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Synopsis

Beyond the Milestones follows Adarsh Diwan, a young sharp corporate lawyer known for his relentless pursuit of justice. As he takes on high-stakes cases, from business disputes to courtroom battles, he finds himself entangled in the complexities of life beyond legal victories. Amid the pressures of his career, his growing bond with Riya Roy brings unexpected warmth and clarity. Through moments of triumph, loss, and quiet realizations, Adarsh discovers that milestones aren’t just about professional success but also about the people who stand by you, shaping the journey in ways he never anticipated.

Back of the book 

How do we measure the milestones of life?

For some, it's success and wealth. For others, it's love and companionship. But for Adarsh Diwan, a high-profile young lawyer, milestones are the battles he wins in court, until life forces him to rethink everything.

From intense courtroom clashes to quiet, unspoken emotions, Adarsh navigates high-stakes legal battles while facing his own personal crossroads. When his growing bond with Riya Roy becomes impossible to ignore, he realizes that some milestones aren’t about victories, but about the people who stand by you through them all.

A gripping tale of ambition, love, and the choices that shape our journeys, Beyond the Milestones reminds us that life’s greatest moments often come when we least expect them.
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C 1

The Rise of Adarsh Diwan
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The early morning light in Mumbai was always a battle between the rising sun and the heavy sea mist. From the balcony of his upscale apartment, Adarsh Diwan watched the city begin its daily, frantic dance. At thirty, he had reached a height many spent their whole lives climbing toward, yet as he stepped back inside his minimalist living room, his eyes didn't linger on the high-end furniture or the stunning city view.

His eyes, as they did every morning, landed on the framed photograph resting on a side table made of dark, polished mahogany.

In the photo, the golden sun of Lasalgaon bathed his family in a warm glow. His elder brother, Raghav, stood sturdy and smiling, with his arm around his wife, Pallavi. Tucked in front of them were Chiku and Monu, their faces bright with the kind of innocent mischief that only children in a village seem to possess. Behind them stood the vast fields and the transport trucks that had been the backdrop of Adarsh’s childhood.

They are the heartbeat of the village, Adarsh thought, 

a small, private smile touching his lips. And they are the reasons I can stand so tall in this city.

He moved to the kitchen; his reflection caught in the sleek glass surfaces. He was tall and well-built, possessing a quiet intensity that made people, especially his opponents, second-guess their words. Even in his silk robe, he carried effortless confidence.

Despite the fame that came with his high-profile cases and that viral interview that had made him a household name for young lawyers, Adarsh remained deeply grounded. He lived in luxury, yes, but he hadn't forgotten the “lowest grade” roads of Lasalgaon or the simple values his parents had instilled in him. He was a man who could command a boardroom of billionaires, yet he was the same man who thought nothing of standing at a weather-beaten wooden stall outside the High Court, sipping a hot cutting chai from a glass. To him, the prestige of the chamber didn't define the man; the grit of the struggle did.

He walked into his dressing room. Today, the schedule was heavy with the names of business tycoons and high-profile individuals who sought his counsel as if it were a holy decree. They trusted him not just for his sharp legal mind, but for his integrity. They knew that when Adarsh Diwan took a case, he didn't just look for a win; he looked for justice.

They pay for the expertise, but they stay for the truth, he mused, selecting a crisp white shirt.

He fastened his cuffs, his mind already shifting from the quiet warmth of the family photo to the strategic coldness required for the day's battles. He was a success-obsessed professional, a rising star in Mumbai’s legal galaxy, but beneath the sharp suit beat the heart of a boy from the farm.

He grabbed his briefcase. The “relentless pace” of his life was about to begin. He was ready for the tycoons, the cameras, and the pressure. He was ready for the milestones.

.....

The white sedan glided into its reserved spot in the basement of a gleaming glass tower in Nariman Point. As Adarsh stepped out, the humid Mumbai air hit him, but he didn't slow his pace. He adjusted his jacket, his mind already three steps ahead, calculating the day’s billable hours.

“Adarsh! You’re exactly on time,” Prashant said, meeting him near the elevator bank. He was holding a tablet and a steaming cup of coffee. As Adarsh’s trusted secretary and closest friend, Prashant was the only person who could match his stride.

“The day started two hours ago, Prashant,” Adarsh replied with a quick, knowing look. “Who’s waiting?”

“The interns are already in the research wing, but we have a situation,” Prashant said as the elevator climbed. “A big one.”

They walked through the lobby of Diwan & Associates. The “morning hustle” was in full swing. Junior lawyers scurried past with stacks of blue-backed files, and the sound of ringing phones created a symphony of high-stakes business. Adarsh moved through the office like a commander, his presence turning heads. At thirty, he held the kind of authority that usually took decades to earn.

Once inside his private cabin, surrounded by his impressive collection of legal books and accolades, Adarsh sat behind his mahogany desk. Prashant handed over a thick file.

“This is a big case, Adarsh,” Prashant began, 

his tone becoming serious. “Varun Malhotra, heir to Malhotra Groups, has been forced into a legal mess by his own family. His parents insisted he must marry to take over as chairman. If he refuses, they might legally oust him from his inheritance.”

Adarsh leaned back, his eyes narrowing as he scanned the names on the file. Malhotra Groups. This was exactly the kind of high-profile battle he lived for.

“Hmm. Tradition versus individual rights,” Adarsh mused, his fingers tapping the polished surface of his desk. “Sounds like a classic case of family pressure wrapped in corporate politics. Call him in. Let’s hear what he has to say.”

When Varun Malhotra entered, the frustration on his face was clear, despite his expensive suit. He sat across from Adarsh and took a heavy sigh, picking up the coffee mug Prashant offered.

“I never thought I’d be fighting my own parents in a legal setting,” Varun said, his voice strained. “They’re using my unmarried status to claim I’m ‘unfit’ to lead the company. They’ve even got board members on their side.”

Adarsh flipped through the papers, his eyes scanning the details with surgical precision while keeping his focus on the conversation.

“That’s absurd. Business leadership has nothing to do with marital status. What exactly have they done so far?” Adarsh asked, his tone sharp yet composed.

Varun exhaled sharply. “They’re relying on an outdated company clause that insists the chairman must be married to ensure stability and investor trust. They claim that only a married leader can uphold the company's reputation. If I refuse, they'll amend the charter to disqualify me and install my younger brother, since his upcoming marriage fits their so-called stability criteria.”

Prashant shook his head in disbelief. “That’s an abuse of power. Tradition doesn’t define leadership; marriage isn’t a qualification for running a company.”

Adarsh nodded, his gaze intensifying as he leaned forward. “I might need a meeting with the board members of your company,” he stated, looking Varun directly in the eye. He wasn't asking for permission; he was stating a tactical necessity.

He turned his attention back to Prashant. “Let's see if we can do an out-of-court settlement and hear what they have to say. It is always better to resolve these matters with reason before they become a matter of public record.”

Varun met his gaze and nodded firmly. “Noted. Whenever you say.”

“Good,” Adarsh replied, his voice firm. “We need to counter their argument with solid legal grounds. Let’s explore corporate law precedents and inheritance rights to strengthen our case.” Closing the file with a decisive snap, he handed it over to Prashant. The battle lines were drawn.

.....

By mid-afternoon, the quiet of the morning had vanished, replaced by the high-octane energy of a firm in the middle of a major battle. Adarsh moved from his private cabin to the main conference room. This was the “War Room,” a space dominated by a long glass table, whiteboards covered in legal citations, and a floor-to-ceiling view of the Mumbai skyline.

Waiting for him were the two core pillars of his legal team: Aarav and Minal.

Aarav, the senior-most junior lawyer, was sharp, lean, and had a habit of adjusting his glasses when he found a breakthrough. He was the “research engine,” someone who could find a needle-sized precedent in a haystack of archives.

Minal, on the other hand, was the “tactician.” She was young but possessed a fierce legal mind, known for her ability to spot a loophole in a contract before the ink was even dry.

Adarsh took his seat at the head of the table. He didn't waste time with small talk. The “relentless pace” of the firm demanded immediate focus.

“As seen, our case has two fronts,” Adarsh began, his voice echoing slightly in the sterile room. “Coercing Varun with an outdated marital clause and a planned charter amendment to oust him. Thoughts?”

Aarav leaned forward, sliding a notebook toward the center of the table. “We can argue that forcing marriage infringes on personal autonomy under Article 21 and invoke undue influence under Section 16 of the Indian Contract Act.”

Adarsh nodded slowly, processing the strategy. Article 21—the right to life and liberty. It’s a strong constitutional angle, he thought.

Minal jumped in, her eyes bright with the thrill of the challenge. “Plus, if the Articles of Association don't mandate marriage, the clause is arbitrary. If they amend the charter, we challenge it under Section 241 of the Companies Act, 2013, for oppression and mismanagement.”

Prashant, who was standing by the window keeping a watchful eye on the firm's operations, added his perspective. Unlike the lawyers, Prashant always kept an eye on the “image” of the case.

“And if they sway investor sentiment against Varun's unmarried status, we'll counter it with a PR strategy,” Prashant noted. “In Mumbai, reputation moves markets as fast as the law does.”

Adarsh looked from Minal to Aarav, then to Prashant. He felt a surge of pride in the team he had built. They were more than just staff; they were an extension of his own ambition.

From Lasalgaon to this, he mused, looking at the legal brilliance gathered in one room. I used to argue with the local panchayat about water rights; now I have a team debating Constitutional Articles.

“Well, we'll fight on both legal and public fronts,” Adarsh declared, his voice firm and commanding. “Arrange a meeting with their counsel to expose these baseless demands.”

He stood up, the meeting adjourned. The strategy was set. But as the others began to gather their files, Adarsh lingered for a moment, looking at the city below. He was the commander of this ship, and while the team provided the fuel, the final weight of the decision always rested on his shoulders.

.....

By late afternoon, the setting sun was casting long, sharp shadows across the boardroom of the Malhotra Group. The room was a temple to old money, heavy velvet curtains, leather-bound ledgers, and oil paintings of the men who had built the empire.

Varun sat stiffly at the long table, his hands clasped. Besides him, Adarsh was a study in stillness. Looking at Mr. Malhotra, Adarsh felt a flicker of a different emotion. The elder man reminded him of the patriarchs back home, men of strong will and rigid beliefs. In another life, Adarsh would have looked at him as a father figure, someone to be respected for the legacy he had built.

Adarsh leaned forward slightly, his voice dropping to a softer, almost persuasive tone. He wasn't just talking as a lawyer; he was talking as a man who understood the weight of family. “Mr. Malhotra,” Adarsh began gently, “I understand the value of stability. But the world outside this room is changing. This case will not stand in court for much longer. These clauses are becoming pointless in the eyes of modern law. They serve no business purpose, and eventually, they will only lead to bitterness between you and your son.”

Mr. Malhotra’s face hardened, his eyes flashing with a sudden, cold fire. He cut Adarsh off with a sharp wave of his hand.

“Pointless for you, perhaps, Mr. Prosecutor,” Malhotra spat the word prosecutor as if it were an insult. “In this city of glass and steel, people forget where they come from. But in this family, we have some traditional values left still in our blood. We value the foundation of a home. Something you city-bred lawyers wouldn't understand.”

The room went silent. Varun looked at Adarsh, expecting a sharp legal retort. Prashant tightened his grip on his folder, feeling the sting of the insult on his friend's behalf.

But Adarsh didn't get angry. Instead, a small, knowing smile played at the corners of his mouth, a smile he kept carefully hidden in his mind.

What should I explain to him? Adarsh thought, the image of the sun setting over the fields of Lasalgaon flashing briefly in his mind. He thinks I am a product of this city’s coldness. He doesn't realize I come from a place far more precious and traditional than this boardroom could ever be. My 'values' wasn't written in a corporate rulebook; it was etched in the soil of a farm.

He didn't correct the older man. He didn't need to. His silence was his greatest strength.

“I understand your position, sir,” Adarsh said calmly, his composure unshaken. Then, he turned back to the legal reality. “However, as a lawyer, it is my duty to tell you that under Section 241 of the Companies Act, oppressive policies can be challenged. We are prepared to contest its validity before the National Company Law Tribunal.”

The mention of the Tribunal acted like a cold splash of water. Mr. Malhotra looked at Adarsh in disbelief, then at his son. “Varun, you’d really take a stand against what’s been our tradition for generations. You are willing to drag your own family to court over this?”

“If it comes to that, yes,” Varun replied, his voice gaining a strength that Adarsh’s presence seemed to provide. “I’m not against marriage, but I refuse to be forced into it as a condition of my capability. I want to lead based on my merits, not on archaic customs.”

A heavy, suffocating silence filled the room. Mr. Malhotra and Mr. Meher exchanged troubled glances, realizing the battle over tradition versus progress was only just beginning.

.....

The courtroom was packed with the doors, the air heavy with anticipation and the scent of old paper. Every bench was filled with lawyers, law students, and curious observers who had come to see the “legal lion” of Mumbai in action. The presence of the Malhotra family gave the room a charged, historic energy.

Adarsh stood at the petitioner’s podium. He was the picture of composed intensity. Opposite him, the Malhotra legal team looked confident, relying on the weight of decades of tradition.

The judge adjusted his spectacles and looked down at the documents. “Proceed,” he commanded.

The Opposing Counsel stood up, his voice booming with practiced authority. “My Lord, stability is a cornerstone of the business world. For generations, our company has maintained that a married chairman assures investors of reliability. It is a logical expectation rooted in proven tradition. A man who can manage a family is seen as a man who can manage an empire. We are simply asking to maintain the standards that built this group.”

Adarsh didn't wait for the echoes of the other lawyer's voice to die down. He stepped forward, his voice calm but carrying to every corner of the room.

“My Lord, mandating marriage as a prerequisite for leadership is a personal imposition, not a business requirement,” Adarsh argued. “Under Article 21 of the Constitution, every individual has the right to personal liberty. This includes the right to choose when, how, or if they marry. There is no legal precedent that equates marital status with competence. This is just pressure from outdated traditions being disguised as corporate governance.”

The Judge leaned forward, his interest piqued. “And what do you say about the proposed amendment to the company charter, Mr. Diwan?”

“It is an act of corporate oppression under Section 241 of the Companies Act,” Adarsh replied sharply. “Using a charter amendment to target a specific individual’s personal life is a misuse of the law. We request an immediate injunction against any attempt to enforce such an amendment.”

A brief, tense deliberation followed. The only sound in the room was the ticking of the wall clock and the soft murmurs of the gallery. Finally, the Judge cleared his throat.

“The court rules in favor of the petitioner,” the Judge declared, his voice firm. “The Board cannot disqualify Mr. Varun Malhotra based on marital status. The company must update its rule book and official documents accordingly. Just as outdated practices like the abolition of the Managing Agency System and gender-based inheritance reforms have evolved, so must traditions that hinder merit and progress. Case dismissed.”

The courtroom erupted in murmurs of approval. Varun exhaled a long breath he seemed to have been holding for days. He turned to Adarsh, and they exchanged a firm, relieved handshake. It was a victory not just for a client, but for the idea that merit should always come before archaic rules.

.....

That evening, the celebration moved to the Aer Bar and Lounge. It was a stylish, relaxed rooftop space where the breeze from the sea provided a relief from the day’s heat. Adarsh, Varun, and Varun’s close friend Kunal sat around a low table, the city lights twinkling like diamonds below them.

Kunal raised his glass with a grin. “Funny, huh? You fought a legal battle just to stay unmarried, Varun, while I fought for years just to escape a rushed marriage I was forced into at a young age.”

Varun clinked his glass against Kunal’s. “It was never truly about marriage, Kunal. It was about the right to choose. You deserved your freedom then, and I deserved the choice now.”

“Exactly,” Kunal agreed, leaning back. “Society always tries to push these timelines on us. They have a map for your life before you even get to live it. It doesn’t fit everyone.”

Adarsh, who had been listening quietly, raised his own glass. The “relentless professional” was finally relaxing, but his mind was still reflecting on the deeper meaning of the day. “To breaking old rules and choosing our own paths,” Adarsh said. “Cheers!”

Their laughter blended with the ambience buzz of the lounge. For a few hours, the weight of the legal world was gone, replaced by the warmth of a personal victory.

.....

It was very late when Adarsh finally returned to the quiet of his apartment. He stood by the large window, gazing at the Mumbai skyline. The city was a sea of lights, each one representing a person with their own struggles and expectations.

“How many people out there are being forced into choices that aren’t their own?” he wondered aloud.

He thought about his own journey. He had reached so many milestones, but he had always chosen them himself.

Milestones should guide us, not chain us, he thought. Varun doesn't hate marriage; he just values it on his own terms. That is proof enough that life’s path isn’t one-size-fits-all. Society sets the rules, but we must have the courage to follow our own timelines.

For the first time in a long time, he wasn't just thinking about the law. He was thinking about the freedom to choose.

.....

The courtroom victory for Varun Malhotra had barely settled into the evening news cycle before the next storm arrived at the doors of Diwan & Associates. By the following mid-morning, the sunlight was filtering through the large windows of the conference room, casting bright squares onto the shelves of legal texts.

Adarsh didn't have time to dwell on yesterday’s win. Sitting across from him was Ananya Kapoor, a poised and successful entrepreneur whose name was currently being dragged through a digital firestorm. She looked calm, but the white-knuckled grip she had on her leather handbag told a different story.

“I built my career on my terms, Adarsh,” Ananya began, her voice firm despite the situation. “But now the media is twisting it against me. They’re falsely linking me to a celebrity and spreading rumors that I’m involved in money laundering. It’s not just damaging to my reputation; it’s affecting my business contracts and investor confidence.”

Adarsh leaned forward, his expression turning serious. He had seen this pattern before, the attempt to diminish a woman’s success by manufacturing a scandal.

“This is a clear case of defamation,” Adarsh stated, his voice a steadying force in the room. “Your personal life has nothing to do with your professional success. These people are using sensationalism to mask a lack of evidence. We will fight these baseless allegations legally and publicly. We will hold them accountable for every word.”

Prashant, standing nearby and already drafting a media strategy in his head, nodded in agreement. “We’ll counter these false accusations with concrete evidence of your success and integrity. I’ll send you a list of documents we need for the case immediately. We need to show the world the paper trail of your hard work.”

Aarav, the junior lawyer, adjusted his glasses as he looked over the preliminary research. “We are focusing on the defamation
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