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The college book club had been meeting every week, talking about boring novels and sipping coffee, but tonight they decided to switch it up. Five of them, four guys and one girl, hit a bar for drinks after their last meeting. The guys, Mike, Jake, Tom, and Dave, were all pretty average dudes, horny as hell like most college guys, and ready to unwind. The girl, Sarah, was the nerdy type with thick glasses, baggy sweaters, always quiet, but with big tits that stretched her tops even if she tried to hide them. She stuck out in the group, sipping her beer slow while the guys got loud, joking about dumb stuff and eyeing her when she wasn’t looking. After a couple rounds, Jake suggested crashing at his place nearby to watch a movie. Everyone was buzzed and said yeah, so they piled into his car and headed over.

Jake’s house was small, just a couch, a TV, and a beat-up coffee table littered with empty cans. They grabbed blankets, turned off the lights, and started some random action flick nobody cared about. Mike plopped down next to Sarah on the couch, close enough that their legs touched under the blanket. The other guys sprawled out, Jake and Tom on the floor, Dave in a chair, half-messing with their phones. Sarah pulled the blanket up higher, her glasses fogging a little from the warm room, and Mike noticed how she shifted, her thigh brushing his. He got hard fast, couldn’t help it—her nerdy look was secretly hot, and those tits pressed against her sweater were begging to be grabbed. He slid his hand under the blanket, testing her, resting it on her knee. She didn’t move, just stared at the screen, so he went further, creeping his fingers up her thigh. Her skirt was short under there, and her skin was soft, warm, making his dick throb in his jeans.
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