.

“Did they move the date?”

She looked up to find Arjun standing there, a thin crease between his brows.

“How did you—”

“I saw your face while you were on the call,” he said simply. “Also, clients are predictable. They always think one day is nothing.”

Naina pressed her lips together, resisting the reflex to insist she was fine. “They want the launch meeting tomorrow instead of Friday,” she said. “I am updating the tracker.”

He glanced at her screen, then shifted his gaze back to her. “And what are you leaving out of that mail?”

Something prickled under her skin at the question. “I am not leaving anything out,” she replied, a shade too quickly.

He did not look away. “You are changing three columns, you are adding one more checkpoint, and you are not mentioning that this reduces your buffer to almost zero. I have seen enough coordinators to know that expression. You are absorbing the risk into yourself.”

“Maybe I just do not want to sound like I am complaining on my third day,” she said, folding her arms. “It is my job to adjust, is it not?”

From the nearby row, Meera watched them with raised eyebrows over her monitor, clearly trying to appear uninterested and failing. The rest of the floor hummed on, unaware of the small argument forming at Desk One.

Arjun leaned a hand on the edge of the desk, lowering his voice. “It is your job to make sure the work gets done without burning yourself out in week one,” he said. “You can be honest about constraints without sounding incapable. Let me see the mail.”

“I have not finished it yet,” she said.

“Then let us finish it.”

There was something irritatingly calm about his insistence, but Naina found herself shifting her chair slightly so he could see the screen more clearly. He scanned the draft, his eyes moving quickly.

“Okay,” he said after a moment. “Add one line here: ‘Given the compressed schedule, we will align internally to ensure quality is not compromised, but we request timely feedback on all reviews.’ That way, if they delay, it is on record.”

She typed the line slowly. “You think they will listen to that?”

“No idea,” he said. “But they will not be able to say we never flagged it. Documentation is not drama, Naina. It is self-respect.”

The phrase settled between them, heavier than she expected. Self-respect. She had spent so long adapting to other people’s moods that the idea of protecting herself through a sentence in an email felt strangely radical.

When she hit send, her heartbeat had steadied.

“Better,” Arjun said. “Next time, try to write that line yourself before I walk over.”

“Next time, maybe they will not move the date,” she countered.

He smiled, a small, reluctant curve. “That is cute. She still believes in client promises.”

She rolled her eyes, but the tension between them eased. He straightened up, glancing over her head at the rest of the floor.

“You are doing well,” he added quietly. “Most people take two weeks to look at this organization. Just remember you are allowed to show where the pressure points are. Desk One is not a shield. It is a control panel.”

After he left, Naina sat for a long moment, echoing that statement. A control panel. The phrase made her think of a cockpit, of levers and switches that managed direction and speed. She liked the image more than she wanted to admit.

That evening, the whole team stayed back late to adjust to the new schedule. Screens glowed into the night as designers reworked layouts and copywriters sharpened taglines. Naina moved between chats and calls, updating sheets, confirming handovers, and quietly refilling the shared water jug when it ran low.

Around nine, someone put on soft music through a portable speaker. The pantry smelled like overbrewed coffee and leftover samosas from a client meeting. Meera appeared at Naina’s desk with a paper plate.

“Eat,” she ordered. “I have seen that look before. That is the ‘I forgot lunch’ look.”

“I did not forget,” Naina protested. “I just... postponed.”

“Which is the same thing,” Meera pointed out, thrusting the plate into her hand. “If you faint at Desk One, we will have to fill out forms, and it will become a health and safety incident. Do not do this to me.”

Naina laughed, the sound coming more easily than it had on Monday. She took a bite, the oily, spicy taste grounding her. For the first time that day, she let herself recline in her chair for more than thirty seconds.

Across the floor, Arjun stood near the whiteboard with Vikram, discussing something in low, intense voices. Every now and then, Vikram would nod, jotting down a point. At one point, Arjun looked up, and his gaze drifted over the rows until it met Naina’s.

She did not look away.

He tilted his head in a small question: you okay?

She answered with an equally small nod: yes.

The moment lasted no longer than a heartbeat, then both returned to their tasks. But later, as Naina rode the almost-empty metro back to her apartment, the city lights flickering past the window, she thought less about the compressed deadline and more about that silent question and answer across the floor.

In her old job, concern had always arrived in the form of lectures—from managers who blamed her for cracks in systems they refused to fix, from relatives who reminded her not to “act too sensitive” about long hours and shifting plans. No one had ever asked if she was okay as if that question was as normal as asking about a file.

Maybe this place was different. Maybe Desk One could be more than just another seat where she proved she was useful, day after day.

When she reached home and placed her bag on the small dining table, her phone vibrated with a notification. It was a message in the new project group that had been created that afternoon.

Arjun: Good work today, everyone. Sleep. We will fight again tomorrow.
Meera: Dramatic. But I agreed. Also, Naina gets a special badge for surviving Desk One Week One.
Naina: I am still in Week One. Badges can wait.
A few seconds later, Meera responded with a sticker, and someone else replied with a thumbs-up reaction. Naina smiled at the screen, warmth curling in her chest. She typed another line and then erased it, deciding that for tonight, less was more.

She turned off the lights and lay in bed, the faint glow of the city leaking through the curtain edges. As her eyes drifted shut, she saw the office again—the long rows of desks, the glass partitions, the soft light on the whiteboard near Arjun’s seat. But in that fading, half-conscious image, one detail stood out clearly: Desk One, lit by the monitor’s glow, waiting for her.

Waiting like a promise she had not yet fully defined.
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Chapter 2: The Space Between Desks
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By the second week, Naina could map the office almost with her eyes closed. She knew which light flickered for a second before settling, which chair near the pantry had a slightly unsteady leg, and which corner printer would stubbornly refuse to work unless someone gently tapped its side. More importantly, she knew the rhythms of the people she now spent ten hours a day with.

She knew that the junior designer, Rishi, always arrived with wet hair and left with his hair perfectly dry and styled, as if the office air had decided to cooperate with his vanity. She knew that the finance assistant, Kavya, chewed her pen whenever she was deep in numbers and that one of the writers, Jai, used three different mugs depending on his mood.

But the person whose rhythm she noticed the most was the man who sat three rows away and somehow felt both distant and unavoidably close: Arjun.

He came almost every day, never late, never rushed. He placed his bag under his desk, opened his laptop, removed his watch and kept it next to the keyboard, and then sat back for a second with his eyes closed, as if taking a small breath before diving underwater. When meetings went badly, he returned to his desk with an expression that was not quite anger and not quite disappointment, but something tight and clipped that made the team stop joking and start working faster.

Naina watched all this while pretending not to. From
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