

    
        
          Rahul Loves Meera

        

        
        
          Vikkrant Shah

        

        
          Published by Vikkrant Shah, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RAHUL LOVES MEERA

    

    
      First edition. January 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Vikkrant Shah.

    

    
    
      Written by Vikkrant Shah.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Rahul love Meera 

 

A Story of Love, Choice, 

 

Sacrific and Emotional Growth 

 

By Vikkrant Shah 

 

1

Rahul Loves Meera

 

Copyright © 2026 Vikkrant Shah  

All rights reserved.

 

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, stored in a retrieval

System, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical,

Photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission

Of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either

The product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any

Resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events is purely

Coincidental.

 

First Published: 2026  

Author: Vikkrant Shah  

Country of Publication: India  

Language: English

 

2




Chapter 1: Rich House, Silent Love 

 

The Oberoi house stood exactly the way people expected a rich man’s house to stand—tall gates, polished floors, silent walls, and rooms filled with things that cost more than emotions ever could. From the outside, it looked like success. From the inside, it felt like distance. Every morning in that house followed a routine so disciplined that even the walls seemed to obey it. 

At exactly six-thirty, Ravi Oberoi woke up. 

He was a man who did not need an alarm. Years of building a business from nothing had trained his body better than any machine could. He sat up straight on the bed, folded his blanket with precision, and glanced once at the framed photograph placed on the side table. It was an old family photo—his wife, his young son Rahul, and himself. Rahul must have been ten in that picture, smiling widely, his arm wrapped around his mother’s waist. Ravi looked at that picture for a moment longer than usual, then turned his face away. Some memories, he had learned, were better left untouched. Ravi walked out of the bedroom, his footsteps firm and controlled. The house was quiet. Too quiet. The kind of quiet that existed not because there was peace, but because there were too many unsaid words floating in the air. 

From the kitchen came the soft sound of utensils. 

Sunita Oberoi was already awake. 

She always was. 

She stood near the stove, preparing breakfast—simple, warm, familiar food. Even after years of living in a big house with servants and staff, she preferred to cook at least one meal a day herself. It made her feel needed. It made her feel like a mother. 

She turned when she heard Ravi’s footsteps. 

“Good morning,” she said softly, her voice carrying the same gentleness it always had. Ravi nodded. “Morning.” 
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He picked up the newspaper from the dining table and sat down. Sunita placed a cup of tea beside him, exactly where she always did. Their movements were synchronized—not because they talked often, but because they had lived together long enough to know each other’s silence. Sunita hesitated for a moment. 

“Rahul didn’t come home last night,” she said carefully. 

Ravi’s hand paused mid-air as he turned the page. 

“I know,” he replied, his voice neutral. 

Sunita looked at him. “Did you call him?” 

“No.” 

There it was again. That wall. Invisible, but solid. 

Sunita lowered her gaze. “He’s young. He’ll understand one day.” Ravi folded the newspaper neatly. “Understanding doesn’t come with age. It comes with responsibility.” 

She wanted to say something more, but she didn’t. She had learned over the years that pushing Ravi only made him retreat further. Instead, she poured tea into her own cup and sat opposite him. 

“Breakfast will be ready soon,” she said. 

Ravi nodded again. 

Upstairs, in the largest bedroom of the house, Rahul Oberoi slept like a man who had nothing to lose. 

His phone lay on the floor near the bed, screen cracked, battery almost dead. Empty bottles lay scattered near the couch. His expensive jacket hung carelessly over a chair, as if even it had given up trying to look important. 

The curtains were drawn tight, blocking the morning sunlight. Rahul hated mornings. They reminded him of responsibilities, expectations, and questions he didn’t want to answer. His phone vibrated weakly. 

Rahul groaned, turning on the bed. He ignored it. The phone vibrated again. This time, longer. He finally picked it up, squinting at the screen. 
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Vikram (10 missed calls)

Party Pics Uploaded

Last Night Was Fire 

Rahul smiled faintly. 

That was his world—friends who laughed loudly at night and disappeared quietly when life became serious. He sat up slowly, rubbing his face. His head ached. Not because of the alcohol, but because of the familiar thought that crept in every morning. What am I doing with my life?

He pushed the thought away and got out of bed. Rahul Oberoi did not like questions. He liked distractions. 

He walked into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and let cold water hit his face. He stared at his reflection in the mirror—a handsome young man, well-built, well-dressed, born into comfort. Everything about him looked perfect. 

Except his eyes. 

There was restlessness there. A confusion he didn’t know how to name. Downstairs, Sunita placed breakfast on the table. Rahul entered the dining hall just as she was arranging plates. 

“Good morning, Maa,” he said casually, sitting down. 

Sunita looked at him, relief washing over her face. “Good morning, beta. Did you eat anything last night?” 

Rahul shrugged. “Party food.” 

She sighed softly and placed food in front of him. “You should take care of yourself.” Rahul smiled. “I’m fine.” 

Ravi entered the dining hall a moment later. The room changed instantly. Not because he raised his voice, but because silence followed him. 

Rahul continued eating, pretending nothing had changed. Ravi sat down, his eyes briefly scanning Rahul—his clothes, his tired face, the careless way he held his spoon. 

“How long do you plan to live like this?” Ravi asked suddenly. 
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Sunita froze. 

Rahul looked up, annoyed. “Like what?” 

“Like someone who has no direction,” Ravi said calmly. “No responsibility. No purpose.” Rahul laughed lightly. “I’m enjoying life. What’s wrong with that?” Ravi’s jaw tightened. “Life is not meant to be enjoyed at your age. It’s meant to be built.” Rahul pushed his plate away. “I didn’t ask to be born into your business.” 

“No,” Ravi replied sharply. “But you were born into this family. That comes with duty.” Sunita intervened quickly. “Ravi, let him eat first—” 

“No,” Ravi interrupted. “He needs to hear this.” 

Rahul stood up. “I hear this every day.” 

“And yet nothing changes,” Ravi said, standing too. “You roam with friends who do nothing, drink money you didn’t earn, and think this is freedom.” 

Rahul’s face hardened. “At least I’m not emotionally absent like you.” The words hung in the air. 

Sunita gasped softly. 

Ravi stared at Rahul, his eyes darkening. “Watch your tone.” Rahul’s voice rose. “You don’t talk to me, you don’t ask me what I want, and suddenly you want me to run your business?” 

Ravi took a step forward. “Because one day this will all be yours. Whether you like it or not.” Rahul laughed bitterly. “I don’t want it.” 

That was the moment something broke. 

Ravi raised his hand—not in anger, but in exhaustion. The slap echoed through the dining hall, sharp and final. 

Sunita cried out. “Ravi!” 
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Rahul stood frozen, his cheek burning, his heart pounding louder than the sound of the slap itself. He looked at his father, disbelief flooding his eyes. 

“For the first time in your life,” Ravi said, his voice shaking slightly, “listen to me.” Rahul touched his cheek slowly. His eyes filled, not with tears, but with rage. “You’ve never listened to me,” he said quietly. 

Ravi pointed towards the door. “Get out.” 

Sunita rushed forward. “Ravi, please—” 

“Let him go,” Ravi said firmly. “If he wants freedom, let him earn it.” Rahul looked at his mother. She was crying now, silently, helplessly. “Maa…” his voice cracked. 

Sunita held his face. “Beta, wherever you go… take care of yourself.” Rahul nodded once. He didn’t trust himself to speak. 

He walked towards the door, his footsteps heavy. At the threshold, he turned back one last time. Ravi stood rigid, staring at the wall. Sunita watched him with eyes full of unsaid prayers. Rahul stepped out. 

The door closed behind him. 

And with it, his old life. 

He walked down the road without a plan, without a destination, without understanding that this was the first step of becoming a man. 

For now, all he felt was pain. 

The kind that doesn’t scream. 

The kind that waits. 

 




Chapter 2: Party Is Everything 

The night did not begin with darkness. 
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It began with music. 

Loud, restless, unapologetic music that spilled out of the club and into the street, shaking windows and waking nothing inside the people who walked past it. Neon lights blinked above the entrance, changing colors as if trying to distract everyone from the truth—that inside those walls, people came not to celebrate life, but to escape it. 

Rahul Oberoi stepped out of a black car, adjusting the collar of his jacket. The music hit him instantly, vibrating through his chest like a familiar heartbeat. This place knew him. The bouncer nodded without checking his ID. The bartender already knew his drink. This was Rahul’s kingdom. 

“Brooo!” Vikram shouted, pulling him into a hug the moment he entered. “Finally! We thought you ditched us.” 

Rahul grinned. “I was busy getting yelled at by my dad. Same old.” The group laughed. 

Someone handed him a glass. Someone else clapped him on the back. The DJ changed tracks, and the crowd roared in approval. 

Rahul raised his glass. “To freedom,” he said. 

“To freedom!” they echoed. 

The word tasted sweet on his tongue. Freedom. No rules. No expectations. No questions about the future. 

Or so he believed. 

The hours blurred into one another. Drinks refilled themselves. Laughter grew louder. Conversations became meaningless. Rahul danced, not because he felt joy, but because standing still made him uncomfortable. Movement distracted him from thinking. A girl with long hair leaned close to him, smiling. “You come here often?” Rahul smirked. “Too often.” 

She laughed, placing a hand on his arm. He felt nothing. 

That was the strange part. 

Everything around him was designed to make people feel alive—music, lights, bodies moving together—but Rahul felt oddly distant, like he was watching his own life from the outside. 
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At one point, he stepped away from the crowd and leaned against the bar. The bartender slid another drink toward him without asking. 

“You good, Rahul?” Vikram asked, joining him. 

Rahul nodded. “Yeah.” 

Vikram studied him for a moment. “Your dad again?” 

Rahul exhaled. “He wants me to join his business. Like, immediately. As if I’m some machine he can switch on.” 

Vikram chuckled. “Bro, you’re lucky. Some of us would kill to have that setup.” Rahul looked at him. “That’s the thing. I don’t want a setup. I want to live.” Vikram raised an eyebrow. “This is living.” 

Rahul didn’t reply. 

Was it? 

Later that night, Rahul sat on the terrace of Vikram’s apartment, the city spread out below him like a map of endless possibilities. Cars moved like tiny lights in the distance. Somewhere far away, someone was probably working late, chasing deadlines, building something real. Rahul took another sip of his drink. 

“You ever think about the future?” one of the boys asked casually, lying back on a chair. Rahul shrugged. “Future will come when it comes.” 

“And if it doesn’t?” the boy laughed. 

Rahul laughed too. But the sound felt hollow. 

He checked his phone. 

No missed calls from home. 

A strange mix of relief and disappointment settled in his chest. They don’t care, a voice whispered inside him. He ignored it. 
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The next morning arrived with a headache and sunlight that felt too harsh. Rahul woke up on Vikram’s couch, his mouth dry, his body heavy. Someone had left the curtains open. He groaned, turning his face away from the light. 

For a moment, he didn’t remember where he was. 

Then it all came back—the argument, the slap, the door closing behind him. He sat up slowly, rubbing his temples. 

The room smelled of last night’s alcohol and perfume. Empty bottles lay scattered across the floor like evidence of a crime no one would be punished for. Rahul picked up his phone. 

No messages from his father. 

One missed call from his mother. 

He stared at the screen for a long time, then put the phone down without calling back. He wasn’t ready. 

He wasn’t sure what he would say. 

Vikram walked in, yawning. “Morning, sleeping beauty.” Rahul forced a smile. “Morning.” 

“You crashed hard last night.” 

“Yeah.” 

Vikram opened the fridge, grabbed a bottle of water, and tossed it to Rahul. “So what’s the plan?” 

Rahul frowned. “Plan?” 

“Yeah. You can’t just keep floating around.” 

Rahul twisted the cap open. “I’ll figure it out.” 
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Vikram leaned against the counter. “You can stay here for a few days. But you know… longterm?” 

Rahul nodded. He knew. Everyone knew. 

That was the problem. 

By afternoon, Rahul found himself driving aimlessly through the city. He passed office buildings, schools, small shops opening their shutters. People moved with purpose. They had somewhere to be. 

He stopped at a red light and glanced at his reflection in the rearview mirror. What do you have? the mirror seemed to ask. Money? Yes. 

Freedom? Maybe. 

Direction? No. 

His phone buzzed again. 

This time, he answered. 

“Maa,” he said quietly. 

Sunita’s voice came through instantly, thick with emotion. “Beta, where are you?” Rahul closed his eyes. “I’m fine.” 

“Are you safe?” 

“Yes.” 

She paused. “Come home.” 

Rahul swallowed. “Not yet.” 

There was silence on the other end. Then, softly, “Your father… he didn’t mean—” 

“I know,” Rahul interrupted. “But I need time.” 

“Take care of yourself,” she said. “Wherever you are.” 

“I will.” 
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He ended the call and rested his forehead against the steering wheel. For the first time, the noise of his life didn’t comfort him. 

 

That night, Rahul returned to the club. 

Not because he wanted to celebrate. 

Because he didn’t know where else to go. 

The music welcomed him again. The lights flashed. The crowd moved. Everything was the same. And yet, something inside him had shifted. 

As he stood there, watching people dance, Rahul realized a truth he had been avoiding for a long time. 

Parties didn’t fill him anymore. 

They only delayed the emptiness. 

He finished his drink, left it on the counter, and walked out without telling anyone. Outside, the air was cooler. Quieter. Real. 

Rahul stood on the sidewalk, hands in his pockets, looking up at the night sky. For the first time, he didn’t feel free. 

He felt lost. 

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the noise, a question began to form—slowly, painfully. If this is everything… then why does it feel like nothing?

He didn’t know it yet, but this question would follow him all the way to Bengaluru. And beyond. 
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Chapter 3: Father vs Son 

The house looked the same. 

The same tall gate. 

The same polished marble floor. 

The same silence that felt heavier than words. 

But Rahul Oberoi was not the same man who had walked out of it the night before. He stood outside for a moment, his hand resting on the iron gate. The guard looked at him, surprised but relieved. 

“Good morning, Rahul sir,” the guard said. 

Rahul nodded and walked in without responding. 

Inside the house, the clock ticked loudly in the living room. The walls held framed photographs of achievements—business awards, newspaper clippings, certificates. A life built on discipline and success. 

A life Rahul never felt he belonged to. 

Sunita Oberoi was in the kitchen when she heard footsteps. She turned sharply. “Rahul?” 

Her eyes widened. Relief flooded her face as she rushed forward. “Beta!” Rahul didn’t have time to speak before she hugged him tightly, as if afraid he might disappear again. 

“You didn’t answer your phone,” she said, her voice trembling. “I was so worried.” 

“I’m sorry, Maa,” Rahul replied quietly. “I needed time.” She pulled back and looked at his face, touching his cheek gently. “Did he—” she stopped herself. 

Rahul shook his head. “It’s okay.” 

Sunita studied him closely. There were dark circles under his eyes. A tiredness she hadn’t seen before. 

“You look exhausted,” she said. “Sit. I’ll bring something to eat.” 
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“I’m not hungry.” 

“Nonsense,” she insisted. “You haven’t eaten properly in days.” She moved toward the stove. Rahul followed her into the dining area and sat down, staring at the table where he had grown up eating meals that now felt like memories from another life. The front door opened. 

The sound was enough. 

Rahul stiffened. 

Ravi Oberoi entered the house with the same commanding presence he carried everywhere. His coat was neatly folded over his arm. His face was calm, unreadable. But his eyes—his eyes stopped when they landed on Rahul. For a moment, no one spoke. 

Sunita froze between them. 

Ravi set his coat down slowly. “So,” he said at last. “You came back.” Rahul stood up. “I didn’t come back to stay.” 

Ravi raised an eyebrow. “Then why are you here?” Rahul clenched his fists. “Because I don’t want to run.” 

Silence followed. 

Sunita stepped between them instinctively. “Please,” she said softly. “Both of you… sit.” Ravi gestured toward the chair. “Sit, Rahul.” 

Rahul hesitated, then sat down again. 

Ravi sat opposite him. The distance between them was small, but it felt like miles. “You disappeared,” Ravi said calmly. “No calls. No explanation.” Rahul looked up. “You threw me out.” 

“I asked you to leave until you could think clearly.” 
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“You slapped me,” Rahul replied, his voice steady but strained. Sunita closed her eyes. 

Ravi exhaled slowly. “I lost my temper.” 

“For once,” Rahul said bitterly, “you showed emotion.” 

Ravi’s jaw tightened. “Do not confuse discipline with lack of emotion.” Rahul laughed softly. “Then what



































































