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It was early in the night at the local bar. It was located just off campus, down the street where all the college students go, where five friends were gathering to once again have drinks with each other as a kick-off to celebrate their final semester. Well, the final semester for most of them. Ryan, Derrick, Susan, Clea, and April were gathering to have a few beers, have a few laughs, and celebrate an end to their friendship, though not 'literally' an end. It was an end to their 'college' days, as Susan, Derrick, and Clea were finishing up with their bachelors and moving on to internships in the fall. Ryan and April were staying for their masters.

The bar was lively as a group of other college students hovered around the TV mounted on the wall waiting for the game to start. It was a lively night, very much almost filled, but the group of friends arrived early to secure their spot off in the corner, around a circular table that had half-seating from a booth and half with chairs.

As the four friends sat around the table, waiting for Ryan to arrive, Clea could not help but to reminisce about him in his absence, "Oh my god, you guys remember when Ryan got up on the bar and started dancing?"

"Hah, yea, and then proceeded to slip and fall on a table. He's lucky he didn't break anything." Derrick added.

Clea defended him, "Oh, come on, everyone loved it! The whole bar was singing. He was really drunk though. I don't think I've ever seen him that drunk before or since." Clea was a dark-skinned bi-racial woman. She had a short-sized afro and, even though she was dating Derrick, she had dated Ryan in the past as well. Derrick, unlike Ryan, was very rugged in his appearance. He wore worn clothes, t-shirts with holes that had punk bands on them, had raggedy stubble, but always seemed to make everything feel a little edgier around himself. He invited a little bit danger-feeling to a situation, which a lot of girls happened to enjoy, namely Clea. He was by no means 'athletic', but he had a broad, barrel-chested physique that lended well towards the masculine aura of danger he put off. Derrick and Ryan, having dated the same girl, never appeared sizzled up into confrontation though, as Ryan and Derrick were cool with each other. Despite that, Clea did not mind picking favorites, offering the occasional tease, even if that meant siding with her former boyfriend.

"That's because he ended up getting a bruise the size of Chicago right next to his kidneys." Derrick countered, taking a swig of beer from his glass mug. He opined some more after taking a fresh gulp, "Wasn't he pissing blood for a week after that?"

"Oh stop!" Susan said, playfully nudging Derrick in the shoulder. Susan had dated Ryan before, after Clea. She was a blonde with moderate hair length, who was thin and limber, having been a former ballet girl. She had a bright and cheery face with exuberant cheeks, especially when she smiled, and had thin eyebrows, and a wide smile. Now she was single, but she still defended Ryan and had slight feelings resurface for him every now and then.

April was quietly sitting with them, smiling and laughing periodically as they continued to joke around. She was feeling blue, not quite up-to-date on the goings-on of everyone's lives.

"What's a matter, April?" Derrick asked, sincerely. "Everything okay?"

April was unresponsive at first, before looking up. She had longer, straight, orange-red hair, and was in a bright red dress for the evening. She really 'popped' out from the rest of them, making it hard for her to slip between the cracks of conversation. "Yea, it's just...I didn't do so well at the end of last semester. Hurt my GPA a bit. Just kind've annoyed."

"Oh, well hey, C's get Degrees, am I right?" Derrick joyously began to announce.

April rolled her eyes. Things were beginning to get a little tough to manage for her what with all the various tests that never seemed to end and the advanced classes she was starting to take; she was beginning to feel overwhelmed. College was becoming a chore for her and though she had not told anyone about it, she was thinking of dropping out. "I'll be right back." April expounded, heading towards the restrooms.

As April headed towards the restrooms, she passed by Ryan as he was coming in. He was a tall, athletically built, brunette-haired man with a charming face. April could not resist giving Ryan a smile as she passed him, pointing back to the table where the rest of the gang was hanging out. He in kind gave her a smile back. While he always had a thing for April, with her reddish-orange hair and bright round face, he never got the opportunity to ask her out.

"Hey!" The group of friends cheered, as Ryan had finally arrived. They were just finishing their first round of drinks.

"Did I miss anything?" Ryan asked, giving a hand sign to the waitress to come and get his order.

The night flew by as the they continued doing rounds, and after being three light beer pints deep, Ryan introduced the idea of doing shots.

"No, no, no, no! No way!" Clea said. "Beer is fine, but when we start doing shots, well..." She trailed off, her head looking over to Derrick.

"What?" Derrick responded.

While Ryan was known for his infamous antics, they were always light-hearted. Derrick on the other hand, tended to be a bit more on the extreme side, the memory of almost being caught launching fireworks from the observatory and one hitting a parked car sprang to mind, as Clea reminded everyone else of it. She did not want a repeat of that event, swearing off shots for as long as they were drinking with Derrick. Especially when they were so close to graduating.

Ryan put their minds at ease with his suave voice, "Well, hey, let's just do one and see where the night goes, okay?"

Everyone gave him a curious brow raise as he downed a shot of whiskey, becoming enlivened, as everyone else began doing the same. Susan and April took one or two shots before hissing and abstaining from anymore, while Derrick and Ryan were the major contributors, Clea holding on slightly with the odd shot or two here and there.

Soon everyone was getting handsy. They were not drunk, but definitely on their way there.

"Hey, how about-" Derrick interrupted the group's chatter, before everyone turned him down premeditatively.

"No!" Teasingly taunting what they already knew was going to be a bad idea.

"Hey, I was just gonna say, why don't we play," And Derrick paused to pick up a bottle off the floor, "Spin the bottle!" He finished in a lewd voice.

"Oh come on, aren't we a little old for that?" Susan asked.

April, who had opened and eased up over the last few rounds, began to grow a devious smile on her face, "Hey, why not?" She said, spinning the bottle.

"Oh, don't- awww." Ryan tried to stop her but, with the bottle spinning, he did not want to be the killjoy of the night, letting it ride out its rotation. "Fine, one spin. We don't want to make this awkward."

The bottle landed on Derrick. Clea looked at him with suspicion.

"Hey, baby, the bottle says!" Derrick shrugged, as April wantingly beckoned her finger over the table, giving him a ripe kiss. The two sat down, April slightly blushing, Derrick giving a mumbling counter to Clea's playfully astonished face.

"Alright then." Clea started, spinning the bottle herself. It landed on Susan.

"Ooohhh, we got a little swirl action!" Derrick said.

Clea looked over at him, rolling her eyes. "I can't believe I'm dating you. That interracial stuff is so 90's." She said, before smiling, leaning over the table and giving Susan a quick peck on the lips, before Susan softly wrapped an arm around her, pulling her in for a deeper kiss.

"Woooh!" Everyone else hollered as the game was beginning to gain more traction.

The game continued, as everyone continued exchanging kisses, pausing periodically to take a shot or sip some beer. Occasional conversation would break the flow, for a couple minutes, before they returned to it. Eventually it began to grow a little tired-feeling.

As Ryan looked around the bar, giving the oh-so familiar gaze of someone who was beginning to get ready to head out for the night, Clea was beginning to feel the angst of the group breaking up after college, and decided to give a little 'spin' on their 'spin the bottle' game. She had to liven the atmosphere to get everyone else to stick around a little while longer. She picked the bottle up, snatching it right from Susan's hand. Clea looked around and noticed that, as it was much later in the night, and the game on the TV had ended, that the bar was around only a quarter filled. Clea tongued her lip, before asking, "So, who here wants to make this a night to truly remember?" Adding a raised eyebrow as she finished.

The friends all looked around at each other. Derrick shrugged and lifted his hands, before saying, "I'm game. Whatever it is, I am 100% in it, babe." Before patting her back.

Ryan and Susan gave a slightly confused stare. April looked on with a suspicious allure. They all seemed interested, but knew that when Clea got on her bad side, she was really bad.

"Okay, well," Clea began, "It's spin the bottle, but!" She said, raising a finger. "Whoever the bottle lands on, you have to go down on."

"What!" Ryan objected with an incredulous voice.

"Oh come on!" Susan added, "You're not serious."

"I don't think that..." April trailed off, looking down at her half empty mug of beer, trying not to stand out.

"Okay, okay, I get it!" Clea said, "You're all too scared! When Derrick suggested we go streaking 3 years ago, you all jumped at that, but when it's my idea..."

"Well," Ryan began to reason, "Streaking isn't inherently sexual. I mean, we're all friends here."

"Right." Susan said, looking nervously over to everyone else, trying to gauge the situation to react accordingly, unsure of whether or not to reject or accept the idea.

Derrick, taking a shot, slammed the shot glass down and said, "Fuck it. Why live if you're not gonna live." That was Derrick's line whenever he was into doing something stupid.

Clea gave an affirming look to Derrick, then to Susan. "Well..." She gave a strained look. "I mean, it's mostly girls here. What if I land on, like, Clea, or something?"

"Well," Clea added, "I played this game back shortly after graduating in high school. I mean, we all said we went down on each other, but really, I'm pretty sure everyone just went under the table and pretended they were doing something. No one has to actually 'do' anything. It's more-so the idea."

Susan's eyes perked up a bit. "Well, I guess if it's optional. That sounds like it could be kinda fun. Sort of like a spin on '7 minutes in heaven'."

"Yea, sorta." Clea responded supportively.

Ryan gave an abstaining, hesitant look, before collapsing forward, "Alright."

Clea giddily clapped before placing the battle back down. "So...Who's going first?" She asked, giving squinty eyes.

"Shit, I'll do it." Derrick, without hesitation, stammered.

"Wait, hold on-" Susan tried to interject, but the bottle was already spinning.

It spun for a heart-palpitating few moments before it landed on Susan.

"Oh-ho-ho-ho-ho!" Derrick jeered, slowly sliding under the table.

"Now, wait, Derrick, remember, it's just for the effect-" She tried to caution, before she felt his hands parting her blue-skirt covered legs. "Woah!" Susan let out. He was really going for it. Susan rested her chin on her hand atop the table, trying to give an 'at ease' look, as she felt his head begin nestling itself between her crotch. She tried to make it seem innocuous, even though it was anything but. His fingers pryed apart her soft cotton panties, revealing her glowing hairy vulva. "Oh god!" Susan said, covering her face.

Derrick's tongue shot into her, making Susan give soft cooing noises. "How long is this?" Susan asked, giving a slightly worried expression to Clea.

"Uhhh, 3 minutes?" Clea shrugged, looking at the clock, just beginning to count the time. She never thought about how long it should last. She honestly never thought she would make it past pitching the game to them, but here they were, Susan getting eaten out under the table by Clea's boyfriend.

"Oh fuck me!" Susan relinguished. Everyone at the table could hardly tell if she was faking it or telling the truth, but as time expired, Derrick wiped his mouth as he came back up. Susan had a bashful face, returning to sipping her mug on the side.

Susan then decided to spin next, with restrained joy as she saw it slowing down, hoping it would land on Ryan. The table got jostled as a waitress slipped and bumped into it, causing the bottle to shakily get forced further, landing on Clea.

"Wait, no, no, I get a re-do!" Susan cried out.

Ryan and Derrick cheered, Derrick adding, "Hey, I didn't get a re-do!"

Clea gave a look of feigned indifference. Susan rolled her eyes. She went under the table, disappearing as the plastic table-cloth hid her away from sight, and began making her way over to Clea's tight dark skinny-jeans. She sat under the table for the first minute, just waiting the time out. Clea was above, giving fake faces to try and excite the group, leaning her crotch forward, toward Susan's face. Biting her lip, Susan decided to unzip her skinny jeans.

Suddenly, Clea jerked upright slightly, her face becoming mildly alarmed. She then made a surprised o-face, as Susan pulled down Clea's pants and thong, revealing a tight, dark, mostly-trimmed pussy. Susan dove her face into it. Even through Clea's dark complexion, Derrick responded:
"Clea, are you blushing?"

"N-No!...Ohhhh, shit." She finished with a whisper. Even through her dark complexion, there was a noticeable swelling aura about her cheeks.

Susan actually going in on her was a big surprise to Clea. Susan had never shown any interest in women, she had always dated men, and was quite girly in regards to her personality. Seeing her butch herself up for some muff diving left Clea stunned, but even more-so Susan's tongue, which, for what she assumed was an amateur, was all too skilled. She tightly gripped one of Clea's tight bubble butt-cheeks, seemingly relishing the moment.

As the time expired, Susan came back up with a grin on her face, as Clea sat back, quiet. Ryan and Derrick gave cheery expressions of excitement.

"Alright, now me, I guess!" Ryan exclaimed, grabbing the bottle. With a flick of the wrist, the bottle spun until slowing to a halt, dead-center on April, who blushed.

"Hey, guys, how about we just-" April pleaded, but her pleas were too late. Ryan already gave her a wink and began sliding under the table. He saw her legs pursed together under her dress and began to gradually part them. "Oh god." April sighed, burying her face in her arms on the table as Clea began to watch the clock.

Underneath, Ryan lifted her skirt, but was taken aback by seeing under her dress, in the dim light that barely shone through her skirt, a bulge coming from her purple panties.

April, under her arms, knowing, bit her thumbnail, waiting and wondering what to expect. She had never told anyone of her friends that she was a futa. It was a personal thing to her, and preferred to simply be looked at as a femme, instead of in a more masculine light, as they tend to be. She could feel Ryan's hesitancy in his lack of movement. In this moment her heart was pounding, wondering what his reaction would be. To her immense relief, she felt him pursue. He buried his head deeper between her legs, prying her panties away, revealing her short and chubby cock that was already hard, with the foreskin gathered at the top and a little bud of pre-cum leaking out the top.

With a firm hand and grip, Ryan unfurled her erection from her covering prepuce and revealed a shiny red tip. He licked the tip, hesitantly at first, getting a taste for her. He had never sucked a she-cock, and never thought about whether he had wanted to until this moment and thought, under the mystery of the table, who would know? Taking April in his mouth, she gave a breathy sigh, and then a warm hum.

The seconds ticked away like hours as she knew that 3 minutes in heaven was all she was going to get. Her cheeks flushed for her friends all sitting around her to see, watching with excitement and arousal as she became more and more flustered, his mouth going back and forth on her shaft, gently licking the underside.

She could barely stand it, until it was over.

"Time!" Clea said, firmly.

Coming back up from under the table, Ryan let out a sigh, then a laugh, with all the friends around him laughing in unison, save for April, who gave him a sly smile, to which Ryan winked back at her.

"I...Think I need to go to the bathroom." April said, stumbling as she rose from her seat, subtly covering her dress to not make anyone aware of her erection.

"Alright, take it easy." Derrick said, moving over to let her out.

Hustling to the bathroom, she went inside the nearest stall, breathing heavily as she placed her back against the stall divider. She began masturbating herself, thinking about Ryan. How embarrassed she was to have that moment in front of all of her friends, but most of all for Ryan to uncover her little secret the way he did. It was all so hot for her.

As she continued rubbing her short, thick, and very hard cock, she heard a door swing open. Looking under the stall door she saw Ryan's shoes.

"April?" Ryan whispered.

Unlatching the door, she poked her head out from the crack, "Hey, what are you doing in here?"

"Well, I wanted to say good night. We're all gonna head out."

"Oh...Sure...Bye!" April said, ending bluntly.

Ryan put his hand up, blocking her from closing the door. "Woah, woah, hey, I was just wondering. You want me to, you know...Finish where I left off?"

April was as flushed as her hair now, being despondent and quiet.

"Hey, just say the word and I'll go." Ryan replied, defensively, not wanting to pressure her.

"No, it's just. I've always kinda had a crush on you, and...It was real awkward out there."

"Ahh. I get it. So I'll see you some time later?" Ryan said, backing away.

"No, I mean," April quickly replied, opening the door, revealing her small hard cock holding up her dress in the doorway of the bathroom stall. "I mean I was going to say, it was weird out there. But in here is better." April looked at him, desperate, as the sexual tension filled the air.

Ryan gave a snicker and closed in, kissing her as her erection pressed against his thigh. The door stall closed behind them, and they tried locking it while embraced in a kiss.

April put the seat lid down and sat on it, her cushy butt-cheeks smooshing lovingly against the plastic lid, as Ryan followed her down, getting on his knees. April felt the walls, looking for anything to brace herself, instead just opting to press her hands as firmly as she could against them as he sucked on her once more.

Now they had privacy, and April was being more open about her desires. She was moaning just enough to make her pleasure audible to Ryan, who went up and down on her stout little shaft with fervor. She could not resist and placed a hand on his head, feeling more in control in doing so.

It did not take long for the feeling of orgasm to rear its head, and her cock began to pulsate. Ryan could tell and braced as she squirted hot, white, goo all over the inside of his mouth. April gasped with satisfaction as Ryan brought his head up, licking and smacking his lips, swallowing the load she had just released.

"Wow, you're amazing!" She said, turned on by the fact he swallowed all of her. Opening the stall door, April asked, "Wait, don't you want me to do you?"

Ryan replied, "One of us finished, and I'm fine with that."

Grabbing their coats, and walking outside into the chill southern winter night, Ryan put his arm around April, who tenderly relaxed against him as they went home. When April asked, "You wanna go back to my place?"

Ryan smiled, saying, "Sounds much better than what I had planned."

Giving Ryan a quick peck on the cheek, she tells him, "I guess staying for my masters won't be so bad, now that I've got you. And maybe I can change your mind on giving you some satisfaction."
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