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Introduction

Some secrets refuse to stay buried. 

Some truths wait patiently beneath the surface, hidden for years until the right moment arrives. 

He Loved Me In The Dark is a story of love, loss, betrayal, revenge, and redemption. At its heart lies a mystery spanning decades, where the past refuses to remain silent and the truth slowly rises from the depths. 

As the shadows deepen and the water remembers what others wish to forget, one question remains: How far can a secret travel before it finally demands to be heard? 

Thank you for joining this journey. 

I hope you enjoy every page. 

— Brad H. 




Table Of Contents

Chapter 1 – The Woman In The Water 

Chapter 2 – Echoes Beneath The Surface 

Chapter 3 – The First Love 

Chapter 4 – The Silent Marriage  

Chapter 5 – Beneath The Water 

Chapter 6 – The Woman In Blue  

Chapter 7 – The First Murder  

Chapter 8 – The Water Remembers 

Chapter 9 – The Truth Beneath The Water 

Chapter 10 – He Loved Me In The Dark 

Epilogue 

About The Author 

Thank You To All The Readers 




Also By Brad H.

Shadows Around My Heart

Old Wounds Between Us

Love In Quiet Places

Almost Gone From Me

Desire On Trigger

Where Love Haunts

His Even After Death

The Dangerous Psycho

Every Clue Led Back

Too Close For Silence

Only Safe With Him

Under Silent Watch

Breaking Into Us

Falling For Danger

Fire Between Hearts

The Prime Suspect

Claimed By The Dead

Loving The Prime Suspect

Kiss Me Before You Hunt Me

Sleeping Beside Secrets

The Truth Saw Everything

A Small Favour

 

Thank you for reading! 
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Chapter 1: The Woman In The Water

The rain had been falling over Whitby since midnight. 

Not the violent kind that battered rooftops and rattled windows, but a steady, relentless drizzle that seemed determined to soak every stone in the old seaside town. Water trickled along narrow pavements, gathered in gutters, and slid down the ancient brick walls of terraced buildings overlooking the harbour. 

At half past six in the morning, the town was still mostly asleep. 

Fishing boats rocked gently against their moorings. Street lamps cast pale reflections across puddles. The sea beyond the harbour wall was hidden beneath a blanket of grey mist. 

On the third floor of an apartment building on Church Street, someone screamed. 

The sound shattered the morning silence. 

A door slammed open. 

Footsteps thundered along a corridor. 

Then came another scream. 

Neighbours began opening their doors. 

"What happened?" 

"Who's shouting?" 

"Call someone!" 

Within minutes, the entire floor had descended into confusion. 

At the centre of it all stood a young woman named Rebecca Mills. 

She was trembling so badly she could barely remain standing. 

Her eyes were fixed on the open bathroom door at the end of the corridor. 

"I—I found her," she whispered. 

Nobody needed to ask who she meant. 

Everyone in the building knew Eleanor Hart. 

The woman who lived alone in Flat 3C. 

The woman whose smile brightened every room she entered. 

The woman who was now lying dead on her bathroom floor. 

Police arrived eight minutes later. 

Uniformed officers quickly secured the building and prevented residents from entering the hallway. 

Detective Sergeant Ian Foster was among the first investigators on the scene. 

By the time he stepped inside Flat 3C, the atmosphere felt wrong. 

Not frightening. 

Not dangerous. 

Just wrong. 

The sort of feeling that settled in the pit of a person's stomach without explanation. 

The sitting room appeared perfectly normal. 

A half-finished mug of tea sat on a side table. 

A novel lay open on the sofa. 

Music still played softly from a wireless speaker in the corner. 

Everything suggested an ordinary evening interrupted by an ordinary tragedy. 

Until Foster reached the bathroom. 

He stopped immediately. 

The floor was covered in water. 

Not a little water. 

A great deal of it. 

Several inches deep in some places. 

His shoes splashed as he stepped forward. 

The bathtub had overflowed. 

Water continued dripping over the side and spreading across white tiles. 

And in the middle of the room lay Eleanor Hart. 

Motionless. 

Pale. 

Dead. 

Her dark hair floated around her shoulders. 

One hand rested beside the bathtub. 

The other lay across her chest. 

For a brief moment, it looked almost as though she were sleeping. 

Then Foster noticed her eyes. 

They were open. 

Staring upwards. 

Frozen forever. 

The ambulance crew had already confirmed there was nothing they could do. 

She had been dead for several hours. 

Foster crouched carefully beside the body. 

There were no obvious signs of violence. 

No knife wounds. 

No blood. 

No bruises visible from his position. 

The scene looked strangely peaceful. 

Which somehow made it worse. 

"What have we got?" another officer asked. 

Foster stood. 

"Female. Early thirties." 

He glanced at a document lying on a nearby shelf. 

"Eleanor Hart. Thirty-one." 

"Cause of death?" 

"Too early to say." 

The officer looked around the flooded room. 

"Looks like suicide." 

Foster didn't answer immediately. 

The possibility certainly existed. 

People drowned themselves every year. 

Mental health struggles were often invisible. 

Even friends sometimes missed the warning signs. 

Yet something bothered him. 

He couldn't identify what. 

Only that something about the scene felt incomplete. 

His gaze settled on the overflowing bathtub. 

Water continued dripping rhythmically onto the floor. 

Drip. 

Drip. 

Drip. 

The sound echoed through the room. 

Oddly loud. 

Almost deliberate. 

Foster shook off the thought. 

He was tired. 

Investigators often imagined strange things at death scenes. 

There would be a logical explanation. 

There always was. 

Forensics arrived shortly afterwards. 

Photographs were taken. 

Measurements recorded. 

Evidence collected. 

Hours passed. 

Outside, the rain continued. 

Inside, the mystery deepened. 

One of the forensic technicians approached Foster carrying a small notebook. 

"We found this in the bedroom." 

Foster accepted it. 

The notebook appeared ordinary. 

Dark blue cover. 

Slightly worn edges. 

He opened it carefully. 

Several pages contained handwritten notes. 

Shopping lists. 

Appointments. 

Random thoughts. 

Nothing unusual. 

Until he reached the final page. 

There was only one sentence. 

Written in shaky handwriting. 

The water remembers everything. 

Foster frowned. 

"What does that mean?" 

The technician shrugged. 

"No idea." 

Neither of them realised how important those words would become. 

Three miles away, Detective Chief Inspector Nathan Reed sat alone in his office. 

The station was unusually quiet. 

Most officers were still arriving for their shifts. 

Nathan had been awake since five. 

Sleep rarely came easily these days. 

Work helped. 

Work always helped. 

A steaming mug of black coffee sat beside a stack of case files. 

The window overlooked Whitby's harbour. 

Rain streaked the glass. 

The sea beyond looked dark and endless. 

Nathan rubbed his eyes. 

At thirty-five, he carried himself with the calm confidence of an experienced detective. 

Tall and broad-shouldered, with short dark hair and sharp grey eyes, he had earned a reputation for solving difficult cases. 

Colleagues respected him. 

Criminals feared him. 

Yet few people knew how lonely his life had become. 

His phone vibrated across the desk. 

He picked it up. 

"Reed." 

"Morning, sir." 

It was Foster. 

Nathan immediately recognised tension in his voice. 

"What is it?" 

"We've got a death." 

Nathan sighed. 

"Natural causes?" 

"No." 

The answer came too quickly. 

Nathan straightened. 

"Tell me." 

"Female. Thirty-one. Found in her apartment bathroom." 

Nathan reached for a pen. 

"Name?" 

There was a pause. 

A very brief pause. 

Then Foster spoke. 

"Eleanor Hart." 

Everything inside Nathan stopped. 

The pen slipped from his fingers. 

For several seconds he couldn't speak. 

Couldn't breathe. 

Couldn't think. 

Rain tapped softly against the window. 

His pulse thundered in his ears. 

"Sir?" 

Nathan swallowed. 

His throat felt dry. 

"What did you say?" 

"Eleanor Hart." 

The room suddenly seemed smaller. 

Colder. 

More distant. 

Nathan stared at the harbour beyond the window. 

He knew that name. 

Knew it better than anyone. 

For years he had tried to forget it. 

Failed every time. 

Because Eleanor Hart had once been the love of his life. 

The woman he had planned to marry. 

The woman who had broken his heart. 

The woman he had not seen in nearly six years. 

"Sir?" 

Foster's voice sounded far away. 

Nathan forced himself back into the present. 

"When?" 

"Sometime during the night." 

Nathan closed his eyes. 

Memories surged forward without warning. 

A laugh. 

A smile. 

A pair of bright eyes looking up at him beneath summer sunlight. 

Promises whispered beside the sea. 

Dreams shared between two people who believed love could conquer everything. 

He pushed the memories away. 

Now was not the time. 

"What have you got so far?" he asked quietly. 

"Possible suicide." 

Possible. 

The word settled uneasily in Nathan's chest. 

He didn't know why. 

Perhaps because the Eleanor he remembered had fought for life with remarkable determination. 

Perhaps because grief had already clouded his judgement. 

Or perhaps because something deeper whispered that the story wasn't that simple. 

Nathan stood. 

"I'm coming." 

"We can handle—" 

"I'm coming." 

The line went silent. 

"Yes, sir." 

Nathan ended the call. 

For several moments he remained motionless. 

Then he reached for his coat. 

As he walked towards the door, an unexpected memory surfaced. 

The final thing Eleanor had ever said to him. 

Years ago. 

Standing beneath heavy rain. 

Tears mixing with water on her face. 

Looking directly into his eyes. 

"I'll always love you, Nathan." 

He had never forgotten those words. 

Now he never would. 

Outside, the rain continued falling over Whitby. 

And somewhere beneath that endless grey sky, a dead woman waited to tell her story. 

The problem was that she could no longer speak. 

Or so everyone believed. 

Nathan Reed arrived at Church Street shortly after eight o'clock. 

The rain had eased into a fine mist that drifted through the narrow lanes of Whitby, clinging to coats and settling on parked cars. Police vehicles lined the street outside the apartment building. Curious residents watched from windows while officers moved in and out of the entrance carrying equipment and evidence bags. 

Nathan stepped out of his car and paused for a moment. 

He hadn't expected to feel this way. 

During his career, he had attended countless death scenes. He had witnessed tragedies that would haunt most people for the rest of their lives. Years of experience had taught him how to keep his emotions under control. 

Yet today was different. 

Because this wasn't a stranger. 

This was Eleanor. 

The woman whose memory had never completely left him. 

He forced himself forward. 

Professional first. 

Personal later. 

Inside the building, Detective Sergeant Ian Foster was waiting near the stairwell. 

"You alright, sir?" Foster asked carefully. 

Nathan nodded. 

"I'm fine." 

The lie sounded convincing enough. 

Foster didn't challenge it. 

They climbed the stairs together. 

As they approached the third floor, Nathan noticed the uneasy expressions on several officers' faces. 

"Something wrong?" he asked. 

Foster hesitated. 

"Probably nothing." 

"Tell me." 

"The atmosphere." 

Nathan frowned. 

"What about it?" 

"A few officers mentioned feeling uncomfortable inside the flat." 

Nathan gave him a sceptical look. 

"Uncomfortable how?" 

Foster shrugged. 

"They couldn't explain it." 

Nathan remained silent. 

Death scenes affected people differently. 

Some locations simply carried an unpleasant energy after a tragedy. 

There was nothing unusual about that. 

Still, the tension in Foster's voice suggested he genuinely found it strange. 

They reached Flat 3C. 

The front door stood open. 

Nathan stepped inside. 

Immediately, he noticed the scent. 

Not decay. 

Not chemicals. 

Water. 

The smell of damp walls, wet tiles and rain-soaked air. 

The apartment itself was tidy and well maintained. 

Books lined the shelves. 

Framed photographs decorated the walls. 

A knitted blanket rested neatly across the sofa. 

Everything reflected Eleanor's personality exactly as he remembered it. 

Orderly. 

Comfortable. 

Warm. 

His eyes settled on a photograph standing on a cabinet. 

Eleanor stood beside a coastal path overlooking the sea. 

Wind lifted strands of her dark hair. 

She was smiling. 

The sight struck him harder than expected. 

For a moment he simply stared. 

Six years. 

Six years since he had last seen that smile. 

And now it existed only in photographs. 

Nathan looked away. 

Work first. 

He moved towards the bathroom. 

The flooded floor had already been partially drained, but evidence markers remained in place. 

Forensic teams continued documenting the scene. 

Eleanor's body had been removed earlier that morning. 

Yet her absence somehow made the room feel even more unsettling. 

Nathan studied every detail. 

The bathtub. 

The water stains. 

The scattered toiletries. 

The damp floor. 

Nothing immediately suggested murder. 

Nothing immediately suggested suicide either. 

It was a scene suspended between possibilities. 

A forensic officer approached. 

"Morning, sir." 

Nathan nodded. 

"What have we got?" 

"We're still processing everything." 

"Any obvious injuries?" 

The officer shook his head. 

"Nothing visible." 

"Signs of struggle?" 

"Not at first glance." 

Nathan walked slowly around the room. 

His gaze settled on the bathtub. 

Water still pooled near its base despite the cleanup efforts. 

Something about it felt oddly significant. 

Not because of evidence. 

Because of instinct. 

The sort of instinct that detectives learned to trust after years of experience. 

He crouched beside the tub. 

The enamel surface reflected the overhead light. 

Tiny droplets clung to its edges. 

One droplet slowly slid downward. 

Nathan watched it fall. 

A strange sensation passed through him. 

Brief. 

Almost impossible to describe. 

As though someone were standing behind him. 

Watching. 

He turned immediately. 

Nobody. 

Only officers moving around the apartment. 

He straightened. 

Lack of sleep, he told himself. 

Nothing more. 

Foster entered carrying the blue notebook recovered from the bedroom. 

"We found this." 

Nathan accepted it. 

His eyes moved across the pages. 

Shopping lists. 

Appointments. 

Daily notes. 

Normal life preserved in handwriting. 

Then he reached the final page. 

The water remembers everything. 

Nathan read the sentence twice. 

Then a third time. 

"What do you make of it?" Foster asked. 

"I don't know." 

But something about the words unsettled him. 

Not because they sounded threatening. 

Because they sounded personal. 

As though Eleanor had written them for a reason. 

Not as poetry. 

Not as a random thought. 

As a warning. 

Nathan closed the notebook. 

"What do we know about her recent life?" 

Foster opened a file. 

"Divorced." 

Nathan looked up sharply. 

"Divorced?" 

"Two years ago." 

Nathan hadn't known. 

A strange mixture of emotions passed through him. 

Surprise. 

Sadness. 

Regret. 

Guilt. 

He pushed them aside. 

"Continue." 

"Worked remotely for a publishing company in York." 

"Any history of depression?" 

"Nothing confirmed." 

"Friends?" 

"A few close contacts. We're interviewing them now." 

Nathan nodded. 

"Family?" 

"Parents deceased. One brother living in Manchester." 

Nathan took a slow breath. 

The more he learned, the less convinced he became that this was suicide. 

Something wasn't fitting together. 

Perhaps it was only instinct. 

Perhaps grief was clouding his judgement. 

Yet the feeling persisted. 

A young constable entered the room. 

"Sir." 

Nathan turned. 

"What is it?" 

"We've got a witness." 

"Who?" 

"The neighbour who found the body." 

Nathan followed the officer into the sitting room. 

Rebecca Mills sat on the sofa clutching a mug of tea. 

She looked exhausted. 

Her eyes were red from crying. 

Nathan introduced himself and sat opposite her. 

"I'm sorry for what you've experienced today." 

Rebecca nodded weakly. 

"Thank you." 

"Can you tell me exactly what happened?" 

She took a shaky breath. 

"I came to check on her." 

"Why?" 

Rebecca hesitated. 

"Because she didn't answer my messages." 

Nathan listened carefully. 

"Was that unusual?" 

"Very." 

"When did you last speak?" 

"Yesterday evening." 

"How did she seem?" 

Rebecca stared into her tea. 

"Happy." 

The answer immediately caught Nathan's attention. 

"Happy?" 

"She'd been happier lately." 

"Why?" 

Rebecca shrugged. 

"I don't know." 

Nathan leaned forward slightly. 

"Did she seem suicidal?" 

The question shocked her. 

"No." 

The response came instantly. 

"No, absolutely not." 

Nathan exchanged a brief glance with Foster. 

"What makes you so certain?" 

Rebecca wiped her eyes. 

"Because we talked yesterday." 

"About what?" 

"Future plans." 

Nathan remained silent. 

Rebecca continued. 

"She wanted to travel." 

"She wanted to start writing again." 

"She talked about moving somewhere closer to the sea." 

Tears gathered in her eyes. 

"People planning their future don't usually kill themselves the next day." 

The room fell silent. 

Nathan knew it wasn't proof. 

Many suicidal people concealed their struggles. 

Yet Rebecca's conviction felt genuine. 

"What happened this morning?" he asked gently. 

Rebecca swallowed. 

"I knocked on her door." 

No answer. 

"I had a spare key." 

She looked towards the hallway. 

"The moment I entered, I heard water." 

Nathan listened closely. 

"What kind of water?" 

"I don't know." 

Her hands trembled. 

"Running water." 

"Dripping water." 

"It sounded like it was everywhere." 

A chill passed through Nathan. 

"Then?" 

"I found the bathroom door open." 

She closed her eyes. 

"I saw her lying there." 

The memory clearly overwhelmed her. 

Nathan allowed a few moments of silence. 

Then he asked one final question. 

"Did you notice anything unusual?" 

Rebecca opened her eyes. 

Fear flickered across her face. 

Real fear. 

Not grief. 

Not shock. 

Fear. 

"What sort of unusual?" 

"Anything." 

She hesitated. 

Nathan sensed she was debating whether to speak. 

Finally she whispered, "You'll think I'm mad." 

"Try me." 

Rebecca looked towards the bathroom. 

"When I found her... I thought someone else was in the room." 

Nathan's expression remained neutral. 

"Someone alive?" 

"I don't know." 

The answer came quietly. 

"I only felt it for a second." 

Nathan waited. 

"It felt like someone was standing beside the bathtub." 

She lowered her voice. 

"Watching me." 

The room fell silent again. 

Nathan thanked her for her time and stood. 

As Rebecca left with another officer, Foster approached. 

"People imagine things after traumatic experiences." 

Nathan nodded. 

"Usually." 

Yet he couldn't shake the image. 

A flooded bathroom. 

A dead woman. 

A witness who felt another presence in the room. 

And a final message that simply read: 

The water remembers everything. 

Outside, the clouds darkened once more. 

Rain began tapping against the windows again. 

Somewhere beyond the glass, the sea rolled endlessly beneath the grey sky. 

And for reasons he couldn't explain, Nathan felt certain that Eleanor Hart's story had only just begun. 

Nathan remained in the apartment long after most of the officers had left. 

The building had grown quieter as the morning progressed. The initial chaos surrounding Eleanor's death had settled into the slow, methodical rhythm of a police investigation. Evidence was being catalogued. Witness statements were being reviewed. Reports were being prepared. 

Yet Nathan found himself standing alone in Eleanor's sitting room, unable to leave. 

The rain outside had strengthened again. 

Droplets tapped steadily against the windows. 

The sound seemed to fill every corner of the flat. 

He walked slowly around the room. 

Every object appeared ordinary. 

A bookshelf crowded with novels. 

A vase containing fresh flowers. 

A collection of framed photographs. 

Small details from a life that had ended far too suddenly. 

His attention drifted towards one photograph in particular. 

Eleanor stood on a beach beneath bright summer sunlight. 

She wore a loose white dress. 

Her smile was radiant. 

Nathan recognised the location immediately. 

Robin Hood's Bay. 

The photograph had been taken years ago. 

Before everything fell apart. 

Before misunderstandings, family pressures and heartbreak had changed the course of both their lives. 

Without meaning to, he found himself slipping into memory. 

It had been one of the hottest days of the summer. 

The sea sparkled beneath a cloudless sky. 

Tourists crowded the beach while children chased one another through the shallows. 

Nathan and Eleanor had wandered away from everyone else. 

They had spent hours exploring the coastline together. 

Talking. 

Laughing. 

Dreaming. 

At twenty-five, Nathan had believed he understood exactly how his future would unfold. 

He had a promising career. 

A woman he loved. 

A clear path ahead. 

Nothing seemed capable of changing that. 

Eleanor had sat beside him on a rocky outcrop overlooking the sea. 

The wind had tangled her hair. 

She had been laughing at something ridiculous he had said. 

Nathan remembered staring at her and suddenly realising he wanted to spend the rest of his life hearing that laugh. 

The certainty had struck him without warning. 

Absolute. 

Complete. 

Terrifying. 

"You look serious," Eleanor had teased. 

"I am serious." 

Her smile softened. 

"What are you thinking about?" 

Nathan had reached into his pocket. 

Even now, years later, he could remember how hard his heart had been pounding. 

He had been carrying the ring for three weeks. 

Waiting for the right moment. 

Searching for the perfect opportunity. 

In the end, perfection hadn't mattered. 

Only her. 

"Eleanor." 

The way she looked at him then remained one of the clearest memories of his life. 

Hope. 

Love. 

Trust. 

Everything reflected in her eyes. 

He had asked her to marry him. 

She had started crying before he finished the question. 

And then she had said yes. 

Nathan closed his eyes. 

The memory hurt more now than it ever had. 

Because he knew how the story ended. 

Not with marriage. 

Not with happiness. 

But with separation. 

Years of silence. 

And now death. 

The sound of approaching footsteps pulled him back to the present. 

Foster entered carrying another evidence file. 

"We found her phone." 

Nathan nodded. 

"Anything useful?" 

"Possibly." 

He accepted the file. 

Forensic technicians had already extracted recent messages. 

Most were ordinary conversations with friends and colleagues. 

Nothing suspicious. 

Nothing threatening. 

Until Nathan reached the final exchange. 

His eyes narrowed. 

The messages had been sent shortly before midnight. 

Unknown Number: 

You should have stayed quiet. 

Eleanor: 

Leave me alone. 

Unknown Number: 

You know what happens if you speak. 

Eleanor: 

I'm not afraid

























































































































































































































































































































































































































































