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She awoke in the night, her skin covered in a steamy sweat. Brushing some of her curly, wet hair from her face, she glanced at the alarm clock....12:30am it said, in repetitive red blinking digits, cutting a small glow into the light coming through her thinly curtained window. The nights were hot and uncomfortable, too uncomfortable to actually get a good's night sleep – such was the tropical heat of Trinidad’s concrete jungle, the East-West Corridor. Yet for a final year university student, the stuffy, cheap apartments that lacked air conditioning were often the only way one could make it to classes everyday without having to grind through hours long commutes. It was a small price of to pay, yet at certain times of the year, the sweltering, vengeful heat of the city made sleeping uncomfortable.  Her heat induced insomnia was made even more unbearable by her final exam - a stupid post-grad physics exam - that lingered over her head in two days’ time. Studying was bad, the heat, the lack of notes that made sense, the sheer imagined pressure of it was making her feel insane, filling her waking hours with anxiety and her dreams with nightmares of failure. Sadly, she was awake now and the heat would not allow her to find that comfortable sleeping zone that she desired so much and bless her with much needed rest.

She got up off the bed to try and turn the small fan on her wooden dresser - stupid thing had died the other day in a rather lovely blue puff of smoke - but felt encumbered by her T-shirt. The thing was soaked and stuck to her smooth, brown skin, feeling like a slimy leech against it. She stood up and liberated herself of the wet clothes; the air, although humid, felt good against her naked body. She looked down at her naked breasts, a silvery blue light from the moon shone on them, round and perky, yet not huge, nipples small yet uninterested in their newfound freedom. She ran a finger across them, the skin damp with sweat, small beads running down her toned stomach. Feeling brave, she let her thumbs sink into the waistbands of her panties and pushed them down to her ankles, a cleanly shaven pussy now bare to the world.

Although she'd shaven a day earlier, it was still very smooth - she was naturally lacking hair there, often sporting a gossamer touch of black curls that fooled her boyfriends into thinking she trimmed. Although proud of that, she was inspired to start going completely bare after accidentally seeing her roommate shaving herself one morning. Her roommate had been showering and in her hurry to prepare for a party, forgot to lock the door. She walked in, gingerly taking steps taken to avoid slipping and falling on wet tiles, she had seen her friend gently shaving herself – legs apart, the usual thick black landing strip gone, revealing only smooth porcelain white skin. Her friend had simply looked up and smiled at her, telling her to give her a minute and nonchalantly went back to her grooming. She however was intrigued and decided she would try it herself; after some experimentation with styles, she decided that bare was best for her.

A bead of sweat found its way down to her pussy, she wiped it away quickly and made for her bed again, hoping that her new found nakedness would also bring a cooler night’s sleep. But then she stopped, her ears picking up on a door shutting and giggling voices. Her roommate was home and with a male friend – home early by the roommate’s standards too. She wondered who as her roommate didn't have a steady boyfriend but she knew the girl often enjoyed herself with the company of men during the semester, with lucid details shared the next morning. Often, this made her somewhat jealous of the roommate as her own love life seemed pale in comparison, often ending with inner monologues promising herself to really experience life to the fullest, promises that were never kept. Yet, it was unnatural for her to bring a man home during exams and this made her wonder who the special person was even more. Curiousity was filling her blood and she turned to the door separating their rooms, thinking of peeping through the keyhole. A few steps later she stopped, reasoning that it was intrusive; however, that reasoning vanished as she heard the giggles become broken by moans and a definite rustling of clothing. Curiousity morphed into determination to see what was going on and her naked, athletic body climbed onto her studying table, giving her access to some ventilation bricks at the top of the wall separating the two rooms. With one last breath she peeked through the bricks, ever careful not to knock over her books, bringing the scene into view, all desire to sleep was now replaced with a rabid desire to see some carnal, steamy fucking in the flesh.
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