
Table of Contents

The Photographer and the Pilot (Nothing to Hide, #8)

Chapter 1 — The Window Seat

Chapter 2 — Blue Skies and White Walls

Chapter 3 — The Edge of the Sky

Chapter 4 — Through the Clouds

Chapter 5 — Dinner by the Sea

Chapter 6 — The Hidden Runway

Chapter 7 — Grounded

Chapter 8 — Sun After the Storm

Chapter 9 — Shifting Currents

Chapter 10 — Closer Than the Horizon

Chapter 11 — Wings and Frames

Chapter 12 — Turbulence

Chapter 13 — Anchored Hearts

Chapter 14 — Horizons Together


The Photographer and the Pilot

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 — The Window Seat
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Léo Moretti pressed his forehead against the small oval window, watching the sunrise stretch across the horizon. The sky above the Mediterranean glowed in gold and rose, a soft light that photographers dream about but rarely catch at the right moment. Normally, he’d have reached for his camera immediately — but not this time. His hands stayed still.

For months, Léo had been chasing beauty and finding nothing but noise. The photos looked perfect, the compositions flawless, but the feeling was gone. The spark that once guided his lens — the curiosity, the hunger — had dimmed.

He was flying to Santorini for a travel feature that was supposed to rekindle that fire. “The soul of flight,” the magazine brief had said. “Capture how travel transforms us.” But Léo couldn’t remember the last time a flight had transformed him.

The seatbelt light flickered off, and a calm voice spoke over the intercom.

“Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. This is your captain, Daniel Hayes. We’re flying at thirty-seven thousand feet, and we’ve just been cleared for our descent over the Aegean Sea. It’s a beautiful day ahead — blue skies and soft winds, perfect for landing.”

The voice carried warmth — not the flat tone of routine announcements, but something smoother, steady. A voice that could make turbulence feel like a lullaby.

When Léo finally met the man behind it an hour later, standing by the cockpit door as passengers disembarked, he wasn’t prepared for what he saw.

Captain Daniel Hayes had that calm confidence that came from years of being trusted with hundreds of lives. His uniform was crisp, his smile faint but genuine, and his eyes — sharp gray-blue — studied Léo for just a second longer than politeness required.

“You’re carrying more camera gear than most passengers bring for a two-week holiday,” Daniel said lightly, nodding at the bags slung over Léo’s shoulder.

Léo smiled, caught off guard. “Occupational hazard. I’m working, not vacationing.”

“Ah. Photographer?”

“Travel, mostly. This time, the airline wants a human story about flight. I guess I’m supposed to make clouds look poetic.”

Daniel chuckled softly, the sound low and warm. “You might have picked the wrong pilot, then. I’m more of a realist.”

“Maybe that’s exactly what I need,” Léo replied before he could stop himself.

Their eyes met for a moment — that brief, charged pause when the air between two people feels suddenly thinner.

Daniel cleared his throat. “Well, if you need any shots from the cockpit, I can arrange clearance. Just talk to ground staff once we’re docked.”

Léo tilted his head, studying him. “You’d really do that?”

“I like to help people see the world from a higher angle,” Daniel said, that small smile returning. “It tends to change perspectives.”

And just like that, something flickered inside Léo — not quite light, not yet fire, but the faintest glow of something he’d thought he’d lost.

As he walked out into the Greek sun, he found himself smiling without thinking, the captain’s words echoing in his head.
A higher angle.
Maybe this trip wouldn’t just change his work. Maybe it would change something deeper.
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Chapter 2 — Blue Skies and White Walls
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Santorini was a swirl of color — the blinding white of the houses, the impossible blue of the sea, the gold that lingered on every surface as the sun climbed higher.

Léo had been here before, years ago, when his career was still young and everything he saw felt new. Now, the island looked different — beautiful, yes, but distant, as though the world had faded slightly out of focus.

He was on assignment for the airline’s upcoming campaign: "Above and Beyond – The People Who Fly You There." His editor wanted portraits of the human side of aviation — the pilots, engineers, and crew whose stories often went untold.

That’s how he ended up back at the small regional airport the next morning, waiting for permission to shoot around the hangars. He expected a supervisor, maybe an assistant. Instead, he saw Daniel Hayes walking toward him, sleeves rolled up, sunglasses hanging from his shirt pocket.

“Morning,” Daniel said with that unshakable calm. “They told me you’d be here early. You weren’t kidding about working through sunrise.”

Léo grinned. “Photographers chase light the way pilots chase weather patterns.”

“Both unpredictable, I imagine.”

They walked together across the tarmac. The air smelled faintly of jet fuel and sea salt — an oddly grounding mix. Léo kept glancing sideways at Daniel, noticing details he hadn’t caught before: the easy way he moved, the faint smile lines around his eyes, the confidence that wasn’t arrogance but something quieter, steadier.

“So,” Daniel said, “how do you make pilots look interesting on camera? We mostly just sit still and follow procedures.”

“Not true,” Léo replied. “You fly machines that weigh hundreds of tons, through storms and stars. You live in a sky the rest of us just look at. That’s not boring.”

Daniel chuckled. “You make it sound poetic.”

“That’s my job.”

They stopped by the open hangar where one of the airline’s smaller aircraft gleamed in the morning sun. Léo lifted his camera, adjusting the lens, his movements instinctive. “Stay there a second,” he said.

Daniel turned, caught mid-step, sunlight tracing the edge of his jaw. The shutter clicked once, twice — crisp, clean sounds that broke the silence.

Léo checked the preview and felt something inside him stir. The shot was alive — not because of the light or angle, but because of Daniel himself. There was depth there, the kind of authenticity he’d been missing for months.

“See something you like?” Daniel asked, smiling.

Léo lowered the camera. “Yeah. The photo finally feels... honest.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke. A seagull wheeled overhead; the air shimmered with heat.

Daniel nodded toward the sea. “There’s a spot up on the cliffs — best view of the island. Locals go there to watch the sunset. You should see it.”

Léo hesitated. “Professional recommendation?”

Daniel’s smile deepened, just a little. “Let’s call it a personal one.”

As Daniel walked back toward the hangar office, Léo lifted his camera again, this time without thinking. The pilot’s silhouette framed against the light, the glint of the Aegean behind him — it was a moment of movement and stillness all at once.

Click.

The image on his screen looked like more than a picture. It looked like the beginning of a story.
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Chapter 3 — The Edge of the Sky
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The climb up the cliff path took longer than Léo expected. The steps were uneven, carved from pale volcanic stone, and the late-afternoon sun painted everything in amber. He carried only one camera now, a light lens, because Daniel had told him, “You don’t need equipment for this view. You just need eyes.”

When he reached the top, the wind smelled of salt and thyme. A narrow terrace jutted out over the water, and Daniel was already there, leaning against the rail. His jacket hung loose over his shoulders, and the light caught the side of his face, turning his hair the color of sand.

“Didn’t think you’d actually come,” Daniel said when he saw him.

Léo smiled, catching his breath. “You don’t invite a photographer to the best view on the island and expect him to say no.”

Daniel laughed quietly. “Fair point. Come here.”

They stood side by side, looking down at the roofs below—white cubes stacked like dominoes, blue domes gleaming against the sea. A few boats left long silver trails across the water. For a while, neither spoke.

Léo lifted his camera out of habit, then stopped. “You’re right,” he said softly. “Some things you can’t really capture.”

Daniel glanced over. “That’s saying something, coming from you.”

“I’ve been chasing beauty for so long I forgot to feel it,” Léo admitted. “The lens became a wall. Lately I’m not sure if I’m observing the world or hiding behind it.”

Daniel nodded slowly. “I know what that’s like. Flying feels the same sometimes. People think it’s freedom, but most days it’s routine and responsibility. You look down at places you never really touch.”

They stood in silence again, two men who lived in motion, suddenly still.

“Why did you become a pilot?” Léo asked.

Daniel’s eyes followed the horizon. “My father used to take me to the airfield. He wasn’t a pilot—just loved the idea that people could leave the ground. When he died, I thought flying might make me feel closer to him. For a while it did.”

Léo lowered his gaze, touched by the quiet honesty. “And now?”

“Now I just try not to forget to land.”

A gull’s cry echoed over the cliffs. The sun dipped lower, melting into the sea until the whole sky burned in shades of orange and violet. Léo raised his camera once, slowly, capturing Daniel’s profile against that endless light. But this time, when the shutter clicked, it felt different—gentler, like gratitude instead of pressure.

“That one’s not for the campaign,” Léo said. “It’s for me.”

Daniel smiled. “Then make sure you print it.”

They lingered as the last of the light faded, neither eager to leave. Below them, the town lights flickered on one by one, tiny constellations mirroring the first stars above.

Daniel finally said, “I’m
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