
Table of Contents

The Writer and the Woodsman (Nothing to Hide, #30)

Chapter 1 – Arrival at the Cabin

Chapter 2 – The First Encounter

Chapter 3 – Stranger in the Woods

Chapter 4 – The Cabin Visitor

Chapter 5 – Shared Stories

Chapter 6 – First Friction

Chapter 7 – Night Under the Stars

Chapter 8 – Secrets Revealed

Chapter 9 – Unspoken Desire

Chapter 10 – Confession and Conflict

Chapter 11 – The Woodsman’s Heart

Chapter 12 – First Kiss / Romance Blooms

Chapter 13 – Storm and Challenge

Chapter 14 – Resolution of Fears

Chapter 15 – New Beginnings

Sign up for Josh Nelson's Mailing List


The Writer and the Woodsman
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Chapter 1 – Arrival at the Cabin
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Elliot’s car crunched over the gravel driveway, the tires stirring up the earthy scent of pine and damp leaves. The city was behind him now, its incessant noise, harsh lights, and deadlines buried under miles of forest. Here, at least, he hoped, he could hear himself think. Maybe even write something worth reading.

The cabin came into view, modest but sturdy, tucked among towering pines that swayed gently in the late afternoon breeze. Its wooden siding was weathered to a soft, silver-gray, and a thin wisp of smoke curled lazily from the chimney. Elliot parked, grabbed his bags, and inhaled deeply, filling his lungs with the crisp, cold air. This was exactly what he needed—or so he told himself.

Unpacking was slow work, each item he set down echoing in the quiet. There was a small desk by the window, where sunlight streamed through the branches, dust motes dancing in the beams. He imagined mornings spent here with a mug of coffee, fingers poised over the keyboard, ideas flowing effortlessly onto the page. In theory.

He set his bag on the floor and walked to the window. That’s when he saw him.

A figure moving through the woods—tall, broad-shouldered, moving with a fluid ease that spoke of muscles used and honed over years of labor. The man was swinging an axe with steady, precise motions, cutting at a fallen tree as if it were nothing more than a piece of driftwood. Elliot’s pulse ticked up, a curious mixture of admiration and something he couldn’t quite name. There was a rawness to him, an unspoken connection to the land that felt entirely foreign to Elliot’s city-conditioned senses.

The man glanced up briefly, as if sensing he was being watched. Their eyes met for a brief second, dark and steady. Elliot blinked, forcing himself to look away. He had no business staring, but the man’s presence lingered in his mind like a stubborn note in a song he couldn’t forget.

Shaking off the distraction, Elliot returned to his cabin. The walls were thin, and the wood smelled faintly of pine resin. He unpacked his notebooks and laptop, setting them on the desk. Writing. That was supposed to be the point. He sank into the chair and stared at the blank screen.

Minutes passed. Then, more minutes. The cursor blinked back at him mockingly. Words refused to come.

With a frustrated sigh, Elliot pushed back from the desk and wandered to the porch. The air smelled like wet earth and pine, the forest alive with the rustle of leaves and distant birdcalls. He could hear the soft sound of water trickling somewhere beyond the trees. Alone here, he realized, was not the same as lonely—but it was unsettling in its own way.

Movement caught his eye again. The woodsman. Alden, he would later learn, though Elliot didn’t know his name yet. The man was now walking through the forest, a bundle of firewood in his arms. He moved deliberately, methodically, and somehow naturally, as if he belonged here more than Elliot could ever hope to.

Curiosity tugged at him. Elliot considered going down the path, introducing himself, but the man’s focus was absolute, his solitude evident. Elliot didn’t want to intrude—yet the pull was irresistible. He stayed on the porch, silent and careful, watching Alden disappear deeper into the woods, the last rays of sun catching on the axe strapped to his back.

Elliot returned to the cabin as twilight settled over the forest. The world outside was hushed now, shadows creeping across the walls. He lit a lantern, the soft glow filling the room, and sank back into the chair. Maybe tomorrow, he thought, he would finally write.

And maybe tomorrow, he would see him again.

But for now, Elliot let the quiet of the woods seep into his bones, a strange comfort mingling with the flutter of anticipation he refused to name.
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Chapter 2 – The First Encounter
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The next morning, the sun filtered through the dense canopy of pines, painting the forest floor in dappled gold. Elliot pulled on a jacket, laced up his boots, and decided a walk in the woods might shake free the stubborn knot of writer’s block lodged in his mind. The air was crisp, scented with damp leaves and earth, a stark contrast to the concrete tang of the city he’d left behind.

He followed a narrow path, uneven and winding, letting his thoughts wander as freely as his steps. He was so absorbed in imagining the next chapter of his story that he didn’t notice how quietly the woods had shifted—the crunch of twigs underfoot, the distant call of a woodpecker.

A sudden snap of a branch made him start. He turned sharply, heart pounding, and froze. Standing just a few feet ahead, partially obscured by a cluster of ferns, was the woodsman from yesterday. Alden.

Elliot’s stomach did an awkward flip. Alden was chopping at a fallen tree, muscles flexing with precise, practiced movements. The axe gleamed faintly in the morning light. He hadn’t seen Elliot approach, and Elliot realized he had walked almost right into him.

“I... uh,” Elliot began, his voice faltering. “Good morning.”

Alden paused, axe mid-swing, and turned his dark, wary eyes on him. There was no smile, only a slow assessment, like he was measuring whether Elliot belonged here—or was likely to cause trouble. “Morning,” he replied, voice low and even. “You lost?”

Elliot shook his head quickly. “No, no... I’m staying in the cabin down the path. Just... exploring.” His words sounded clumsy even to himself. He took a small step back, hands raised slightly in an unconscious gesture of surrender.

Alden’s gaze lingered on him, sharp and unreadable. “City folk don’t usually wander this far,” he said finally, his tone neutral but edged with caution.

Elliot flushed. “Yeah... I guess I’m not used to... woods this deep.” He forced a small smile, hoping to soften the tension. “It’s beautiful, though.”

For a moment, Alden said nothing. Then, almost imperceptibly, his lips curved, just slightly. It was the faintest hint of acknowledgment. “It can be,” he admitted. His hand rested lightly on the axe handle, a reminder that he was both cautious and capable.

Elliot’s gaze lingered on him, and for a fleeting second, he noticed something that caught him off guard: the quiet strength in Alden’s movements, the careful attention to the trees and the ground, the way he carried himself like he belonged entirely to the forest. It was... endearing, almost magnetic.

“I... I didn’t mean to intrude,” Elliot said, feeling his voice tremble slightly. “I just wanted to see more of the forest.”

Alden’s eyes softened fractionally. “It’s not your fault. Just... be careful. Paths can be tricky if you don’t know the terrain.”

There was a pause, a moment that stretched longer than either expected. Elliot felt a strange warmth in the cool morning air, a tug he couldn’t quite name. He wanted to ask more—about the woods, about Alden—but something in the man’s quiet, watchful demeanor held him back.

“I’ll... I’ll be careful,” Elliot said finally, smiling more confidently. “Thanks.”

Alden nodded once and returned to the tree, resuming his work with a careful, steady rhythm. Elliot watched him for a moment longer, heart still thrumming in a mixture of awe and something more intimate—curiosity, perhaps, or the first flicker of attraction.

Reluctantly, he turned back to the path, the forest suddenly alive with new sounds—the whisper of wind through the trees, the distant splash of a creek, and the quiet, steady presence of the woodsman in the distance.

As he walked back toward the cabin, Elliot felt a strange, thrilling tension. He had no idea what he was going to write next, but he knew one thing for certain: he wanted to see Alden again.
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Chapter 3 – Stranger in the Woods
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The cabin felt unusually quiet that afternoon. Elliot sat at the desk, staring at the blank page on his laptop, fingers hovering over the keys, waiting for words that refused to come. The city’s noise was gone, but somehow, the silence here was heavier—expectant, even. He leaned back, rubbing his eyes, realizing that no amount of staring at a screen would conjure the story he needed.

“I need a break,” he muttered, pulling on his jacket again. His boots crunched softly on the forest floor as he wandered down a different path this time, letting the woods swallow him. The dappled sunlight filtered through the canopy, and the scent of moss and pine filled his lungs.

He walked without a plan, letting the rhythm of his steps calm his restless thoughts. And then he heard it—a soft, pitiful whine, almost lost among the rustle of leaves. Elliot froze. The sound was coming from deeper in the trees, somewhere near a small clearing. Curiosity—and a stubborn sense of responsibility—pushed him forward.

There, in the middle of the clearing, he saw Alden. But he wasn’t swinging his axe or cutting firewood this time. Instead, he knelt beside a small, shivering fox caught in a snarl of vines. The animal’s eyes were wide with fear, and Alden’s hands moved carefully, untangling the mess with a patience Elliot hadn’t expected.

For a moment, Elliot just watched, hiding behind a tree. There was something disarming about the way Alden worked: precise, gentle, almost reverent. The man’s usual stoicism softened as he whispered low, calming words to the fox. Elliot felt a strange warmth in his chest—a mix of admiration and... something else he couldn’t quite name.

Finally, Alden lifted the fox gently, inspecting it. “There you go, little one,” he murmured, easing it toward a patch of sunlight. The animal, freed from the tangle, hesitated for a second before darting off into the underbrush. Alden exhaled, brushing dirt from his hands, and looked up—just as Elliot’s foot accidentally snapped a twig.

Their eyes met immediately. Elliot’s heart skipped. “I—I didn’t mean to interrupt,” he stammered.

Alden’s expression softened fractionally, though his gaze remained wary. “You didn’t,” he said simply. “Just... careful where you step. Not everything out here is harmless.”

Elliot nodded quickly, aware of the flush creeping up his neck. “I... I was just walking. And... uh... I saw what you were doing. That was... really something.”

Alden raised an eyebrow, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. “Flattery from a city boy,” he said, voice teasing but not unkind. “I’ll try not to let it go to my head.”

Elliot laughed softly, the tension easing slightly. “I mean it. You... handled that so carefully. Most people would’ve just... left it or made a mess.”

Alden looked away, returning to the path. “I don’t like unnecessary harm. Animals, trees
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