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The forest air hung thick and warm around us that night, carrying the sharp scent of pine and damp earth. Michelle and I had been chasing this thrill for years—slipping away from the city lights to strip down in the wild, letting the camera capture every bare curve of her body against the untamed backdrop. Our photos sold well online, enough to keep the bills paid and the adventures coming. It started as a dare, but it became our secret high: her naked under the stars, skin glowing pale in the moonlight, me behind the lens until the hunger took over and we’d fuck right there on the mossy ground, still snapping frames between gasps.

Tonight felt different, though. The usual frustration had been building. Trying to shoot while we were tangled together—my hands on her hips, her legs wrapped around me—was awkward as hell. The tripod never quite stayed put, the timer messed up the rhythm, and half the shots ended up blurry or cut off. We’d get home, scroll through the mess on the laptop, and I’d mutter the same thing every time: “Fuck, it’d be so much hotter if someone else was holding the camera.”

We didn’t know how soon that wish would come true.

We drove out past the suburbs, winding deep into the state forest where the roads turned to gravel and then to nothing. The truck’s headlights cut through the trees until we killed them completely, parking off a narrow service trail. The engine ticked cool in the silence. Michelle looked over at me in the dark cab, her eyes already bright with that reckless spark. We peeled off every stitch of clothing right there—jeans, shirts, underwear tossed into the back seat. Just sneakers on our feet for the rough ground. I grabbed the camera bag, tripod, and a small flashlight, and we stepped out into the warm night air.

The forest swallowed us. Leaves rustled softly under our soles as we followed the faint path deeper in, her hand brushing mine every few steps. Her skin looked almost luminous in the faint starlight filtering through the canopy—full breasts, the soft curve of her waist, the sway of her ass as she walked ahead. I could hear her breathing, quick and excited, matching the low pulse already stirring between my legs. The risk always got us going: the possibility of getting caught, the cool breeze on bare skin, the way the wilderness made everything feel raw and alive.

We’d been walking maybe ten minutes when the first flash cut through the trees ahead—like a sudden burst of daylight in the black. Then another. My heart slammed against my ribs. Michelle froze beside me, her fingers tightening on my arm. Voices drifted over next—low, murmured words mixed with a soft, feminine laugh.

“Shit,” I whispered. “Someone’s out here.”
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