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The Man Who Had Everything Except Freedom

	The first thing people noticed about Arjun Krishnan was his success.

	The second thing they noticed was his silence.

	At thirty years old, Arjun had already achieved everything most people spent their entire lives chasing. His company had grown from a small startup operating out of a rented office in Chennai to one of the fastest-growing technology firms in South India.

	Newspapers called him a young entrepreneur.

	Business magazines called him a visionary.

	His employees called him a leader.

	But his family still called him something much simpler.

	Their son.

	And sometimes, that was the only identity Arjun wanted.

	The morning sunlight entered through the tall glass windows of his apartment, spreading across the wooden floor and expensive furniture that he rarely noticed.

	His phone kept vibrating on the dining table.

	Messages.

	Emails.

	Business updates.

	Investor meetings.

	A normal day for Arjun Krishnan.

	He picked up the phone, glanced at the notifications, and placed it back without replying.

	For a few seconds, he simply stood there.

	Quiet.

	Thinking.

	There was a strange irony about his life.

	Thousands of people wanted the opportunities he had.

	Thousands wanted his success.

	But nobody asked him if he was happy carrying it.

	His reflection looked back at him from the glass window.

	A perfectly dressed man.

	A confident face.

	A controlled expression.

	The kind of man people assumed had no problems.

	His phone rang again.

	This time, he answered.

	"Good morning, Amma."

	A smile immediately appeared on his face.

	His mother was one of the few people in the world who could change his mood within seconds.

	"Good morning, kanna," Lakshmi Krishnan said warmly. "Are you awake, or did I disturb your important businessman sleep?"

	Arjun smiled.

	"I was already awake."

	"That means you were working late again."

	"Amma..."

	"Don't 'Amma' me. I know you."

	He laughed softly.

	Only his mother could scold him like a child and make him enjoy it.

	"Come home this evening," she said.

	Arjun looked toward his laptop.

	"I have a meeting."

	"You always have a meeting."

	"I really do."

	"Then cancel one."

	He shook his head, smiling.

	"You know I can't do that."

	There was a small pause.

	A pause he immediately noticed.

	"What happened?"

	"Nothing."

	Arjun leaned against the table.

	He knew that tone.

	Mothers never said "nothing" when everything was fine.

	"Amma."

	Another silence.

	Then she spoke.

	"Your father wants to talk to you."

	The smile slowly disappeared from his face.

	Not because he disliked his father.

	He respected Rajesh Krishnan more than anyone.

	But conversations with his father usually came with expectations.

	Responsibilities.

	Decisions.

	Things that had already been planned before Arjun was asked.

	"When?"

	"Tonight."

	"About what?"

	His mother hesitated.

	"Marriage."

	The word was simple.

	But somehow, it felt heavier than it should have.

	Arjun closed his eyes for a moment.

	"Amma..."

	"I know what you are going to say."

	"Then you know my answer."

	"Arjun."

	Her voice became softer.

	"Your father is not forcing you."

	Arjun looked away.

	Maybe that was true.

	His father had never forced him.

	He had only created a path so carefully that walking anywhere else felt impossible.

	"Just come home and talk," his mother said.

	"Okay."

	After ending the call, Arjun remained standing there.

	Marriage.

	A topic that had been following him for the last two years.

	Every family function.

	Every festival.

	Every relative's visit.

	The same questions.

	"When are you getting married?"

	"Do you have someone?"

	"Your parents must be waiting."

	He never understood why everyone was more worried about his marriage than he was.

	For him, marriage was not a social achievement.

	It was not another milestone to complete.

	It was a lifetime decision.

	And lifetime decisions should not be made because everyone else was ready.

	His phone received another notification.

	A message from his sister.

	Ananya:

	Heard Amma called you. Don't escape tonight.

	Arjun smiled.

	Arjun:

	You are spying on me now?

	Within seconds, she replied.

	Ananya:

	No. I am protecting you. There is a difference.

	He laughed.

	His younger sister had always been the only person in the family who spoke to him without fear.

	Arjun:

	From what?

	Ananya:

	From becoming an emotionally unavailable old man with expensive watches.

	Arjun looked at his wrist.

	A watch his employees had gifted him after his company reached a major milestone.

	He smiled.

	Arjun:

	I am only thirty.

	Ananya:

	Exactly. Too young to behave like sixty.

	He put the phone down.

	For a moment, the apartment felt unusually quiet.

	Outside, Chennai was already awake.

	Cars moving.

	People rushing.

	The city carrying millions of dreams.

	Arjun had achieved his dream.

	Or at least, the dream everyone thought he wanted.

	But somewhere deep inside, there was a question he had never allowed himself to ask.

	What if the life everyone admired was not the life he truly wanted?

	That evening, the Krishnan house looked exactly the way it always did.

	Traditional.

	Elegant.

	Full of memories.

	The old family photographs on the walls told stories of generations.

	Achievements.

	Celebrations.

	Relationships.

	Arjun entered the house and immediately smelled filter coffee from the kitchen.

	Some things never changed.

	"Arjun!"

	His mother came out with a smile.

	"You came early."

	"You said cancel one meeting."

	"I didn't think you would actually listen."

	He smiled.

	"Sometimes I surprise people."

	Before she could reply, his father's voice came from the living room.

	"Arjun."

	The tone was calm.

	But serious.

	Rajesh Krishnan was sitting with a newspaper in his hand.

	A man who had built his entire life through discipline and determination.

	Arjun sat opposite him.

	For a few seconds, neither spoke.

	Then his father folded the newspaper.

	"There is a family we know."

	Arjun already knew where this was going.

	"They have a daughter."

	Silence.

	"She is well educated. Good family. Good values."

	Arjun listened.

	Not because he had agreed.

	Because he respected his father.

	"Her name is Kavya."

	His father looked at him.

	"We think you should meet her."

	The word "think" was carefully chosen.

	Not "decided."

	Not "arranged."

	But Arjun knew his family.

	A suggestion from Rajesh Krishnan was rarely just a suggestion.

	He looked at his father.

	"Appa..."

	His father waited.

	"I need time."

	Rajesh nodded.

	"I expected that."

	Arjun was slightly surprised.

	"You did?"

	"Yes."

	His father leaned back.

	"Because you always think before making decisions."

	A small pause.

	"But Arjun, remember something."

	"What?"

	"Life does not wait forever for us to be ready."

	The sentence stayed with him.

	Because somewhere, he knew his father was right.

	But somewhere else, he feared something too.

	That one day he would wake up and realize he had spent his entire life making everyone else happy.

	Except himself.


The Girl Who Refused To Follow The Script

	Meera Nair had a habit that annoyed almost everyone who loved her.

	She questioned everything.

	Not because she was disrespectful.

	Not because she thought she knew better.

	But because she believed every important decision in life deserved an honest answer.

	Especially marriage.

	"Meera, at least meet him once."

	Her mother's voice came from the other side of the dining table.

	The breakfast in the Nair household had already become a discussion meeting.

	Which was normal.

	In most Indian families, important decisions were rarely discussed in offices or formal meetings.

	They happened at dining tables.

	Between cups of coffee.

	Between conversations about food, weather, and relatives.

	Meera looked at her mother.

	"Amma, meeting someone is not the problem."

	Shobha Nair looked hopeful.

	"Then?"

	"The problem is everyone has already decided the ending before the story even begins."

	Her father lowered his newspaper slightly.

	Ravi Nair looked at his daughter over his glasses.

	"Meera."

	She immediately understood his tone.

	A warning.

	Not anger.

	Never anger.

	Her father was not a strict man.

	He was simply a man who had spent his entire life protecting his family from difficulties.

	"Appa, I know what you are thinking."

	"Do you?"

	"Yes."

	She smiled slightly.

	"You think I am rejecting good people because I have unrealistic expectations."

	Her father folded the newspaper.

	"And are you?"

	The question was simple.

	But it made her pause.

	Because the truth was complicated.

	"No."

	She looked down at her coffee cup.

	"I don't want a perfect person."

	Her mother listened carefully.

	"I don't want someone who earns more than me, looks better than me, or comes from some impressive family."

	She took a breath.

	"I just want someone who chooses me because of who I am."

	The room became quiet.

	Her parents exchanged a glance.

	They understood their daughter.

	That was the problem.

	They understood her enough to know she was not being stubborn.

	She was being honest.

	Meera Nair was twenty-seven years old.

	She was an interior designer who believed empty spaces had stories.

	A room was never just walls and furniture.

	It carried memories.

	Emotions.

	People.

	Maybe that was why she understood people better than most.

	She noticed things.

	The tiredness behind someone's smile.

	The sadness hidden in someone's silence.

	The happiness people tried to hide.

	Her friends often joked that Meera could understand a stranger's emotions within five minutes.

	But strangely, she struggled with her own.

	She was confident when advising clients.

	Confident when presenting designs.

	Confident when handling difficult situations.

	But when it came to family expectations, she became the daughter who didn't want to hurt anyone.

	That was her weakness.

	She cared too much.

	Her phone rang.

	She looked at the screen.

	Priya Calling.

	She smiled before answering.

	"Good morning, drama queen."

	Her best friend laughed.

	"Wow. You are calling yourself out now?"

	"I am just saving you time."

	"Important question."

	"What?"

	"Did your parents show you another biodata?"

	Meera sighed.

	"How do you know everything?"

	"Because your mother called my mother yesterday."

	Meera closed her eyes.

	Indian mothers had their own communication network.

	No technology company could compete.

	"Apparently this one is different."

	Priya changed her voice dramatically.

	"He studied abroad."

	Meera laughed.

	"Of course."

	"He has a good job."

	"Obviously."

	"He belongs to a good family."

	"Classic."

	"And..."

	"And what?"

	"He is apparently very handsome."

	Meera smiled.

	"That is the final qualification?"

	"According to aunties, yes."

	Both laughed.

	But after the laughter faded, Priya became serious.

	"Meera."

	"Hmm?"

	"What if this person is actually good?"

	The question stayed there.

	Because that was the real difficulty.

	Meera was not against marriage.

	She was not against family.

	She was not against tradition.

	She simply did not want to enter a relationship where two strangers were expected to become a family overnight.

	"I don't know, Priya."

	Her voice became softer.

	"I just want something real."

	That afternoon, Meera visited one of her ongoing projects in Bengaluru.

	A beautiful apartment overlooking the city.

	The client wanted something luxurious.

	But Meera wanted something personal.

	"Most people design homes like they are trying to impress guests."

	She told her assistant.

	"But a home should first make the people living there feel comfortable."

	Her assistant smiled.

	"Ma'am, sometimes I think you are designing emotions, not interiors."

	Meera laughed.

	"Maybe I am."

	She walked toward the balcony.

	The city stretched ahead.

	Bengaluru was always moving.

	People arriving.

	People leaving.

	People searching.

	Everyone was trying to build a better future.

	Including her.

	Her phone buzzed.

	A message from her mother.

	Amma:

	Please don't reject without meeting him. That is all I am asking.

	Meera looked at the message.

	She knew her mother was not trying to control her.

	She was worried.

	Parents often carried fears they never spoke about.

	Fear that their children would regret choices.

	Fear that society would judge them.

	Fear that they would not always be around to protect them.

	Meera typed a reply.

	Okay Amma. I will meet him.

	She stared at the message before sending it.

	For some reason, pressing that button felt like agreeing to something bigger than a simple meeting.

	Maybe because she knew every unexpected chapter in life began with a small decision.

	Two days later.

	Chennai.

	Krishnan family office.

	Arjun sat across from his father reviewing documents.

	But his mind was somewhere else.

	The meeting with Kavya's family was scheduled for the weekend.

	He still hadn't decided what he wanted.

	His assistant entered.

	"Sir, your 4 PM call has been moved."

	"Okay."

	"And sir..."

	"Yes?"

	She hesitated.

	"There is a wedding invitation on your desk."

	Arjun looked at the envelope.

	A family wedding.

	He opened it casually.

	Then stopped.

	Because something about the name caught his attention.

	Nair Family Wedding.

	Not because he knew them.

	He didn't.

	But because his mother had mentioned attending a wedding in Kochi next month.

	A distant family connection.

	A normal invitation.

	Nothing important.

	At least, that was what he thought.

	He placed the card aside.

	Some moments in life appear ordinary when they arrive.

	Only later do we understand they were turning points.

	That night, Meera sat on her balcony with a cup of tea.

	The city lights reflected in her eyes.

	She wondered about the man she was going to meet.

	Would he understand her?

	Would she understand him?

	Would he see her as a person?

	Or just another name on a marriage profile?

	She didn't know.

	And somewhere far away, in another city, Arjun Krishnan was asking himself a similar question.

	Two strangers.

	Two families.

	Two completely different worlds.

	Neither knew that destiny had already started writing their story.


A Wedding That Was Never Supposed To Change Everything

	The Krishnan family believed weddings were not events.

	They were emotions.

	For three days, a wedding could bring together relatives who lived in different cities, cousins who barely spoke throughout the year, and elders who remembered stories everyone else had forgotten.

	That was exactly why Arjun usually avoided them.

	Not because he disliked weddings.

	He actually enjoyed seeing families celebrate.

	But weddings came with one unavoidable problem.

	Questions.

	Endless questions.

	"When is your turn, Arjun?"

	"Your younger cousins are getting married before you."

	"You have everything. Now only one thing is missing."

	Marriage.

	It was as if everyone believed a person's life remained incomplete until another person's name was added beside it.

	The Nair family wedding in Kochi was bigger than Arjun expected.

	The traditional Kerala house was decorated with fresh flowers, lamps, and strings of jasmine.

	The entrance itself looked like a painting.

	Women in beautiful sarees moved around carrying trays of flowers.

	Children ran through the courtyard.

	Elders sat together discussing relatives they had not seen in years.

	The smell of fresh coffee and traditional food filled the air.

	For most people, it was beautiful chaos.

	For Arjun, it was still chaos.

	He stepped out of the car wearing a simple cream kurta.

	Immediately, his cousin Ananya appeared beside him.

	"You look like you are attending a business meeting."

	Arjun looked at her.

	"I am wearing traditional clothes."

	"That is not the problem."

	"Then?"

	"You have the same expression you have when someone shows you a bad financial
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