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When love gets killed... and love kills back.
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When Aryan Kapoor, heir to Mumbai’s most powerful dynasty, vanishes without a trace, his lover Meera Khan—an outsider from the other side of the tracks—refuses to believe the story ends there.  Their forbidden love, rooted in stormy nights and stolen promises, becomes a target in a brutal campaign of secrets, betrayal, and silencing. When Aryan’s body is never recovered, and the truth stays buried, Meera sets off on a relentless search for justice.  What begins as grief turns into obsession. Meera uncovers a shadow operation designed to erase inconvenient lives, orchestrated by Aryan’s own blood. The closer she gets, the more she learns: Aryan might have survived—but what came back isn’t the same.  “The Weight of Rain” is a slow-burning epic of love and revenge, where heartbreak isn’t an ending but a weapon. In a world where truth has enemies and love has casualties, Meera must decide how far she’s willing to go—for answers, for justice, and for him.  And when the rain falls one last time, nothing will be left untouched.
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Chapter 1 The Apartment
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Present Day  The apartment still smelled like him.  Like old cologne, rain-drenched clothes, and betrayal.  Meera Khan stood by the door, keys frozen in her hand. One year. That’s how long it had been since Aryan Kapoor disappeared. One year since she’d found the note. No warning. No goodbye.  Just: “Don’t look for me. It’s safer this way.”  She’d torn the note apart.  Then spent every day since doing the opposite.  She stepped inside, closed the door behind her. The world went quiet.  The curtains were still drawn the way he liked them — just enough light to paint the hardwood gold. His sketchbook sat where she’d left it on the shelf. The spine cracked. A charcoal smudge like a bruise on the corner.  She hadn’t moved it.  She hadn’t moved anything.  Meera dropped her bag and walked to the small desk tucked near the window. There was a letter there now. One she hadn’t left.  It was addressed to her.  Her fingers trembled.  She opened it.  No signature.  Just: “You were right.”  She stared at the words until her eyes blurred.  Because Aryan Kapoor had been declared dead six months ago.  And the letter had yesterday’s date.  ——  One Year Earlier  Aryan’s world wasn’t supposed to include girls like Meera Khan.  She was the daughter of a mechanic, first in her family to finish college, and carried herself like she owed nothing to anyone — especially not a Kapoor.  They met in a storm.  Not metaphorically. Literally.  A monsoon flash flood had closed most of the south line. Meera was stuck under the tin awning of the old Dadar platform, cursing her luck and checking train delays on a cracked screen.  Aryan was running from a headline.  He’d just found out about the bribes.  He hadn’t meant to overhear it — his uncle whispering to his father about the “transfer” to “make the land go quiet.” But he knew enough to realize what it meant.  And he’d run.  Straight into the rain.  Straight into her.  “Watch it,” Meera snapped.  He didn’t apologize. Just blinked at her.  “You okay?” she asked after a beat. “You look like someone buried you alive.”  He laughed once. Bitter.  “Not yet,” he said. “But they’re trying.”  She raised an eyebrow. “Right. Cool. Good luck with that.”  She turned away.  And Aryan said the dumbest thing he’d ever said in his life.  “Want to get chai?”  She turned back. “Are you bleeding?”  “Emotionally.”  Meera stared.  Then shrugged. “Fine. But I pick the place.”  And just like that — over cheap chai in a plastic cup — the son of one of Mumbai’s most powerful families began to fall for the daughter of a man who fixed engines for a living.  Hard.
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Chapter 2 When Fire Meets Silk
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Ten Months Earlier  Aryan didn’t know how to be poor.  Not that he ever claimed to. But when he followed Meera through the narrow lanes behind her college, ducking under wires and between bikes and unwashed laundry, he realized how loud his silence was. He didn’t belong here. Not with his pressed shirt, expensive watch, and inherited name.  But Meera didn’t flinch.  She opened the gate to her father’s house — a low tin-roofed structure with oil stains in the driveway — and tossed him a soda bottle.  “Don’t touch anything expensive,” she joked. “There’s nothing here.”  “I like it,” Aryan said, catching the bottle.  “You don’t even know where you are.”  “I don’t care.”  She tilted her head. “That’s privilege talking.”  “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just tired of marble floors and people who say ‘networking’ like it means friendship.”  She looked at him for a long time. Then nodded once.  —  Inside, her father was asleep in a chair. TV on low. Fan spinning. A photo of Meera’s mother sat on a shelf — garlanded.  Aryan looked around. “You never told me—”  “She died when I was ten,” Meera said quickly. “Car accident. Drunk driver.”  “I’m sorry.”  She shrugged. “I’m not. I remember her. I loved her. But I’m not sorry she’s not here to see what this city’s become.”  Aryan didn’t know what to say.  So he said nothing.  Meera took his hand.  “Come on. I want to show you something.”  —  She led him to the back, to a shed that smelled of ink and oil. Inside: blueprints, sketches, models of bikes and parts. A whole world.  “My father designs things in his head before he builds them. Says if you can’t imagine it clearly, you can’t make it real.”  Aryan picked up a rusted carburetor half-transformed into a sculpture.  “He sounds brilliant.”  “He is.”  “You’re like him,” Aryan said.  Meera smiled softly. “You think so?”  He nodded.  And then he kissed her.  It wasn’t soft or hesitant. It was months of waiting, of sidelong glances and barely-touched fingers, finally breaking open.  When she pulled back, breathless, she said:  “If you’re not careful, Kapoor, you’re going to catch fire.”  Aryan smirked. “Then I’ll burn beautifully.”  She shoved him lightly.  And in the low light of that shed, among bolts and sketches, their war with the world began — not with violence.  With heat.
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Chapter 3 A Watchful Silence
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Eight Months Earlier  Meera knew something was wrong the moment Aryan stopped answering at night.  He’d always replied, even if it was late. A one-word check-in. A heart emoji. Once, just a photo of a half-eaten samosa captioned “miss you more than this.”  But now? Nothing.  Three days.  She called. Went straight to voicemail.  She messaged. Delivered, not read.  The fourth night, she went to his apartment.  The concierge wouldn’t let her up.  “He’s not in,” the man said, avoiding her eyes. “Gone abroad.”  “He didn’t tell me,” Meera said.  The man shrugged. “Maybe he forgot.”  —  She spent the next day tracing Aryan’s last steps.  A classmate said he’d missed economics.  A professor mentioned “a family emergency.”  His social media hadn’t been touched.  When she called his office, someone answered and hung up immediately.  By the fifth day, Meera knew.  He hadn’t left.  He’d been taken.  —  She met Ravi Sen two nights later.  He was waiting outside her apartment building, leaning on a black bike, arms crossed.  “You’re Meera Khan,” he said.  “You’re not a stalker, I hope.”  “Depends on your definition.”  “Try again.”  “I was Aryan’s friend. Once. Before he got too close to the truth.”  Meera stared.  “I know what happened to him,” Ravi said. “And I think you’re the only one who can help.”  —  They sat at a chai stall two blocks from the main road. Ravi talked.  About Aryan’s suspicions.  About his uncle’s black money schemes.  About the land records and shell companies and disappearances.  “Operation Dusk,” Ravi whispered. “That’s what they called it.”  “What is it?”  “A cleanup protocol. If someone becomes a threat—journalist, activist, whistleblower—they’re labeled ‘destabilizing.’ Then reassigned. Quietly. Permanently.”  “And Aryan?”  “He found a name on the list. Your father’s.”  Meera froze.  “My father died of a heart attack.”  “After three failed brake systems, two anonymous threats, and a note that said, ‘Stop pushing.’”  Meera’s hands clenched around her cup.  Ravi looked at her.  “I think they buried Aryan the same way.”  “No,” she said. “Not yet.”  “How do you know?”  She looked up, eyes burning.  “Because I’m still breathing. And they haven’t come for me.”  Ravi nodded.  “Then let’s make them regret that.”
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