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Disclaimer

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

This book contains mature themes and content intended for adult readers. Reader discretion is advised. 




Acknowledgments

I would like to extend my heartfelt thanks to: 

•   My family, for their unwavering support and patience. 

•   My readers, for believing in the stories I tell and sharing the journey with me. 

• The countless authors, filmmakers, and storytellers who inspired the suspense and 

dark romance woven into this tale. 

Your encouragement keeps the shadows alive and the stories unfolding. 




Introduction

Every place holds a story. Every shadow carries a memory. And sometimes, the past refuses to stay silent. 

I Belonged To Him After Death is a tale of obsession, love, betrayal, and the lingering power of memory. It explores what happens when trust is broken, when passion turns dark, and when death is not the end but a haunting continuation. 

As you turn these pages, you will witness lives intertwined in ways both tragic and eternal. You will feel the pull of desire, the sting of betrayal, and the chilling weight of supernatural echoes that refuse to fade. 

This story is for those who dare to see beyond the ordinary, who understand that sometimes the past never truly dies—and that some stories need a witness. 
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Chapter 1 – Heartbreak in the City

Ariana Blake stood at the window of her high-rise apartment, staring out at the kaleidoscope of lights that painted New York’s skyline. The city hummed with its usual restless energy, yellow taxis weaving between towering glass buildings, neon signs flickering like heartbeat pulses, and the faint sound of distant sirens threading through the night. It was beautiful, intoxicating, but tonight, it felt alien. To her, it was a reminder that while the world went on, her own life had just been upended. 

She hadn’t planned it this way. Breaking off her engagement wasn’t something she’d ever imagined herself doing. Yet, as she traced the rim of her wine glass with a delicate finger, swirling the deep crimson liquid and watching its reflection shimmer under the dim light, she realised she had no choice. Every time she tried to picture a life with Daniel, it felt like wearing someone else’s skin—tight, suffocating, and utterly foreign. The promises, the whispered plans of forever, the late-night talks about homes and children—all of it had suddenly seemed hollow. 

Ariana sank onto the edge of her sofa, letting the softness of the cushions absorb some of the tension knotted in her shoulders. The apartment, with its minimalist décor, gleaming surfaces, and carefully curated art pieces, had always been her sanctuary. But tonight, it felt like a gallery showcasing her failures. Her laptop lay on the coffee table, the screen still open to Daniel’s last message: “Are you sure about this? I thought we were happy…” The words haunted her. They were not angry, not pleading—just a question, quiet and persistent. And she knew she couldn’t give him the answer he wanted.

Her mind replayed the last few weeks in agonising detail. The small cracks that had appeared in their relationship, barely noticeable at first, had widened into gaping chasms. Daniel’s career demanded long hours and frequent travel, leaving Ariana to feel increasingly invisible in her own life. And though she tried to voice her growing unease, each conversation ended in forced smiles and hurried reassurances, neither of them truly listening. Love, she realised bitterly, wasn’t enough to bridge a widening silence. It hadn’t been enough for them. 

The city outside offered no comfort, only contrast. Couples strolled along the illuminated streets, laughter spilling into the night air. Friends gathered in bars with the unrestrained joy of people who hadn’t spent months navigating emotional distance. Ariana felt a pang of envy so sharp it took her breath away. For a moment, she allowed herself to imagine being one of those women—carefree, untethered, and unburdened by heartbreak. But that version of herself was gone, at least for now. 

She picked up her phone, scrolling aimlessly through messages from friends who had called to check on her. Each one ended with the same refrain: “Are you okay?” She wasn’t okay, and she didn’t know when she would be. The thought of spending another night in silence, with only her thoughts as company, was almost unbearable. Ariana had always been independent, proud of her ability to handle life’s challenges on her own. Yet tonight, the weight of solitude pressed down on her, heavy and unyielding. 

Her gaze drifted to the framed photograph on the mantelpiece—a smiling image of her and Daniel at the beach, arms wrapped around each other, the golden sun setting behind them. She remembered the warmth of that day, the way the sand had slipped between her toes, the sound of waves crashing against the shore. It had felt eternal. Now, that eternity was gone, replaced by a stark, unrelenting reality. Ariana’s throat tightened, and she swallowed hard, fighting back tears that threatened to spill over. 

A sudden knock on the door jolted her from her reverie. For a moment, her heart leapt with hope—perhaps it was Daniel, coming to plead, to explain, to turn back the hands of time. But when she opened it, there was no one. Only the echo of her own anticipation, mocking her. She closed the door slowly, leaning against it as if it could support the weight of her emotions. The apartment felt emptier than ever, the shadows in the corners lengthened, and the silence screamed louder than any voice. 

Ariana wandered into the kitchen, opening the fridge without really thinking, and pulled out a bottle of water. She poured a glass, letting the cool liquid soothe her parched throat, and stared at the condensation forming on the outside. Each droplet seemed like a tiny mirror, reflecting fragments of her life back at her—the broken dreams, the silent arguments, the laughter that had faded into memory. She thought about Daniel again, about the life they had planned, and the life she wanted for herself. They weren’t the same, and acknowledging that truth was both liberating and terrifying. 

For the first time that night, she allowed herself a small, shaky smile. Breaking up with Daniel had been the hardest decision of her life, yet somewhere beneath the layers of grief and doubt, Ariana felt a flicker of something else—possibility. She had a city at her feet, a career she loved, and an independence she had never fully appreciated. Maybe, just maybe, she could rediscover herself in the spaces between heartbreak and hope. 

Her phone buzzed again, a reminder of the world beyond her apartment. Ariana ignored it, letting the city’s distant pulse and her own heartbeat fill the room. She took a deep breath, straightened her shoulders, and whispered to herself: “Tomorrow, I start again.”

And with that, she let the night wash over her, a mix of sorrow and anticipation, fear and freedom, knowing that the life she had lost with Daniel was closing, and a new chapter— uncertain, daunting, but entirely her own—was waiting to be written. 

The next morning, sunlight spilled across Ariana’s apartment, soft and forgiving, as if the city itself offered a quiet reprieve from the heaviness of last night. She moved slowly, almost reluctantly, through her morning routine—shower, coffee, and a careful inspection of her reflection in the mirror. Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, framing her face in a way that seemed familiar yet distant. She studied her own eyes, searching for signs of the woman she had been before heartbreak arrived. Somewhere in there, she knew, was the resilience that had always carried her through challenges. 

Sitting at her kitchen table, she opened her laptop. The cursor blinked at her insistently, waiting for words she wasn’t sure she could write. Ariana had decided—though it felt both thrilling and nerve-wracking—that she needed a roommate. Not just for the obvious financial relief, but for company, for the presence of another human being in her life who wasn’t Daniel, and who might help her reclaim the parts of herself she had lost.

She typed carefully, each word measured. “Looking for a responsible, tidy roommate for a two-bedroom apartment in Manhattan. Must be independent, considerate, and respectful of personal space. Non-smoker. Pet-friendly preferred. Move-in available immediately.” She paused, re-reading the description. It sounded clinical, even cold, yet it was honest. She wasn’t searching for a friend, not yet—not someone to fill the gaping hole in her heart. She just needed someone who could exist alongside her without complicating her fragile sense of self. 

Clicking ‘Post,’ Ariana felt a strange mix of relief and anxiety. The ad was out there now, floating in the vast digital ether, waiting for someone unknown to reply. She imagined the potential candidates: a college student trying to make it in the city, a young professional seeking refuge from their own heartbreak, maybe even someone eccentric, creative, or entirely unexpected. Her mind flitted briefly to the possibilities, some comforting, some thrilling, others a little frightening. 

The first responses trickled in within hours. Ariana scrolled through them, reading carefully, trying to gauge the personality behind each message. Most were ordinary enough: polite introductions, brief descriptions of work or study, assurances of cleanliness and responsibility. None of them sparked anything beyond mild interest. She set most aside, marking them as maybe, uncertain if she wanted to deal with strangers invading her carefully curated life. 

And then there was Hana. 

Her email was simple, understated, almost shy in tone: “Hello, my name is Hailey Carter. I saw your ad and am very interested in the room. I am tidy, quiet, and easy to get along with. I have a stable job and can provide references. I would love the opportunity to meet you.” It was nothing extraordinary, yet something about the phrasing lingered in Ariana’s mind. There was a calmness to it, a subtle attentiveness that made the words feel personal rather than generic. 

Ariana replied, setting up a meeting for that afternoon. The city seemed to hum more intensely as she waited, her mind oscillating between curiosity and apprehension. What would Hana be like? Would she fit into the quiet rhythm Ariana had cultivated for herself? She poured herself a second cup of coffee, its bitter aroma filling the apartment, and tried to focus on her work instead of the small flutter of anticipation that had settled in her chest. 

When Hana arrived, Ariana opened the door cautiously. The young woman standing there was petite, her dark hair pulled back neatly, dressed simply but elegantly. She offered a small, polite smile, and her eyes—large, attentive, and unassuming—met Ariana’s with an intensity that was disarming. Hana’s voice was soft, measured, almost hesitant, yet there was a confidence in the way she spoke that suggested careful observation and an awareness of her surroundings. 

“Hello,” Hana said. “Thank you for meeting me.”

Ariana gestured for her to come in, feeling an unexpected warmth at the sight of this calm, composed stranger. They walked through the apartment together, Hana asking polite questions about the layout, the utilities, and the neighbourhood. Ariana answered, noting the quiet attentiveness of her guest. Hana listened as though each word carried weight, nodding subtly, absorbing information without interruption. 

They ended in the living room, where Ariana offered Hana a seat. Coffee in hand, they talked briefly about work, life in the city, and the mundane details that normally filled small talk. Ariana felt a strange ease, a sense of quiet comfort in Hana’s presence. There was something about the young woman’s attention to detail, the way she remembered small facts and repeated them in conversation, that made Ariana feel seen—not observed, exactly, but noticed in a way that was rare. 

By the end of their meeting, Ariana felt a decision forming, almost instinctively. Hana was polite, careful, and unassuming, yet there was an intensity lurking beneath the surface, a subtle focus that suggested depth. Ariana didn’t know it yet, but this choice would change everything. She extended her hand, offering a tentative smile. 

“Would you like the room?” she asked.

Hana’s smile widened slightly, and she nodded. “I would love it.”

As Hana moved her things into the spare bedroom the following week, Ariana watched quietly from the doorway, noting the meticulous way Hana arranged her belongings, the care with which she folded clothes, the precise placement of her books and personal items. It was almost mesmerizing. Ariana felt a flicker of something she couldn’t yet name—a mixture of relief, curiosity, and unease. 

That evening, as Ariana sank back onto her sofa, she reflected on the first encounter. Hana seemed harmless, even gentle. Yet there was an intensity in those quiet eyes, a stillness that suggested more than casual interest. Ariana shook her head, dismissing the thought as paranoia. She was, after all, just seeking a roommate, someone to share space and not her heart. 

But the city had its own rhythm, and often, people were not what they seemed. 

The first few days with Hana in the apartment passed uneventfully, almost soothingly so. Ariana found herself adjusting to the subtle presence of another person in her life—not intrusive, but noticeable. Hana moved quietly through the apartment, her footsteps barely audible against the polished wooden floors. She kept to her routines, tidy and considerate, yet Ariana began to notice the small details: the way Hana always asked before borrowing anything, how she seemed to remember everything Ariana mentioned, even offhand comments about work or friends. It was unnervingly attentive, but for now, Ariana brushed it off as conscientiousness. 

One evening, Ariana returned from a late client meeting to find Hana in the kitchen, quietly preparing tea. The soft clinking of cups and the faint aroma of chamomile greeted her. Hana looked up, smiling faintly, as though she had been expecting her. 

“Long day?” Hana asked, her voice calm and measured.

Ariana nodded, setting her bag down. “You could say that. New campaign, new deadlines. You know how it goes.”

Hana poured the tea with meticulous care, then handed a cup to Ariana. “I made this for you. Thought it might help you relax.”

Ariana took a sip, surprised by the comfort it brought. It was a small gesture, yet the thoughtfulness felt magnified by the quiet of the apartment. She realised she hadn’t been offered a warm gesture like this in a long time, not since her engagement had begun to unravel. Hana’s presence was oddly reassuring.

As the week progressed, Ariana noticed more of Hana’s habits. She mirrored Ariana’s preferences—she bought the same brand of coffee, organised her books in alphabetical order like Ariana did, and even seemed to adopt some of Ariana’s casual mannerisms. At first, Ariana found it amusing, a harmless quirk of a roommate eager to fit in. “She’s just polite,” Ariana told herself. “A little eager, but harmless.”

Yet there was a subtle undercurrent that Ariana couldn’t quite ignore. Hana’s attentiveness sometimes bordered on intensity. She asked questions about Ariana’s past relationships— not prying, exactly, but carefully, almost as if cataloguing every detail. She remembered conversations in precise detail, sometimes bringing up anecdotes Ariana had barely considered important. At first, it was flattering, a validation of Ariana’s life experiences. But then, a slight unease settled in her chest. 

Ariana tried to shake the feeling. She poured herself another glass of wine one night, watching Hana organise the living room while humming softly. “She’s harmless,” Ariana muttered to herself again. And yet, the hum of the city outside her window, the way the lights cast long shadows across the apartment, made the air feel charged with something Ariana couldn’t quite name.

The turning point came one morning when Ariana was rushing to a client meeting. She left her phone on the kitchen counter, papers spilling from her bag as she hurried to the elevator. When she returned hours later, Hana was standing by the counter, phone in hand, scrolling through messages. Ariana froze for a moment, unsure whether to confront her. Hana looked up, eyes bright and innocent. 

“I saw your phone on the counter,” she said softly. “I didn’t read anything, just wanted to make sure it was safe.”

Ariana felt a jolt of discomfort. “Thanks,” she said, her voice clipped. “I… I didn’t realise you were looking at it.”

Hana’s smile never wavered. “Of course, I’d never invade your privacy.” But Ariana couldn’t shake the feeling of being observed, of someone cataloguing her life with meticulous care. 

Later that evening, Ariana found herself pacing in the living room, wine glass in hand, replaying the incident. She loved the idea of having a roommate, someone to share space with after months of solitude. Yet Hana’s presence, as unobtrusive as it seemed, carried an intensity that unsettled her. There was something careful, deliberate, in the way Hana moved through the apartment, always noticing, always remembering. 

Ariana tried to rationalise it. Hana was considerate, attentive, almost flawless in her courtesy. Maybe Ariana was just tired, vulnerable, adjusting to life after Daniel. Perhaps she was imagining danger where there was none. 

And yet, there were moments that lingered in her mind: Hana standing in the doorway, silently watching Ariana fold laundry, or the way she sometimes appeared in the kitchen just as Ariana thought of getting a snack, as though anticipating her movements. Small coincidences, she told herself. Harmless coincidences. 

By the end of the week, Ariana found herself observing Hana more closely. She watched the way Hana smiled when Ariana laughed, how she mirrored expressions almost perfectly, and how she seemed to internalise Ariana’s moods, shifting subtly with her emotions. It was uncanny, and Ariana felt a strange mixture of curiosity and wariness. 

That night, Ariana lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The apartment was quiet, yet the thought of Hana in the next room kept her alert. She reminded herself that she had made a choice—Hana was her roommate, not a threat. Still, as sleep finally claimed her, a part of her couldn’t help but feel that this was just the beginning of something far more complicated than she could imagine. 

Days turned into a week, and Ariana began to settle into the new rhythm of life with Hana. The apartment no longer felt entirely lonely; the quiet presence of her roommate brought a strange sense of company she hadn’t realised she needed. Yet, as the comfort grew, so too did the subtle, almost imperceptible signs that something about Hana was… different.

It started with the smallest of things. Ariana noticed that Hana had a tendency to appear wherever she was, almost simultaneously, as if reading the exact moment she would enter a room. One evening, Ariana sank into her favourite armchair with a book, expecting a few hours of solitude. Moments later, Hana quietly entered, carrying a tray of tea and biscuits, placing it on the table without making a sound. “I thought you might like a snack,” she said softly, her eyes flicking to Ariana’s hands as she adjusted her book. 

Ariana smiled politely, accepting the tray. Yet, inside, a strange shiver ran down her spine. It wasn’t the gesture itself—it was the precision, the timing, the way Hana seemed to anticipate her needs before she even acknowledged them. Ariana told herself it was coincidence, or that Hana was simply thoughtful. But the tiny coincidences kept mounting, forming a pattern that Ariana couldn’t easily dismiss.

Then there were the conversations. Hana listened with such intensity that it was almost unsettling. Ariana could feel her words being weighed and stored, measured and noted. Small remarks—about her favourite films, her work habits, even past relationships—would resurface in later discussions, sometimes slightly altered, almost as if Hana had memorised them not merely to remember, but to reflect them back perfectly. At first, Ariana found it flattering, a sign of attention and care. But soon, she noticed the pattern: it was consistent, calculated, and unnerving. 

One evening, Ariana returned from a late dinner with friends to find Hana rearranging the living room. The furniture had not been moved significantly, but it was placed slightly differently, aligned with precise symmetry that made the room feel almost staged. Hana looked up with a calm smile. “I thought this arrangement might feel more harmonious,” she said. Her voice was gentle, almost apologetic, yet Ariana

























