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THE dense canopy of the Pacific Northwest forest pressed in around the three beautiful women walking with cameras in their hands. The branches of trees were twisting like ancient fingers against the fading light as they searched for the perfect shot. 

Olivia adjusted the strap of her backpack and stopped to take a shot. “Wow, look at that owl. I never saw anything like that before,” she said and held her breath as she took the shot. The owl was sitting quietly on a branch of a tree, gazing at her. It seemed it was trying to tell her some secrets of this forest. 

She captured the shot and mumbled, “Now you are part of my world...”

Olivia was twenty-four and was so beautiful that men gasped with desire when they saw her. But here in the forest there was no one to gasp like that. Only Mia and Lena, her two other companions, were with her in this dense forest. Mia was twenty-three and Lena was twenty-five, and both were equally beautiful like Olivia. They also shared a passion for wildlife photography with her. That’s why they were here with her in the secluded and dense area of the forest.

The owl jumped off the branch and flew right over Olivia’s head, taking her breath away. Its wings brushed the air close enough that she felt the whisper of movement, a fleeting shadow against the dimming sky. She watched it vanish into the thicker part of the woods, her heart pounding a little faster than before. The forest seemed to swallow it whole, leaving only the rustle of leaves in its wake.

Mia caught up, her camera slung around her neck, a light sheen of sweat on her forehead despite the cooling air. "That was incredible, Liv. Did you get the eyes? They looked right through me."

Olivia nodded, lowering her lens. "Yeah, perfect focus. This place is alive tonight." She glanced at Lena, who was a few steps ahead, pushing through a tangle of ferns with her usual determined stride. 

The three of them had been hiking since dawn, chasing shots of elusive deer and the occasional glimpse of a river otter. Their boots crunched over mossy ground, the path narrowing as the trees closed in tighter.

The day had stretched long, which made them feel that their packs were growing heavier with each mile. 

Olivia's legs ached from the uneven terrain, her shoulders sore under the weight of gear. 

The sun dipped lower, painting the canopy in shades of amber and deep green, but the light filtered weakly now, casting long shadows that made the woods feel watchful. 

They had parked the SUV miles back at the trailhead. It was too far to turn around now without risking the dark. Olivia wiped her brow, tasting salt on her lips. "We should find a spot soon. It's getting too late to keep pushing."

Lena turned, her ponytail swinging. "Agreed. My feet are killing me. Let's scout for a clearing." She patted her backpack, where the compact shelter was bundled. Mia murmured agreement, her eyes scanning the underbrush warily.

They pressed on for another half hour. The forest was growing denser, the air thicker with the scent of pine and damp earth. 

Olivia's mind wandered as they walked, the rhythm of her steps lulling her into thoughts of home, of the city lights she missed already. But the wild pull here was stronger. There was a thrill here that made her pulse quicken. 

Finally, they stumbled upon a small clearing which was ringed by towering firs and a cluster of boulders. The ground here was soft with fallen needles, flat enough for their needs. A faint trickle of a stream nearby promised fresh water.

"This'll do," Lena said, dropping her pack with a thud. She stretched her arms overhead, her tank top riding up to reveal a sliver of toned midriff. 

Olivia felt a pang of envy at her friend's ease, the way she moved without a care. 

They worked quickly, unpacking the tent—a lightweight three-person dome that zipped shut against the chill. Mia handled the poles, while Olivia and Lena staked it down. The fabric snapped into place under the fading twilight. Olivia examined it and said, “It’s a small island of safety amid the endless trees.”

Mia nodded. “Yeah.”

By the time they finished, full dark had settled. Stars pricked the sky overhead, but the canopy blocked most, leaving the clearing in a hush of shadows. 

Olivia shivered, pulling her flannel jacket tighter. The air carried a crisp bite now, laced with the musty promise of night. 

They gathered dry twigs and branches, Lena striking the flint on her multi-tool to coax a fire to life. Sparks flew, catching on the kindling, and soon flames danced, casting warm flickers across their faces.

They sat cross-legged around the fire, pulling out packets of meals they had brought with them.

The fire popped softly, embers rising like fireflies. For a moment, it felt almost cozy, the three of them leaning in, sharing quiet laughs about the owl and a squirrel Mia had startled earlier.

But as the meal wound down, Mia set her empty pouch aside and  gazed into the darkness beyond the firelight. "You guys think it's safe out here? I mean, really safe?" Her voice held a edge, not quite fear, but enough to make Olivia's stomach tighten.

Olivia paused, her spoon halfway to her mouth. She had been wondering the same. As she sat there in front of the fire, the forest's silence was pressing in like a held breath. The owl's flight earlier replayed in her mind, its eyes too knowing. "It's... probably fine," she said. But her words lacked conviction. The fire's warmth couldn't quite reach the chill creeping up her spine.

Lena chuckled, leaning back on her elbows. "Relax, you two. We've got the gun, remember? That little pistol in my pack. If anything comes sniffing around, we'll scare it off. Or, you know, handle it." She winked, but her eyes flicked to the treeline, alert. Then, with a sly grin, she added, "Honestly, I should've dragged Jake along. Imagine fucking out here under the stars. The thrill of it, with the trees watching..." She trailed off, her voice dropping to a husky murmur, as if tasting the idea.

Olivia's cheeks warmed. Not just from the fire. Lena's words hit like a spark, igniting memories of Mike. For two years they were together, living in her apartment like a husband and wife. But it ended three five months ago, when she caught him with his coworker. They were in her apartment, in her bedroom, fully naked and making love. The betrayal burned fresh, a raw ache surging through her chest. She poked at the fire with a stick, watching sparks fly. "Yeah, well, not all of us have boyfriends to drag into the woods," she said lightly, but her voice caught.

Mia shot her a sympathetic look, reaching over to squeeze her knee. "Mike was an asshole anyway. You deserve better than that cheater." 

Lena nodded, her expression softening. "Totally. But hey, the forest might have its own surprises. Who needs guys when you've got nature?"

They lingered around the fire a bit longer even though they had finished eating their foods. The conversation between them had shifted to lighter topics now—best shots of the day, plans for tomorrow's hike etc. 

But exhaustion won out. Mia yawned first, stretching. "I'm beat. Tent time." Lena agreed, banking the fire with dirt until only glowing coals remained. They zipped into the tent, the nylon whispering as they unrolled sleeping bags. Olivia helped secure the flap, the night air cool against her skin.

Inside, the space felt intimate, the three bags side by side. Mia and Lena murmured goodnights, their breathing evening out quickly into soft snores. 

Olivia lay on her back, staring at the tent's ceiling, the faint glow of embers outside filtering through the mesh. Sleep wouldn't come. Her mind churned, pulling her back to Mike despite her efforts.

She remembered their first time, in the back of his truck after a concert, the windows fogged with their breath. His mouth on hers, hungry, teeth grazing her lip. His hands sliding under her shirt, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened into peaks. 

She shifted in her bag, heat pooling low in her belly at the thought. God, it had been so good then.

They used to have a good time in her apartment. What had happened in the truck for the first time became a routine in her bedroom.  He would pin her down, and press her into the mattress with his weight. She would arch up and gasp as he sucked on her tits, his tongue flicking over the sensitive tips. Her fingers would tangle in his hair, urging him lower. And when he finally thrust into her, she would cry out, her walls
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