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Two different worlds. One shared dream. But can love survive when the inheritance is lost?

Arnab is a brilliant student who knows the sting of poverty. His life is defined by hard work, simple living, and an unyielding pride. Ishita is the daughter of a powerful tycoon, living in a world of "golden cages" and high-society expectations.

When they are paired together for a high-stakes university research project, it’s a clash of worlds. Arnab sees a spoiled heiress; Ishita sees a rigid elitist. But as they travel from the air-conditioned libraries of the city to the muddy, rain-soaked roads of rural Bengal, the masks begin to fall.

In this gripping contemporary romance and social drama, you will discover:

	A Soul-Stirring Romance: From academic rivals to inseparable partners, watch Arnab and Ishita navigate a bond built on intellect and mutual respect.

	The Price of Freedom: Ishita must choose—the billions of her father’s empire or the struggle of a self-made life with the man she loves.

	Integrity vs. Wealth: Can Arnab’s moral compass withstand a million-dollar bribe to leave the woman who has become his world?


The Merit of Love is more than just a love story. It is a powerful exploration of class struggle, the dignity of labour, and the triumph of merit over money. Perfect for readers of thoughtful contemporary romance, social realism, and stories of self-discovery.

Will they break the chains of society, or will the weight of the "Golden Cage" crush their dreams forever?
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Episode 1: The First Meeting – A Sudden Collision at the University Campus
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Ishita Sen. Just hearing the name conjures an image of cool, smooth aristocracy. Her life had been like a Kashmiri carpet spread over a flawless marble floor—expensive, carefully wrapped, and completely shielded from the dust and grime of the outside world. But today, she was stepping out of that protected sanctuary toward a new horizon, where the weight of her father’s name, the prestige of her expensive clothes, or the air-conditioned comfort behind her car windows would be of no use. Her destination: Calcutta University (CU), one of the most renowned and prestigious institutions of higher learning in the country.

Today was her first day of university classes. As the soft morning light washed over the paved lawns, Ishita was stepping out of the main gate of ‘Manoram Villa,’ her father’s luxurious flat. Her father, Mr. Ranojoy Sen—a leading industrialist in the country—did not want his only daughter to travel to college squeezed into ordinary buses or taxis. Thus, their family Mercedes-Benz sedan stood meticulously prepared, with Ishita leaning back in the rear seat. Yet, her heart yearned to be like any other ordinary student, throwing her bag over her shoulder and reaching the campus by rickshaw or bus. Her very aristocracy had built an invisible wall around her.

Through the car window, she watched the rhythm of life on the streets. People walking briskly, crowds gathering for buses, others immersed in gossip at roadside tea stalls. To her, this life was unfamiliar, like an impenetrable mystery. Until now, her life had been spent in renowned international schools where every step was mapped out and every class was regulated. There was competition there, but it lacked the ruggedness or the spontaneity of this common life. Outside these four walls of the university, she was feeling a taste of freedom for the first time—a freedom mingled with an intense uncertainty. Unrest stirred within her—would she be able to adapt to this new world? Would she be able to step out from the shadow of her father’s identity and create one of her own?

Gradually, the car turned off the main road toward the university’s main gate. Seeing the gate from a distance, Ishita’s heart began to throb. This was not just a gate; it was a historical gateway—solid red brickwork, ancient patterns carved above, and two massive, century-old Deodar trees standing tall like sentinels on either side. This sight etched itself into her mind. As soon as she entered through the gate, Ishita saw a different kind of crowd. This wasn't a corporate crowd, or a crowd at a party or a shopping mall; it was a crowd of knowledge and youth. There was clamour everywhere, yet within that noise, there was a strange sense of order. The coming and going of new and old students, the steam from tea stalls, the sound of chatter, students rushing with books and folders in hand—everything combined into a living canvas.

Ishita’s driver, Hari Kaka, wanted to park the car near the gate, but Ishita strictly forbade him. "Hari Kaka, absolutely not! Park outside this gate. I will walk. Let everyone see that I am one of them." Though there was a hint of her aristocratic upbringing in her words, behind it was a deep longing—the desire to blend into this crowd of ordinary people.

Reluctantly, Hari Kaka parked the car a little distance from the main gate, under an old mango tree. Ishita stepped out of the car, carrying a few books, a notebook, and some essential papers in her ‘Michael Kors’ bag. Today, she had intentionally worn a simple, light-collared salwar-kameez so that no one could easily guess her family background. She wanted her identity on this campus to be just 'Ishita'—not the daughter of Mr. Ranojoy Sen.

As she closed the car door and stepped onto the university grounds for the first time, it felt as though the earth was trembling beneath her feet. For a moment, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath. The earthy scent of the soil mixed with the fragrance of the Deodar leaves seemed to welcome her. She began to walk. Everyone around her seemed perfectly natural, but in her every step, there was a sense of hesitation and unease. She was looking for her department—the 'Faculty of Economics.' She didn't have the map of this massive campus memorized, but she knew which direction she had to go.

A thought kept spinning in her mind: "No one knows me here; no one knows who my father is." This freedom was priceless to her. For so long, her every relationship and every friendship had been built on her father’s power and money. No one loved her for herself; everyone either respected or feared her father. But here, she had come by her own merit through the entrance exams. Here, she was not the recipient of anyone's favour. She wanted to prove that she wasn't just an expensive doll, but that she possessed her own intellect, merit, and dreams.

Thinking of these things, Ishita walked past one side of the field toward an old red brick building. The architectural style bore a clear British-era influence. Long corridors, high ceilings, and wooden window shutters—everything carried an ancient heritage. This was likely her 'Faculty of Economics.' She walked with quick steps. Her restlessness grew in the new environment. She repeatedly checked the file in her hand, which contained her admission-related documents. These papers were her only identity card, her only security.

Suddenly, her attention drifted upward. She saw a massive white marble plaque above the main entrance of the building, where the names of the founders and teachers were engraved. Her eyes climbed the plaque, reading name by name. She felt blessed to be a part of this ancient history. Her pace quickened beyond normal because she knew there wasn't much time left before class started. She began to walk even faster.

Ishita was about to turn a corner into a narrow corridor where a mysterious plays of light and shadow was unfolding. She was still a bit confused, her eyes searching for the classroom numbers on the other side of the vast corridor. Her mind was completely immersed in her own thoughts: how she would introduce herself in the first class, how she would act like the other ordinary girls. Because of this deep concentration and her rapid pace, she failed to pay full attention to what was directly in front of her.

She held the papers in her hand tightly. As she turned the corner, completely unexpectedly, a violent collision shook her body. The impact was so intense that Ishita was nearly thrown off her feet. All the papers from the file in her hand—important admission documents—and a few copies of her newly purchased economics books scattered across the smooth corridor floor. Her vision blurred for a moment. Her body went numb from the force of the impact. Looking at the papers lying on the ground, her first emotion was rage—intense rage and a sharp sense of discomfort.

This is a powerful continuation of Ishita and Arnab's first encounter. The narrative highlights the sharp contrast between Ishita’s world of privilege and Arnab’s world of merit and struggle.

She tried to get up, her mind still in a daze. Her entire focus was on her priceless documents scattered across the floor. At that moment, she didn’t realize that this unexpected collision wasn't just physical; it was a shift in the very trajectory of her life—one that would bring her face-to-face with a new person and a completely new reality.

Before her very first class on her very first day, she found herself in an utterly embarrassing situation. The man responsible for this chaos was still standing right in front of her, though Ishita hadn't looked up yet. This scene was a silent omen: this campus would not be easy for her. Her precautions and carefully laid plans had turned to dust in a single second. Her first step into the university was marked by a major failure, teaching her that life wouldn't always be as smooth as a luxury Mercedes.

One thought burned in her mind: Who is this arrogant man who caused such damage on my very first day?

Just moments before, Ishita had been lost in her own world, mesmerized by the ancient marble plaque detailing the university's history. She had quickened her pace, terrified of the shame of being late on day one. Her brain was busy rehearsing her introduction for the first lecture, leaving her completely oblivious to her surroundings.

Simultaneously, someone was approaching from the opposite side of the corner at high speed. He, too, was deeply absorbed, carrying a stack of old, thick books in one hand and a tattered notebook in the other. There was a sense of urgency in his stride, a mark of resolve—as if every second was of immense value and not a moment could be wasted.

Inevitably, the moment arrived. As they rounded the corner, they collided with a force that sounded like dry wood snapping. Ishita felt as though gravity had momentarily abandoned her. Her shoulder slammed into another, much firmer shoulder, and she lost all balance.

Her Michael Kors bag and the file containing her admission documents flew out of her hands. The papers scattered across the smooth corridor floor like a flock of white birds caught in a gust of wind. Her admit card, photocopies of her mark sheets, registration forms, and her brand-new, neatly covered Economics textbook—everything crashed onto the floor in total disarray.

Ishita closed her eyes for a second, swaying from the impact but somehow managing to stay on her feet. Her primary sensation wasn't physical pain, but a deep sense of mental humiliation and frustration. When she finally opened her eyes, her gaze fell first on her vital documents lying in the campus dust. Her caution, her elegance, her cleanliness—everything had been shattered. This sight only fuelled her inner turmoil. Then, she looked up at the person responsible.

Standing before her was a tall young man, nearly a head taller than her. He wore simple, slightly worn jeans and a clean, albeit plain, ironed shirt. His attire was unpretentious, but his posture was confident and steady. His hair was a bit messy, likely from haste, but his face was
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