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Dedication

To those who have ever loved the darkness and let it love them back. 




Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

This book contains scenes of horror, suspense, and dark romance, including sensual themes. Reader discretion is advised. 




Introduction

Some stories choose you before you choose them. 

Some creatures wait centuries to find a heart willing to accept them. And some love demands everything you are—fear, desire, consent, and surrender. 

The Creature That Chose My Heart is a journey into darkness, obsession, and the boundaries of love and horror. Here, the line between protector and predator blurs, and the one who watches from the shadows may be the only one keeping you alive—or consuming you entirely. 

This story is not for the faint of heart. It is a tale of intimacy twisted with terror, of devotion entwined with danger, and of a love that will endure far beyond the limits of human understanding. 

If you choose to open these pages, be prepared to surrender to the unknown. 
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Chapter 1: Breathing

The first night I heard it, I was awake enough to know I wasn’t dreaming, but tired enough to doubt myself. 

That was how it began—softly, politely, as if whatever lived beneath my bed understood the importance of timing. 

I had turned off the light an hour earlier. The room had settled into its familiar night sounds: the distant hum of traffic, the occasional bark of a stray dog somewhere down the street, the ceiling fan slicing the heat into tolerable pieces. My eyes were closed, but sleep hovered just out of reach, teasing me with half-formed thoughts and drifting images. 

Then I heard the breathing. 

At first, I assumed it was my own. 

The sound was slow. Measured. Deep. It rose and fell with a patience that felt almost deliberate. I lay still, one hand resting on my stomach, feeling my chest rise and fall as quietly as possible. 

The sound did not match me. 

It came from below. 

From beneath the bed. 

My eyes opened. 

Darkness pressed in from every corner of the room, thick and intimate. The kind of darkness that felt alive—not empty, but waiting. I stared at the ceiling, heart thudding louder now, listening. 

Breath in. 

Breath out. 

There was no rush to it. No panic. Whatever was breathing down there was comfortable. Settled. As if it had been there for a long time and had finally decided to let me notice. 

I swallowed hard. 

Old houses made noises, I told myself. Pipes expanded. Wood shifted. Rats nested in places they shouldn’t. India was full of old buildings that breathed and groaned like tired animals. My rational mind lined up explanations neatly, one after the other, hoping one would stick. 

None of them sounded like this. 

This was warm breath. Moist. Intimate. 

I turned my head slowly toward the edge of the bed. Moonlight leaked through the thin gap in the curtains, painting pale silver lines across the floor. The underside of the bed remained a solid block of black, swallowing the light whole. 

The breathing continued. 

I held my own breath. 

The sound did not stop. 

That was when fear reached my spine—not sharp, not explosive, but heavy. A slow, sinking realization that pressed into my bones and refused to leave. Something was there. Something real enough to breathe. 

“Hello?” My voice cracked as it left my mouth, barely louder than a whisper.

The breathing paused. 

For one terrible moment, I thought I had imagined everything. Relief surged, hot and dizzying. 

Then something whispered my name. 

Perfectly. 

Not mispronounced. Not hesitant. Not guessed. 

Known. 

The sound came from directly beneath me, close enough that I felt it vibrate through the mattress. My name slid into the air like it had been practiced for centuries, shaped with care and familiarity. 

I screamed. 

The sound ripped out of me before I could stop it. I scrambled backward, tangling myself in the bedsheet, nearly falling off the mattress as my heart slammed against my ribs like it was trying to escape first. 

The light snapped on. 

My room reappeared instantly—plain walls, wooden wardrobe, small desk cluttered with books and chargers. Ordinary. Safe. Empty. 

I stared at the bed. 

Nothing moved beneath it. 

No shadow. No eyes. No claws reaching for me. 

The silence felt louder than the breathing ever had. 

I didn’t sleep that night.

I sat against the headboard with the light on until dawn, convincing myself again and again that exhaustion had played tricks on my mind. That stress could make you hear things. That loneliness could fill empty spaces with imagined companions. 

By morning, I almost believed it. 

Almost. 

The second night, I left the light on. 

I slept facing the door, not the bed. I even shoved my suitcase halfway under the frame, blocking the darkness beneath like a childish talisman. 

It didn’t matter.

The breathing returned. 

This time, it began the moment I closed my eyes. 

Soft. Slow. Content. 

I didn’t scream.

I didn’t move.

I listened. 

The sound curled through the room, wrapping itself around my nerves. There was no threat in it—no aggression, no hunger. It sounded… fond. Like someone listening to you sleep because they liked the way you existed. 

“I know you’re there,” I whispered, my throat tight.

The breathing hitched. 

Just slightly. 

As if surprised. 

As if pleased. 

Something shifted under the bed. Not a scramble. Not a crawl. A careful adjustment, like a body turning onto its side. 

“You can hear me,” it said.

The voice was wrong—not because it was monstrous, but because it was gentle. Deep and layered, carrying an age that didn’t belong in my small rented room.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“To be close.”

Cold crept along my legs as something brushed the underside of the mattress. Not pushing. Not lifting. Just touching. 

“I’ve been waiting,” the voice murmured. “You finally noticed.”

I didn’t ask how long. 

Some instincts exist only to protect sanity. 

Sleep became impossible after that. 

I tried sleeping in the living room. The breathing followed. 

I tried music, headphones pressed tight against my ears. The breathing slipped into the rhythm, matching the beat until it felt like the song itself was inhaling and exhaling. 

I tried prayer. 

The breathing grew softer, reverent, as if listening. 

Days passed. Then weeks. 

I stopped telling myself it would go away. 

The presence beneath my bed became part of my routine. When I came home tired, the air felt thicker, warmer, expectant. When I lay down, the breathing resumed, steady as a promise. 

I noticed things then. 

How the room felt colder when I was away. How objects shifted subtly when I wasn’t looking—my chair angled toward the bed, the curtains drawn just a little tighter at night. How my dreams grew vivid, filled with dark shapes that watched from a distance but never harmed me. 

