
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



The Rule of Heartbeats

A grumpy doctor. A free-spirited photographer. One inconvenient twist of fate that forces them together.

Manoranjan ghoshal


A Few Words About the Book

Some love stories follow logic. This one never stood a chance.

Dr. Ethan Cole has spent his life avoiding risks, controlling every heartbeat he monitors—including his own. Sienna Harper is the exact opposite: a free-spirited photographer who refuses to be tied down.

When fate forces them together, their worlds collide in a whirlwind of clashing personalities, undeniable attraction, and a connection neither of them expected.

But Sienna doesn’t stay. She never stays.

And Ethan doesn’t chase. Until her absence teaches him the hardest lesson of all—some hearts are worth breaking the rules for.

A grumpy vs. sunshine, slow-burn contemporary romance about love, risk, and the one person who changes everything, The Rule of Heartbeats will stay with you long after the final page

The Rule of Heartbeats

Some hearts follow logic. His never strayed from it.

Dr. Ethan Cole has spent his life believing in control—of his work, his emotions, and the rhythm of every beating heart he’s ever monitored. As one of London’s most sought-after cardiologists, he doesn’t have time for distractions. Especially not the kind that come with wild smiles, late-night conversations, and the chaos of a woman who refuses to stay still.

But then Sienna Harper stumbles—literally—into his life.

A free-spirited travel photographer with a heart that beats to its own reckless rhythm, Sienna has never been one to settle. The world is too big, life is too short, and love? Love is just another thing she can’t afford to hold onto.

When a medical mishap forces her to slow down, she ends up crashing into Ethan’s meticulously controlled world. And to her utter delight—and his absolute horror—she refuses to play by his rules.

She fills his silent apartment with music and paint-stained fingertips. She challenges his routines, his need for distance, his fear of wanting something he can’t control.

And the most dangerous part?

He lets her.

Because the more time they spend together, the harder it becomes for Ethan to ignore the truth:

Some hearts don’t follow logic. Some hearts leap. Some hearts risk everything.

And for the first time in his life, his just might be one of them.

But Sienna doesn’t stay.

She never stays.

And when the time comes for her to leave, Ethan will have to make a choice:

Let her go and pretend she never mattered—or break every rule he’s ever lived by to fight for the only woman who ever made him feel alive.

A slow-burn, grumpy vs. sunshine contemporary romance filled with electric chemistry, emotional depth, and a love worth taking the ultimate risk for, The Rule of Heartbeats is a story about falling, fighting, and finally choosing the kind of love that doesn’t let go.
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Chapter 1: The Unlikely Collision

[image: ]




Ethan

Dr. Ethan Cole had precisely seventeen minutes to enjoy his espresso before heading back to the hospital.

Seventeen minutes of silence. Of predictability. Of solitude.

Except, the world rarely adhered to his schedule.

The small café inside the contemporary art gallery was crowded, filled with chatter and the clinking of porcelain cups. The air smelled of roasted coffee beans, paint, and something vaguely floral—perhaps the scent of an artist’s perfume lingering in the air. It wasn’t his usual haunt. His preferred café—quieter, more efficient—was closed for renovations, forcing him into this pretentious chaos of art lovers and tourists who debated abstract brushstrokes over overpriced pastries.

Ethan was not a man of art. He was a man of science, of logic, of data.

He had long accepted that emotions, particularly the unpredictable kind, were distractions. And distractions led to mistakes.

Tucking his phone into his pocket, he took a slow sip of his espresso, relishing the bitterness. Strong, black, no sugar—the way coffee should be. He checked his watch. Sixteen minutes remaining.

A deep breath. A fleeting moment of quiet.

And then—

A gasp. A chair scraping against the floor. A sudden, sharp intake of breath.

His eyes snapped to the source of the sound.

A woman stood near the centre of the café, teetering unsteadily on her feet. One hand clutched a small camera, the other gripped the back of a chair as if trying to anchor herself. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her head tilted slightly as though the world around her had just shifted.

Even from a distance, he recognized the signs.

Light-headedness. Rapid pulse. Unsteady balance.

Something was wrong.

His body moved before his mind had even made the decision. Years of training had ingrained an instinctive response to emergencies.

He crossed the room swiftly, reaching her just as her knees buckled.

She fell against him.

Ethan caught her easily, steadying her before she hit the ground.

Her weight was slight against his frame, but there was warmth—unexpected, unfamiliar.

She blinked up at him, dazed. Her eyes—hazel, framed by thick lashes—were unfocused for a moment before recognition flickered in them.

“Are you alright?” His voice was measured, controlled.

A weak, breathless chuckle. “I... think so.”

But her body disagreed.

Her pulse was erratic beneath his fingertips. He was still holding her arm, unconsciously monitoring her condition. Too fast. Too irregular.

“Sit down,” he instructed, guiding her to a nearby chair. “Deep breaths.”

She exhaled shakily but obeyed.

Ethan crouched beside her, assessing her quickly. “Do you feel lightheaded? Nauseous?”

She waved a hand dismissively. “It’s nothing. Just stood up too fast.”

Lies. He had seen enough patients to recognize when someone was downplaying their symptoms.

His eyes flickered over her—long chestnut-brown hair tied up in a loose bun, stray strands falling over her face. Sun-kissed skin, a dusting of freckles across her nose. She was dressed casually—denim shorts, an oversized linen shirt, leather sandals. A camera strap hung loosely around her neck, the expensive-looking device resting against her stomach.

She didn’t look like a local. More like a traveler, someone who had wandered into this café out of curiosity.

“Have you felt like this before?” he pressed.

Something flickered across her face—something guarded, fleeting.

“Nope,” she said lightly. “First time.”

Another lie.

Ethan exhaled slowly. He didn’t have time for dishonesty, but pushing her too hard would likely make her retreat.
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