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I turn to Kyle, keeping my expression as flat as possible to make sure he knows how fucking annoying he is. He turns to face me slowly, that giant, goofy grin of his on his face. It's the grin that makes any girl in a fifteen meter radius get panties-soakingly wet. I have no fucking idea why. I think it makes him look like a dopey cartoon character that just got one of those metal things dropped on his head, and I've told him so every single fucking time he's tried it on me. It's not cute, it's not funny, and it makes me want to punch his fucking lights out. 
Especially because we're here on a Friday night. The first mixer of the semester. I was looking to get my dick wet in some Nu Upsilon Tau pussy, but Kyle forgot to buy the fucking beer chasers, so I went with him so someone fucking responsible could make sure it happened. His dumb ass spent a half hour trying to pick shit out, went to pay, and got caught staring at the tits of some four-out-of-ten slut working at the cash register of the liquor store. In his defense, the bitch had those things out as far as they could go in a workplace without getting her fired. 
In his offense, they were sad and saggy. 
Another point against him: she invited us to a different party, and he got so fucking distracted by her that he left the goddamn beer at the liquor store. Instead of going back empty handed, he told me we should blow the guys off and figure out what kind of parties she went to. So we pulled up to the address she texted him after his dumb-fuck-balls-for-brains ass wrote his number on the receipt and handed it back to her. The receipt you're supposed to take with you as proof that you bought the thing you went there for. 
I'm glad it went on the frat's card and not mine because I would have already dumped his ass in the river. 
Instead, we're here at the address she sent us. I don't know what I was expecting, but it sure as fuck wasn't the decrepit old manor we're standing in front of, looking dusty and grey and like no one has lived here since the dinosaurs were still boning. 
The doorknob is rusty and the doorbell doesn't work. Kyle's already knocked three times, and now he's calling the girl's number. I start to tell him that she blew him off and we should just go to a different liquor store and head back to the party, but right as I open my mouth to say it to his dumb face, the front door swings open. I can't see much inside, but I can tell that it looks a fuck ton cozier than the outside does. 
The girl from the store stands in the doorway, arms lifted above her head and back arched. She's not in the tacky work uniform anymore, either. She's in a sultry red dress that hugs everything. I don't think it flatters anything but her tits, which in my humble opinion are the only part of her worth looking at, but Kyle's drooling at her sight. He follows her like a little puppy dog inside, not a care in the world. I've thought with my cock before, but I'm starting to wonder if this man even has a brain to speak of as I follow them both inside and get a better look at everything that fills up this dank, musty-ass mansion. 
Red wallpaper, red couches, red outfits on all of the dozen people staring at us in the next room as the cashier ushers us towards a small sitting room. The windows barely have any light coming in, and what light does make it in is, you guessed it, red. That's courtesy of the thin red curtains, though. The couches are huge and plush, and I sink right into it, propping my feet up on the smooth wood table. I want to make sure this bitch—and by that I mean Kyle—knows how little I want to be here. It also has the added bonus of wrinkling the other bitch—the cashier—'s nose up as the dainty little red glass figurines on the table bump with the impact of my gnarly sneakers. 
"Welcome to the Red House," she says, taking a seat across from us. "We're so grateful to have you here. It's in our basement that you'll experience pleasures beyond your wildest dreams. You'll lose yourself in our hospitality, and you'll walk out changed."

"Wait," says Kyle. "I thought you were bringing me back for us to fuck. Is this... what is this, an orgy or something?"

She gets a curt little smile on her lips, all condescending-like. Reminds me of my teacher in the third grade when I'd ask a stupid question, which makes me itchy. 
"An orgy is one word for it. Another is 'fertility ritual.' But the ritual can't commence with only our own members—we'd decay as a group. Our children would be born with birth defects. We need..." She hesitates, and that makes me itch even more. "We need external donors to help make sure the ritual goes well. Everyone who lives at the Red House is expected to bring at least one donor to the ritual."

"Woah."

He's a dumbass.

"And I," she says, smiling sheepishly. "I was caught up in my duties this year and nearly missed the cutoff. You, Kyle, were handsome enough, and I was running out of time. But please—don't take that as an insult. I think you'll make an excellent donor, and I'd love to have you as mine for this year's ritual. If you consent."

"Absolutely," he replies, leaning forward. There's nothing behind those goddamn eyes. 
"What's he consenting to? You didn't actually ask anything," I chip in, which earns me a glare from Kyle. 
"Dude, shut up. No one likes a cockblock."

She waves her hand gracefully. 
"No, no, your friend is right. And, if he's interested, he's more than welcome to join as a donor himself. But you do have to read the Red House's contract before we move forward at all—it's tradition to respect the autonomy of all who enter here. We hold consent as the utmost of virtues in this space. If you'll give me a moment, I can retrieve two contracts. You don't have to join us if you don't wish to. Although, I sincerely hope you do."

She winks at Kyle and with a lavish swish of her dress, she steps out of the room. 
"Dude, this place is awesome. Why are you being so weird?"

I give him another flat-faced look because I can't be bothered to produce anything more coherent at the moment. 
"Because we came to get beer so we can get laid at home. In our own beds. There's so much fresh pussy at the house right now and we're missing out because you're a fucking idiot."

"Okay, so learn to roll with it. There's mad puss here too, bro. Just look at her. Look at her! She's hot as fuck. Im sure she has a friend here, too. We can bang it out with them, then hit the road."

"Kyle, this is a fucking orgy, not a cute little monogamous bang sesh. She's asking us to sign a contract."

"So? We signed a contract to join the frat!"

"That's so not the same fucking thing."

"Dude, don't be a loser. Please? For once just think with your dick, man. When's the last time you got laid for real? Don't tell me you're still hung up on Cassie—let's help you get over her. Not tonight when you're drunk and sad-macking on some freshmen. Right now, where there are hot chicks with huge tits for you to nail like the champ you are, bro."

He punches me affectionately in the shoulder, but I just roll my eyes. It only takes another moment for her to return holding two sheets of yellowing paper and lavish quills. Another moment after that and she retrieves a pot of ink from a drawer nearby and gestures to the sheets for us to sign once she's sat back down. 
I skim through the thing. There's not much to discover, honestly. Looks mostly like a blanket release of liability in case of injury—the kind of thing I had to sign before I joined the football team freshman year. There's only one part that sticks out to me. It says, "All donors agree to carry spawn to full term."

Obviously "donors" can refer to sperm donors or egg donors. Regardless, something about it rubs me the wrong way. It's written like they're vampires or something, rather than just weirdos with an obsession with the color red. Kyle's is already signed by the time I scratch my signature onto the bottom of the scroll. I don't actually intend on fucking anyone here or being a "donor," but clearly Kyle is, and someone has to keep an eye on his dumb fuck ass. Might as well be me, I guess. 
She smiles mysteriously at us and takes both scrolls back beneath her sharp fingernails. The way she looks at us both makes me feel like we're less of a fun lay option and more like a donut at a bakery being stared at through the glass. Kyle looks like the happiest fucking thing this side of a coked-out sophomore who thinks he's getting to fuck the senior, so I must be missing something. 
"Thank you both so, so much," she says, standing with a thick elegance. "If you'll wait here for a few moments, I'll be back to escort you to the ritual center downstairs."

"Babe, we'd wait for the cows to come home to get a look under that skirt," says Kyle. She purses her lips and winks at him before leaving the room as promised. I punch him in the shoulder hard enough that it makes a thick sound and he grunts, rubbing it in pain. 
"Ow. Dude. Why are you punching me? You should be thanking me for bringing us fresh puss. We can bang, like, eight hot chicks down there probably and go back and tell the guys everything."

"You're an idiot. Do you know what a fertility ritual is?"

"Uh, for the crops and
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