
Table of Contents

The Potter from Provence (Nothing to Hide, #40)

Chapter 1 — Arrival in Provence

Chapter 2 — The Workshop

Chapter 3 — Markets and Mistakes

Chapter 4 — Shared Meals

Chapter 5 — The Clay Between Us

Chapter 6 — Confessions in the Vineyard

Chapter 7 — Rain on Provence

Chapter 8 — Festival of Lights

Chapter 9 — Shadows of the Past

Chapter 10 — Silence Between Two Hearts

Chapter 11 — The Studio at Sunset

Chapter 12 — Letting the Hands Speak

Chapter 13 — Decisions Under Olive Trees

Chapter 14 — Seasons of the Heart

Chapter 15 — A Life Chosen Together

Sign up for Josh Nelson's Mailing List


The Potter from Provence 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 — Arrival in Provence
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The plane touched down with a gentle thrum, and Daniel pressed his hand against the window, staring at the patchwork of vineyards, olive groves, and sun-baked rooftops stretching below. Provence was nothing like the city he’d left behind—no glass towers, no endless honking, no glare of fluorescent lights. Just golden fields, quiet villages, and a sky so wide it seemed to hold every possibility.

He grabbed his bag and stepped onto the tarmac, the warm air immediately wrapping around him like a welcome he hadn’t known he needed. The scent of earth and sun, faint lavender, and distant woodsmoke filled his senses. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting it all in. This was why he’d come: to escape, to breathe, to remember what it felt like to be alive outside deadlines and expectations.

The small village he’d chosen for his stay was just a ten-minute drive from the airport. Narrow streets wound between stone cottages, colorful shutters catching the last glow of late afternoon. Daniel’s rental car rattled gently over cobblestones, and he marveled at the way life here moved differently—slower, deliberate, unhurried.

By the time he arrived at the small inn where he’d booked a room, the sun was dipping low, casting long shadows over the terracotta roofs. He checked in with a cheerful hostess who spoke enough English to make him feel at ease, and then climbed the narrow staircase to his room.

It was simple, but charming: wooden beams, whitewashed walls, and a small balcony overlooking the village square. Daniel set down his bag and opened the window. The view was breathtaking—orange and pink light spilling across the vineyards in the distance, a church bell tolling softly somewhere nearby. He felt a quiet thrill in his chest, like the first inhale of air after being underwater too long.

Curiosity tugged at him, and he didn’t want to wait. Sliding into comfortable shoes, he stepped back onto the streets. The square was nearly empty, save for a few locals chatting outside a café, their voices low and melodic. The scent of freshly baked bread drifted from a nearby boulangerie, mingling with the faint tang of clay from what Daniel assumed was a potter’s studio tucked into the next street.

It was there, at the edge of the square, that he noticed him.

Mathieu.

He was crouched over a wheel, hands coated in clay, shaping something that Daniel couldn’t immediately identify. Strong, sure movements. His sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms dusted with white, earthy powder. Dark hair fell slightly over his forehead, and when he looked up, his gaze met Daniel’s for just a brief moment.

There was no spark of performance in Mathieu’s eyes—only focus, and something else. Something quiet and grounding.

Daniel felt a jolt, unfamiliar and compelling, as if the village, the evening, and this stranger had conspired to make him pause.

He told himself it was curiosity. Admiration for craft. Appreciation of the beauty in the mundane.

But the way Mathieu’s gaze lingered for just a heartbeat longer... told him it might be more than that.

Daniel stepped closer, drawn by something he couldn’t name. Provence had promised a retreat from life, a place to find himself. And for the first time since leaving the city, he wondered if he might find more than himself here.

He didn’t yet know how.

But he knew the story was just beginning.
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Chapter 2 — The Workshop
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Daniel woke to sunlight spilling across the balcony, warm and golden, carrying the scents of blooming lavender and sun-baked earth. After a quick breakfast of fresh bread and jam from the inn’s kitchen, he made his way toward the pottery studio he had spotted the evening before.

The small workshop sat tucked into a narrow lane, a simple stone building with wide wooden doors and a low bell that jingled when he pushed it open. The air inside smelled of wet clay and kiln smoke—a combination that immediately grounded him.

Mathieu was there, crouched at his wheel, shaping a lump of clay with precise, confident movements. When he looked up, his dark eyes met Daniel’s, and for a second, the world outside the studio fell away.

“Bonjour,” Mathieu said, a smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You came back.”

“I did,” Daniel replied, stepping closer. “I wanted to see your studio... and maybe learn a little about the craft.”

Mathieu’s hands paused briefly, still coated in clay. “You’re welcome anytime. But be warned—pottery is patient work. And it demands attention.”

Daniel laughed. “I think I can manage that. I’m patient enough.”

“Good,” Mathieu said, gesturing toward the wheel. “Then start by feeling the clay, not shaping it. Listen to it.”

For the next hour, Daniel followed instructions, letting his fingers sink into the cool, pliable material. He made no masterpieces—far from it—but Mathieu’s quiet guidance and the rhythm of the wheel made time slip away. Their conversation meandered naturally, from technique to philosophy, from the satisfaction of creating with your hands to the courage it took to leave comfort behind.

“You seem... thoughtful,” Mathieu said at one point, pausing to wipe his hands on a towel. “Like you notice things most people don’t.”

Daniel hesitated. “I guess I’m... learning to notice again. The city has a way of taking it all for granted.”

Mathieu nodded, studying him. “I’ve seen that before. People come here, hoping to escape. But what they find... isn’t always the landscape. Sometimes it’s themselves reflected back in quiet moments.”

Daniel felt a tug at his chest, subtle but persistent. Mathieu’s words carried a weight beyond the studio walls, a depth that intrigued and unsettled him. He realized the attraction he had felt at first sight wasn’t just about looks—it was about presence, about someone who commanded attention without demanding it.

“You have a gift,” Daniel said quietly, gesturing to the wheel and the unfinished pieces around them. “Not just with clay... but with how you... exist.”

Mathieu’s lips curved into a small, almost shy smile. “Flattery is dangerous,” he warned lightly. “It may make me expect more than I can give.”

Daniel met his gaze, the sunlight catching in Mathieu’s dark hair and eyes. “Maybe I just want to know more.”

And Mathieu—quiet, grounded Mathieu—didn’t look away.

For the first time since arriving in Provence, Daniel felt the stirring of something that went beyond curiosity, beyond admiration. He sensed there was more to this potter than he could yet understand—and a part of him couldn’t wait to find out.

The clay between them was more than a material—it was a bridge. And Daniel had just stepped onto it.
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Chapter 3 — Markets and Mistakes
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The morning air smelled of fresh bread, ripe fruit, and sun-warmed stone as Daniel followed Mathieu through the winding streets of the village market. Stalls overflowed with colorful produce, handmade soaps, sun hats, and pottery—Mathieu’s handiwork sprinkled among them. The chatter of locals, the soft clatter of carts, and the occasional bark of a dog made the square feel alive, vibrant, and utterly unlike the orderly chaos of the city Daniel had left behind.

“Try not to get lost,” Mathieu said with a teasing smirk, glancing down at Daniel, who had already paused to admire a stand of lavender sachets. “Some newcomers wander off and never return.”

“I think I can manage,” Daniel replied, smiling despite himself. “Though you may have to keep me on a leash.”

Mathieu laughed, the sound warm and genuine, and reached for Daniel’s arm. “Then it’s a good thing I’m here.”

They meandered from stall to stall. Daniel bought a small jar of honey and a woven basket, his hands brushing Mathieu’s more than once as they reached for the same items. Each touch was fleeting, yet it carried a spark, and Daniel felt a blush creep up his neck.

Then came the mishap.

Daniel had bent down to examine a row of hand-painted bowls when his elbow caught a stack of clay figurines. They teetered precariously, then crashed to the cobblestones with a satisfying but heart-stopping clatter.

“Oh no!” Daniel exclaimed, crouching to pick them up.

Mathieu bent next to him, chuckling despite himself. “Careful! Some of these are fragile.”

“I—I didn’t mean to—” Daniel stammered, his cheeks flaming.

“You’re lucky I like chaos,” Mathieu said, brushing a shard of clay dust from Daniel’s shoulder. “Honestly, it’s refreshing to see someone so... human among all these perfect displays.”

Daniel laughed nervously. “Human seems like a generous term right now.”

Mathieu grinned, leaning slightly closer. “It’s true. Messy, clumsy, curious... human.”

They finished picking up the fallen pieces, and for a moment, their hands touched, lingering longer than necessary. Daniel felt a jolt—a delicious mix of embarrassment and excitement.

“Maybe I should let you handle the delicate things from now on,” Mathieu said, his eyes twinkling.

Daniel raised an eyebrow, a smile tugging at his lips. “Or maybe I should just stay close to you, so you can rescue me every time I make a mess.”

Mathieu’s laughter was easy, light, infectious. “I suppose I could get used to that.”

For the rest of the morning, they wandered together, sharing stories, teasing each other, and stealing glances that felt like quiet confessions. The playful energy between them shifted something fundamental—what had been polite curiosity was now something warmer, more intimate.

By the time they paused to enjoy a shared snack of fresh figs and goat cheese in the shade of a large plane tree, Daniel realized he hadn’t thought about the city once. Not the noise, not the deadlines
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