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Horny Hanky Panky at the Halloween Haunted House

Sabrina should have known better than to trust Zachary’s smile.

At a corner table in the university cafeteria, he leaned across with that disarming grin. “Come on, Sabrina. Three hundred quid for three nights of work. That’s pretty good money for standing around in a costume and saying ‘boo’ to people.”

She absently stirred her tea, determined not to notice how his gaze lingered. “I don’t know, Zach. Halloween attractions aren’t really my thing.”

“Which is exactly why you’d be perfect,” he insisted. “Most of the applicants are drama students who just love to overact. What we need is a bit more subtlety… a bit more authenticity.”

He reached across and brushed her hand with warm fingers. Sabrina felt that familiar flutter in her stomach, the one she always got when he touched her. “So you’re saying you think I’m authentically scary? How flattering,” she managed, her voice softer than intended.

Zachary laughed, his eyes crinkling. “What I mean is, you’ve got something natural about you. It’s compelling. I think it’d work well.”

Her cheeks warmed at his words. That was the problem with Zachary—he said things that made her wonder if there was something more between them than friendship, but then he always acted as if it had meant nothing.

“There’s got to be plenty of people who’d want this job,” she said, pulling her hand away. “Why me?”

“Because I’m assistant manager this year, and I get to pick my team,” he explained. He leaned back, radiating casual confidence. “And I want someone I can trust—someone who I know will show up and not flake.”

Sabrina bit her lip, thinking of the rent due next week and the meagre balance currently sitting in her bank account. Three hundred would certainly make things a lot easier in the short term.

“What would I have to do exactly?” she asked, already knowing.

His grin widened in a way that made her shiver. “Nothing complicated. Just wear a costume, follow a script, and scare some people. Easy money.”

She sighed, ignoring the warning bells in her head. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

“Brilliant!” Zachary clapped his hands together. “You won’t regret it, I promise.”

She watched as he pulled out his phone to text his boss, a nagging feeling scratching at the back of her mind—one that told her she’d just agreed to something far more complicated than Zach was letting on.

But, really, she thought to herself, what was the worst that could happen at a Halloween haunted house? After all, it would just be some costumes and fake blood, some strobe lights and soundtracks. It wasn’t like she was going to be exposed to any real danger.

If only Sabrina had known then just how exposed she was about to become…

∞∞∞

Two days before the grand opening, Sabrina stood at the entrance of the converted warehouse that housed the "Nightmare Realms" Halloween attraction. The evening air had a bite to it, and she hugged her jacket tighter around herself.

"Right on time," Zachary called, emerging from the darkened doorway. He wore a black hoodie with the attraction's logo, his hair slightly tousled. "Ready for your training session?"

"As I'll ever be," Sabrina replied, trying to ignore the way her stomach was already knotting with nervousness.

Zachary held open the heavy door, his hand brushing the small of her back as he guided her inside. The touch seemed to linger a moment too long, but Sabrina convinced herself—as she had done countless times before—that she was just imagining things.

The warehouse interior had been transformed into a labyrinth of narrow corridors and themed rooms. In the harsh work lights, she could see the seams of the plywood walls and the electrical cables snaking along the ceiling, but Zachary assured her it would look completely different once properly lit.

"We've got five main zones," he explained, leading her through the first area—a dilapidated hospital ward with beds containing grotesque mannequins. "Abandoned Hospital, Cursed Forest, Butcher's Den, Demonic Ritual, and The Crypt."

As they moved through each section, Zachary explained the sound cues and lighting effects, demonstrating how the hidden panels worked and where cast members should position themselves. Sabrina listened attentively, trying to memorise it all.

"So what about me?" Sabrina asked, looking around at the elaborate setups. "Where do I fit in to all this?"

"Ah, that's the best part," Zachary said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. "You won't be confined to just one area. Your job is to haunt the corridors between the main rooms."

He gestured down one of the dimly lit passageways. "Each room has its permanent cast members, but we also need floating characters like you to create random encounters for the punters. Keeps them on edge, makes the whole experience less predictable." His eyes gleamed with enthusiasm. "It's actually really good for repeat custom—nobody ever gets exactly the same experience twice. It was a major positive in the feedback forms last year."

Sabrina nodded, relieved she wouldn't be stuck in one place all night. Having free rein actually sounded like it might be quite a bit of fun. Maybe this job wouldn't be so bad after all.

"There's one more thing you should know," Zachary added, suddenly stepping closer. "This is what we call a 'hands-on' experience."

"Hands-on?" Sabrina repeated, her voice catching slightly.

"Yeah. Cast members are allowed to touch patrons—nothing inappropriate, of course—just grabbing shoulders, brushing past them in the dark, that sort of thing." He demonstrated by lightly grasping her shoulder, his hands lingering there. "And the patrons know they might be touched as part of the experience."

A flicker of unease passed through her. "So… can they touch me too?"

"Well, they might bump into you in the dark corridors. It's part of the immersion." His hand slid down her arm. "Nothing to worry about. Most people are just trying to get through without wetting themselves."

Sabrina swallowed hard. The thought of strangers' hands on her in the dark made her stomach tighten, but she'd already committed. And she needed the money.

"I… I suppose that makes sense," she conceded.

"Brilliant!" Zachary clapped his hands together. "Now for the fun part—choosing your character."

He led her through a door marked 'STAFF ONLY' into what appeared to be a large storage room. Racks of costumes lined the walls, and tables overflowed with masks, props, and makeup kits.

"Since you're floating between zones, you can be pretty much anything," he explained, rifling through a rack of costumes. "So let's find something perfect for you."

Zachary's fingers trailed along the hanging costumes until he paused with a dramatic flourish. "Ah, perfect!" He pulled out a white nurse's uniform with a satisfied grin. "Classic horror staple, isn't it?"

Sabrina's eyes widened as she took in the costume. The dress was impossibly short, with a plunging neckline and two red crosses emblazoned to either side guaranteed to draw attention directly to her breasts. It looked more suited to an adult film set than a haunted house.

"I… I don't think that would be appropriate," she stammered, feeling heat creep up her neck. "Isn't there something a bit less… revealing?"

"Come on, Sabrina," Zachary coaxed, his voice dropping to that persuasive tone that always made her resolve weaken. "It's Halloween. Everyone expects a bit of sexiness mixed in with the scares. Besides, the more gruesome outfits are all taken by the permanent cast members."

He held the costume against her body, his knuckles brushing against her collarbone. "Look, there's a changing screen right over there in the corner. Just try it on. If you hate it, we'll find something else."

Sabrina hesitated, biting her lower lip. The money attaching to this ordeal flashed through her mind again—three hundred would go a long way…

"Fine," she conceded, taking the hanger from him with reluctant fingers. "But no promises."

Behind the flimsy screen, Sabrina wriggled into the tight uniform, the fabric stretching across her hips and chest in a way that made her wince. When she caught sight of herself in the small mirror hanging on the wall, she froze. The uniform barely covered her bum, and the top was so tight she feared the buttons might pop if she took too deep a breath.

"This can't be right," she whispered to herself, tugging at the hem in a futile attempt to make it longer.

"You decent?" Zachary called out, his voice laced with impatience.

"Not remotely," she muttered under her breath. But at a normal level she gave in and replied, "Yes, I suppose."

Stepping out from behind the screen, Sabrina kept her arms crossed protectively over her chest. The cool air of the warehouse raised goosebumps on her exposed legs.

Zachary's eyes widened, a slow smile spreading across his face as his gaze travelled from her face downward, lingering on every curve the uniform accentuated.

"Bloody hell, Sabrina," he breathed, circling her slowly. "You look… incredible."

She shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of his scrutiny. "It's much too short. And tight. I can hardly breathe."

"Nonsense. Give us a twirl, would you?" His voice had dropped an octave, taking on a commanding edge she rarely heard from him.

Reluctantly, she turned in a small circle, feeling exposed and vulnerable as the dress rode up even higher. The way he was looking at her—like she was something to be consumed—made her stomach clench with a confusing mixture of discomfort and something else she didn't want to acknowledge.

"Perfect," he declared, his eyes darkening. "The punters will love it. You'll have them terrified and turned on all at once."

"I'm not sure that's the reaction we're going for," she said weakly, tugging at the hem again. "Don't you think it's a bit much? Or… not enough?"

"Trust me, this is tame compared to some costumes." He pulled another hanger from the rack. "Let's try this one next. The cheerleader is always popular."

What followed felt less like a professional fitting and more like some private show for Zachary's benefit. The cheerleader outfit had a skirt so short Sabrina couldn’t imagine moving about in it without her knickers being on full display. The pleated fabric barely covered them when she was motionless, and the top was little better, cropped to expose her midriff and as plunging as the nurse costume had been.

"It’d be good around the Cursed Forest section," Zachary explained, his eyes never leaving her body. "You could carry a bloody pompom and cheer for the visitors' doom."

Next came the "zombie victim". This ensemble wasn’t all that dissimilar from her own everyday clothes, except that they were torn strategically to reveal patches of skin at her shoulder, across her stomach, and a long rip up her thigh that nearly reached her hip.

"The key is the makeup," Zachary explained, his voice husky as he stood close behind her, his breath warm on her neck. "Pale skin, dark circles under the eyes, blood trickling from your mouth. You'll look beautifully dead."

The vampire's consort outfit was the worst yet—a tight corset that pushed her breasts up to a height that made Sabrina blush furiously, paired with a flowing skirt that was sheer enough to outline her legs when she stood in front of the light.

"I’m pretty sure these ‘punters’ you’re so concerned about will be too distracted to be properly scared," she protested, trying to adjust the corset to something approaching modesty.

"That's half the fun," Zachary replied, his eyes never leaving her chest. "The distraction. Then you go for the scare when they least expect it."

With each costume, his comments grew bolder, his gaze more intense. Sabrina felt increasingly like she was performing for him rather than preparing for a job. His eyes followed her every movement, and she couldn't help noticing how he positioned himself closer with each outfit change, finding excuses to adjust a strap here, straighten a hem there.

"I've saved the best for last," he announced finally, pulling out another costume from a box he'd kept separate from the others.

Sabrina stared at what appeared to be little more than a set of black lingerie with a pointy hat. "That's… a witch?"

"A sexy witch," he corrected with a wink. "Maybe you could be based around the Demonic Ritual section."

Sabrina took a step back, shaking her head. "No. Absolutely not. That's basically underwear with a hat, Zach."

"It's more than that," he insisted, holding it up. He wasn’t technically wrong. Alongside the underwear, garter, and fishnets was what appeared to be a short, ragged tulle skirt and a transparent black shawl to serve as a ‘cape’. "It's atmospheric. Think about it—a beautiful witch, luring visitors to their untimely demise."

"I think I'd rather be a ghost," Sabrina said firmly, wrapping her arms around herself. The mere idea of wearing it made her feel more exposed than she already was, still in the ridiculous push-up corset. "You know, a sheet with eyeholes? Very traditional."

Zachary stepped closer, the witch costume still in his hands. "Come on, Sabrina. I chose you specifically because you'd be perfect for this—shy university student by day, seductive witch by night." His voice dropped to a whisper. "Don't you think it might be fun to try something different? Something that might make you feel… powerful?"

Something about his tone sent a flutter through Sabrina's stomach. It wasn’t an entirely new reaction, and she wasn't proud of it—this weakness she seemed to have for his persuasion—but there it was nonetheless, a warmth spreading through her core.

"I'm not… seductive," she protested, her voice barely above a whisper. "But I am shy. I couldn't possibly pull that off. Everyone would laugh."

Zachary stepped closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne now. "It'll be really dark anyway," he said, his voice low and certain. "The visitors will barely see the details. It's more about the silhouette than anything else. The witch's form moving through shadows, that's what creates the atmosphere."

His confidence was overwhelming. Sabrina felt her resolve crumbling—as it always did around him. She looked down at the flimsy costume in his hands, then back up at his expectant face.

"Ugh. Fine," she sighed, taking the outfit from him. "But if I hate it, we're trying something else."

She turned toward the changing screen, already regretting her decision.

"Wait," Zachary called after her, diving back into the box. "Don't forget the boots. They're an integral part of the ensemble."

He approached with what looked like weapons of torture—knee-high black leather boots with wickedly spiked heels that must have been at least four inches tall.

"As if it couldn't get worse," she muttered, taking them with a grimace.

Behind the screen, Sabrina shed the vampire's consort outfit and examined the witch costume properly. The black bra was mercifully substantial—the lace overlaying real cups rather than comprising them—though it was still clearly designed to enhance rather than conceal. The matching knickers were another matter entirely, skimpy enough that she realised her private grooming habits would no longer be so private. The tulle skirt was little more than a ruffle around her hips, and the sheer black shawl was gossamer-thin.

She struggled into the outfit piece by piece, cursing under her breath as she fastened the stockings to the garters. The boots were the final indignity, tight around her calves and precarious to stand in.

When she was fully dressed—if one could even call it that—Sabrina examined herself in the mirror. The sight made her cheeks burn. The shawl draped over her shoulders but did absolutely nothing to conceal her chest. The tulle skirt fluttered uselessly around her thighs, doing nothing to hide the outline of her black underwear beneath. And perched atop her head, the massive pointed witch's hat looked ridiculous in contrast to the scantiness of the rest of the outfit. There was probably more material in it than in the entirety of the rest of her costume.

Her first instinct was to tear it all off and put her own clothes back on. This was humiliating. She was a university student, and a serious one at that, not a Halloween fantasy! She reached for the hat, ready to remove it, when she paused.

The memory of Zachary's gaze during the previous costume changes flickered through her mind. The way his eyes had widened, how his breath had quickened, the undisguised appreciation that had transformed his face. She realised with more than a hint of shame that… a small, rebellious part of her wanted to see that look again. Wanted to know she could cause it.

Before she could change her mind, Sabrina stepped out from behind the screen.

Zachary had been scrolling through his phone, but at her appearance, it slipped from his fingers and clattered to the floor. His mouth fell open, his eyes widening as they travelled from her face down to the boots and back up again.

"Bloody hell," he whispered, making no move to retrieve his phone.

Sabrina stood awkwardly, heat flooding her cheeks. It was mortifying to be so exposed, and yet—there was something almost intoxicating about the naked admiration in his eyes.

"This is definitely the one," he finally said, his voice hoarse. He cleared his throat. "And of course it is! Our very own real-life Sabrina the Teenage—"

"I'm not a teenager," she protested, shifting her weight and immediately regretting it as she wobbled on the unfamiliar heels.

"Twenty’s close enough," he replied with a grin, finally bending to pick up his phone.

Before she could retort, he held up his phone. "I'll need to take some pictures."

"What?" Sabrina's arms instinctively crossed over her chest. "Absolutely not!"

"It's for promotional material," he explained smoothly. "And to ensure consistency of the costume over the three nights. We need to make sure you look the same each time."

Sabrina hesitated, arms still wrapped protectively around herself. It sounded… plausible enough, but something about the eagerness in his eyes made her suspicious.

"Just a few quick shots," he pressed. "For the records."

"I… I guess that’s okay," she conceded reluctantly, dropping her arms to her sides.

"Brilliant. Now, try to look mysterious. Sultry, but dangerous. I’ll photoshop some spooky background in later."

Sabrina attempted to comply, feeling utterly ridiculous as she tried to channel something "sultry" while dressed in what amounted to fancy lingerie with a pointy hat.

"Perfect," Zachary murmured, snapping away. "Now turn a bit to the side. That's it."

What had started as a few straightforward photos quickly evolved into something else entirely. He directed her through a series of increasingly suggestive poses—looking over her shoulder, hand on hip, finger to lips.

Then came the close-ups. He knelt down to capture her legs, the camera angled up along the fishnets. He circled around for shots of her back, of her chest, even crouching to get what he claimed was "an atmospheric angle" of her bottom in the black lace knickers barely concealed by the tulle skirt.

"I really don't think all these photos are necessary," Sabrina said as he took yet another close-up of her cleavage.

"Trust me, they are," he insisted, but there was something in his voice that made her doubt him.

It only occurred to her then that he was using his personal phone, not any kind of official camera. Would these photos really be used for promotional materials? Or were they destined for his private collection?

The thought should have scandalised her—should have made her demand he delete them immediately. Instead, to her surprise, she felt a rush of heat course through her body. The idea of Zachary looking at those photos later, alone in his room, studying every curve and contour of her body… it stirred something deep and primal within her.

"I think that's enough now," she managed to say, her voice sounding strange to her own ears.

"Just one more," he said, stepping closer. "Look at me like you want to cast a spell on me."

Sabrina met his eyes, and something passed between them—something electric and dangerous and thrilling. She held his gaze, letting a hint of a smile play across her lips, surprised at her own boldness.

"Perfect," he whispered, lowering the phone. "Absolutely perfect."

For a moment, they stood there, the air between them charged with unspoken possibilities. Then Zachary cleared his throat.

"Right, so the costume works. Now let's talk about your character. I'm thinking you'll start in the Demonic Ritual room, then float between there and The Crypt…"

As he launched into the logistics, Sabrina half-listened, still processing what had just happened. Something had definitely shifted between them as she allowed him to photograph her like this, knowing deep down what he was going to use those photos for. She knew she’d crossed some boundary. But, despite her initial reluctance, she wasn't entirely sure she wanted to go back.

∞∞∞

The night of the grand opening arrived far too soon.

Standing in the small break room behind the attraction, Sabrina fumbled with her witch's hat, trying—ultimately unsuccessfully—to settle it at an angle that might draw attention away from the rest of her outfit. All around her, other staff members were putting final touches on their costumes—a zombie adjusting his prosthetic wound, a demon painting highlights and shadows onto her horns, a blood-soaked surgeon arranging fake instruments of medicine or torture in a metal tray.

None of them, Sabrina noted with a sinking feeling, was dressed anything like her. The other female staff members wore costumes that were actually scary—their clothes might have been torn and bloodied, but at the very least they were properly covered. She was alone in her level of exposure, looking like she'd wandered in from a completely different type of establishment… and drawing the kinds of glances and side-eyes that she herself would have been giving had it been someone else in this state if semi-undress.

As she stewed in her discomfort, shifting weight from one foot to the other and tugging ineffectually at skirt and shawl, Zachary appeared at her side, clipboard in hand. "Ready for your big debut?" His eyes performed their now-familiar sweep of her body, lingering on the places where the costume revealed more than it concealed.

"I feel ridiculous," she hissed, crossing her arms over her chest. "Everyone else looks properly frightening. I look like I'm off to a fancy dress party at a gentleman's club."

"Trust me," Zachary said, his hand coming to rest on the small of her back, "you'll be brilliant. Remember, you're stationed in and around the Demonic Ritual room to start with, but feel free to wander. Try to blend with the shadows, then emerge when people least expect it."

His hand slid lower, coming to rest just above her bottom. Nothing lascivious for a friend, but… still enough to make her question his intentions. "The makeup artist did a fantastic job. Those contacts make your eyes look properly bewitching."

The green contacts had been another of Zachary's last-minute additions, supposedly to make her look more "otherworldly." They were uncomfortable and made her vision slightly blurry around the edges, but she had to admit they did look eerie in combination with the dark eyeshadow and blood-red lipstick he'd insisted upon.

"Places, everyone!" called the manager from the doorway. "First group's about to enter!"

Sabrina's heart hammered as she wobbled on her heels toward her designated spot. The Demonic Ritual room was atmospheric, at least—red lighting, candles (fake, but convincingly flickering), a pentagram painted on the floor, and various occult-looking symbols on the walls. The smoke machine filled the air with a thin haze that caught in the back of her throat.

She positioned herself behind a black gauze curtain near one entrance as instructed, waiting for the first group to arrive. Through the thin material, she could see five shadowy figures being ushered in by the guide—four young men and a girl, all of them already jumpy from whatever horrors they'd encountered in the previous rooms.

"The ritual chamber," intoned the guide dramatically. "Some say the veil between worlds is thinnest here… that spirits and demons can cross over to claim unwitting souls."

On cue, the lights flickered and dropped even lower. Eerie chanting began to play through hidden speakers. This was her moment.

Sabrina slipped silently from behind the curtain, moving slowly as she'd been instructed. The trick, Zachary had explained, was to be spotted only from the corner of the eye at first—a shape in the darkness, a suggestion of movement.

She glided along the wall, focusing on being ethereal, trying to banish from her mind those other specific terms Zachary had kept using like “sultry” or “seductive”. When she reached a position behind the group, she whispered the line she'd been given: "Who dares disturb this sanctum?"

The group spun around, and Sabrina prepared herself for screams or at least startled gasps. Instead, she was met with something quite different.

"Bloody hell," exclaimed one of the young men, his face breaking into a grin as he took in her appearance. "Now that's what I call a proper welcome!"

His friends laughed, nudging each other and staring openly at her body. Even in the dim red light, she could still make out their appreciative expressions. And they must have been able to make out a lot more about her.

"Didn't realise we'd get a complimentary lap dance with our tickets," another one added, earning more laughter from the group.

Heat flooded Sabrina's face. This wasn't supposed to happen. She was meant to be frightening people, not… whatever this was.

She tried to recover, raising her arms and speaking in what she hoped was a menacing tone. "Foolish mortals! Your souls shall feel the touch of my dark magic!"

"I’ll gladly feel whatever you’re offering, love," replied the first young man, taking a step toward her.

The guide, sensing the situation deteriorating, quickly intervened. "This witch is not to be trifled with! Come, we must continue before her spell takes hold!"

He shepherded the group further into the room, where other actors were waiting to perform the main ritual. Several of the group looked back at Sabrina with grins and winks as they passed, one of them deliberately brushing against her, his hand grazing her bare thigh in a way that couldn't possibly have been accidental.

Sabrina remained frozen in place, mortification washing over her. That wasn't at all how it was supposed to go. Where were the screams? The fear? The running away in terror?

Before she could properly recover, the next group was being led in, and the whole miserable scene repeated itself. This time it was a mixed group of university-aged students, and while the young women seemed appropriately wary, the men's reactions were depressingly similar to the first group.

"Witch? More like which one of us gets her number," one of them stage-whispered to his friend, easily loud enough for Sabrina to hear.

As the night wore on, a pattern emerged. Sabrina tried different approaches—lunging from shadows, whispering menacingly, even grabbing shoulders from behind as Zachary had suggested. Occasionally she managed to startle someone, particularly when she caught them unawares. But more often than not, the male visitors responded with appreciative comments rather than fear.

"I'd let her cast a spell on me any day," became a common refrain, along with various cruder suggestions that made her cheeks burn beneath her makeup.

Worse still were the touches. In the darkness and confusion of the attraction, hands seemed to find her with unerring accuracy. A brush against her bottom as a group squeezed past. Fingers trailing along her bare arm. When she ventured into the more dimly lit hallway, one particularly bold visitor even managed to run his hand up her thigh under the pretence of groping his way through the dark. He was groping, alright! He managed to graze the edge of her knickers before she could step away, and before he tried to cover himself with, “Terribly sorry! Can’t see a thing in here!”

Each time it happened, Sabrina found herself paralysed with shock and embarrassment. She wanted to object, to tell them off, but she wasn't sure if it would be too unprofessional to break character, to disrupt the experience for other patrons. Underneath all of these shifting emotions and concerns, however, was one immutable worry… Was this what Zachary had intended all along?

∞∞∞

During her break, she sought him out, finding him monitoring the queue at the entrance.

"This isn't working," she hissed, pulling him aside. "They're not scared of me at all! They're just… leering. And… touching."

Zachary's expression was frustratingly unsurprised. "Well, that's part of the experience, isn't it? The mixture of fear and attraction. It's a proven formula."

"But I'm not scary at all in this!" she protested, gesturing at her costume. "I'm just… exposed. And I don't think all this touching is appropriate either."

He placed his hands on her shoulders, looking into her eyes with what seemed like genuine concern. "Look, it's only the first night. You'll find your rhythm. Why don’t you try some different approaches. Hide in darker corners? Jump out more suddenly?" Then his expression changed. “Thing is, Sabrina,” he said, “you are adding a lot of value to the whole experience. You should see the click-through and conversion rates on our ads where your picture is front and centre. You’re bringing people in. It’s what they want.”

She didn’t know whether to be appalled or flattered. But she certainly knew which she felt. Grudgingly, she decided to take Zachary’s advice and try to learn from her experience thus far, to “try some different approaches.”

∞∞∞

The second half of the evening was marginally better. Sabrina developed a new strategy—keeping to the deepest shadows, only emerging for quick scares before retreating. She abandoned the attempt to develop a persona entirely, focusing instead on sudden movements and short, unsettling stock phrases whispered directly into visitors' ears.

It worked, to an extent. She did manage to elicit a few genuine screams, particularly from female patrons. But the touching continued. If anything, in fact, it increased, as though her new elusiveness had made her an even more enticing target. Hands would search for her in the darkness, and when they found her, they would linger.

Sabrina felt utterly drained as she retreated to the small makeshift dressing room at the end of the night. She peeled off the fishnets, her fingers trembling slightly with fatigue. The boots came off next, her feet screaming in relief as they touched the cool floor. She caught her reflection in the cracked mirror—her makeup smudged, the contacts making her eyes look alien and predatory.

As she unhooked the garters and slid out of the scanty black costume, the numerous embarrassments of the evening insisted on flashing through her mind as if to mock her once more. But for the first time, seeing all those encounters again in quick succession, she realised that there had been an almost entirely consistent thread running throughout. Something peculiar had happened each time she'd appeared before the groups. Something she couldn't quite explain, or at least something that felt very foreign to her. It hadn’t mattered if the men were college students like her or twice her age. It hadn’t mattered whether they were alone or in groups, with friends or spouses or even that one peculiar work outing. The way their eyes had widened, they way their breathing had changed, the sudden alertness in their posture. It was as if she had actually cast some sort of spell on them.

She pulled her jeans up over her hips, the familiar cotton and denim a comfort against her skin after hours of lace and exposure. It was strange how a simple change of clothing could alter everything. In her everyday clothes—jeans, trainers, and her faded university hoodie—she passed through the world largely unnoticed. But tonight, in that bewitching costume, she'd commanded attention, drawn eyes, inspired desire. She’d reduced men to their baser instincts without even trying.

Sabrina paused, t-shirt clutched against her chest. The humiliation of those crude comments still burned in her memory. The opportunism of wandering hands in those dark corridors made her skin crawl. And yet…

A small, secret part of her had felt something else entirely. A rush when she'd noticed how pupils had dilated at the sight of her. A thrill at the power she seemed to wield over complete strangers. It was as if the costume had unlocked some dormant aspect of herself—capable of enchanting with merely her presence.

"No," she whispered firmly, yanking her t-shirt over her head. That was a dangerous path to follow. She wasn't there to be ogled or groped. She was there to do a job, to earn money. Nothing more.

She scrubbed the makeup from her face with a wipe, watching as the witch's mask dissolved, revealing her ordinary self once more. The contacts came out last, her natural eye colour returning, less striking but far more comfortable.

When she emerged from the dressing room, Zachary was waiting, his keys jangling in his hand.

"Ready to go?" he asked, his smile still infuriatingly chipper despite the late hour.

Sabrina nodded wordlessly, following him through the now-silent attraction. The place looked different with the work lights on—shabby, artificial, far less intimidating. Just like the character she’d been playing all evening—nothing but an illusion.

Outside, the October air bit at her cheeks as they walked toward the car park. Zachary's arm found its way around her shoulders, a gesture that would have thrilled her last week but now felt loaded with new implications.

"So," he said, giving her shoulder a squeeze, "how was your first night as a scary witch?"

She stopped walking, shrugging his arm off. "It was awful, Zach. I felt like a piece of meat on display."

His eyebrows shot up, surprise flashing across his features before he composed himself. "That's a bit dramatic, isn't it? It's all just good fun. Part of the Halloween spirit."

"Is it?" she asked, stopping to face him. "Because it didn't feel like fun to me. It felt humiliating."

Zachary's expression softened, but something in his eyes remained calculating. "Look, Sabrina, you're not just scaring people—you're giving them what they want. A good time. The whole experience."

"By letting them grope me in dark corridors?" she challenged, crossing her arms.

"It's not like that," he said, his tone reasonable, persuasive. "You're creating a character, an experience. Do you have any idea how much buzz you've generated already? Check out the reviews online when you get home. Look at the comments under our ads. You're making a real difference to the attraction."

His words washed over her, and despite herself, she felt her anger begin to recede. Was she overreacting? Perhaps it was all just part of the job, as he said. The enthusiasm in his voice when he spoke about her "contribution" was hard to resist.

"Just have a look tonight," he continued, his arm returning to her shoulders as they resumed walking. "You'll see what I mean."

By the time he dropped her off at her flat, Sabrina was conflicted. Part of her wanted to text him and quit on the spot. Another part—a part she wasn't entirely comfortable acknowledging—was curious about those reviews he'd mentioned.

∞∞∞

Alone in her bedroom, wrapped in her fluffy dressing gown after a long shower that had failed to wash away the feeling of strangers' eyes on her skin, Sabrina succumbed to temptation. With slight hesitation, she grabbed her phone and searched for the Nightmare Domains instagram profile. She’d never bothered to look at it before, much less follow it.

The latest post featured a shadowy image of her in her witch costume. It was heavily edited, the lighting artfully concealing just enough to be social media appropriate while suggesting far more. She scrolled down to the comments, her heart beating faster.

"Best haunted house I've ever been to! That witch was something else entirely!"

"Worth every penny just for the demonic ritual room… if you know what I mean..."

"Went tonight with my mates. That witch can put a spell on me any time."

"Not sure if I was terrified or turned on. Maybe both? 10/10 would recommend."

Sabrina's cheeks burned as she continued scrolling. Some comments were crude, even degrading, but most expressed a kind of awestruck appreciation. She searched online for reviews, finding more of the same—people raving about the "sexy witch" who had made their night unforgettable.

One review in particular caught her eye: "The attraction itself is decent enough, but what makes it special is the attention to detail in the casting. Whoever found that witch deserves a raise. She's not just eye candy—there's something genuinely otherworldly about her. Like she could actually bewitch you if she wanted to. Haven't stopped thinking about her since I left."

A strange warmth spread through Sabrina's body as she read the words again. It wasn't just about her costume or her body—at least this one person had sensed something more. Maybe her attempts at performance hadn’t been in vain after all. The thought sent an unexpected thrill through her.

She dropped her phone to her bed abruptly, disturbed by her own reaction. What was wrong with her? She should be outraged, not… whatever this feeling was. She crawled into bed, determined to put the whole experience behind her, but sleep proved elusive.

In the darkness of her bedroom, Sabrina's mind kept returning to those comments, to the looks she'd received, to the power she'd wielded without even trying. Perhaps there was something to what Zachary had said. Perhaps she was overthinking things. After all, it was just a seasonal job—three nights and it would be over.

By morning, a subtle shift had occurred within her. The indignation remained, but alongside it grew a new curiosity. What if she stopped fighting against the role she'd been given? What if she leaned into it instead? The witch was supposed to be seductive, dangerous, powerful—everything Sabrina herself was not. Or at least, everything she'd never allowed herself to be.

She dressed for university with unusual care that day, applying a touch more makeup than usual, choosing clothes that subtly accentuated rather than concealed. In her psychology lecture, she found herself wondering what her classmates would think if they could see her in that witch costume. She wondered if any of them had seen her in any of the social media posts. She wondered if any of them might be tempted to come see her in person tonight.

And those thoughts no longer filled her with pure mortification.

When evening came, she arrived at the attraction with a new mindset. She could continue to resist what seemed inevitable, or she could embrace it. If “seductive” was what everyone wanted, she decided, then “seductive” was what they would get. But tonight, it would be on her terms.

∞∞∞

In the dressing room, she applied her makeup with deliberate precision, creating something both alluring and unsettling. She adjusted the witch costume, making small modifications—tightening straps here, loosening there—to ensure it revealed exactly what she chose to reveal. The pointy hat was angled just so, creating dramatic shadows across her face.

"Well, look at you," Zachary said when she emerged, his eyes widening appreciatively. "You seem… different tonight."

Sabrina merely smiled, a slow, enigmatic curve of her lips that she had practiced in the mirror. "I decided to take your advice," she said, her voice lower than usual. "Give the people what they want."

Something flickered in Zachary's eyes—surprise, perhaps, or wariness. He hadn't expected this transformation, she realised. He'd expected meek compliance or continued resistance, not this third option she'd discovered.

"Right," he said, recovering quickly. "Brilliant. Same position as last night then?"

"Actually," Sabrina said, "I've been thinking about my approach. I'd like to try something different."

She outlined her new strategy—less hiding in corners, more deliberate encounters. A witch who didn't just startle, but entranced. Who didn't flee from hands seeking her in the darkness, but caught them in her own, whispering warnings about what happened to those who touched what didn't belong to them.

Zachary listened, his expression shifting from surprise to intrigue. "That could work," he admitted. "It's certainly… unexpected."

"Good," Sabrina replied, turning away with a confidence she'd never felt before. "I do so love being unexpected."

As she took her position for the first group of the night, Sabrina felt a strange calm settle over her. The costume no longer felt like an imposition but a disguise, a mask behind which she could become someone else entirely. Someone with power, with agency, with the ability to turn objectification on its head.

The first visitors entered—another group of young men, already laughing and shoving each other. Their eyes lit up when they spotted her, the same appreciative looks she'd received the night before. But this time, instead of shrinking from their gazes, she met them directly.

"Gentlemen," she purred, her voice barely above a whisper, "you've wandered into my domain. How… fortunate for me."

She glided toward them, her movements deliberate and hypnotic. One of them—the boldest of the group—stepped forward with a grin.

"Lucky us, I'd say," he replied, his eyes traveling down her body.

Sabrina smiled, a predatory thing that didn't reach her eyes. She circled him slowly, trailing one finger across his shoulders as she moved. "Do you know what happens to men who disrespect a witch?" she whispered, her lips close to his ear.

The young man swallowed visibly, his cocky demeanour faltering slightly. "No idea," he managed, his voice less steady than before.

She completed her circle, coming to stand directly before him, close enough that he could feel her breath on his face. "They find themselves… transformed," she said, her green contact lenses catching the light as she stared into his eyes. "Into something small. Something helpless. Something to be crushed beneath my heel."

For the first time, she saw a flicker of genuine unease cross his features. His friends had fallen silent, watching the exchange with a mixture of amusement and growing discomfort.

"Now," Sabrina continued, stepping back and addressing the whole group, "shall we begin the ritual? I'm in need of fresh souls tonight."

As she guided them through the room, she maintained complete control of the encounter. When hands reached for her in the darkness, she caught them, squeezing their wrists firmly, her nails digging in just enough to make her point clear. When crude comments were made, she responded with threats wrapped in honeyed tones, smiling all the while. By the end of each encounter, the visitors left exhilarated but chastened, having experienced something they couldn't quite define.

As the night progressed, Sabrina refined her technique, learning which gestures elicited fear, which words inspired awe. She no longer felt like prey but like a predator, stalking the dimly lit corridors with newfound confidence.

Midway through the evening, she encountered a middle-aged couple in one of the connecting hallways. The man, balding and with a slight paunch stretching his polo shirt, had his arm around a petite blonde woman who was clearly his wife. As Sabrina approached, she saw the familiar gleam in his eyes, that same predatory assessment she'd come to recognise.

"Well, hello there," he said, his voice dropping to what he clearly thought was a seductive tone. "Aren't you a sight for sore eyes?"

His wife shifted uncomfortably beside him, her expression a mixture of embarrassment and resignation. Sabrina could tell instantly that his wasn't the first time he'd behaved this way. The woman's tight smile spoke volumes.

"Darling, let's keep moving," the wife suggested, tugging at his arm.

"Hold on, I'm just appreciating the… atmosphere," he replied with a smirk, his eyes never leaving Sabrina's body. He stepped closer, disengaging from his wife. "Do you do private spells? I bet you could work some real magic."

Sabrina felt a surge of disgust, quickly followed by determination. This man needed a lesson. And his wife deserved better than to stand by watching his humiliation of her.

"I do many things, mortal," Sabrina purred, circling him slowly. "And I see many things. Including what lies in the darkest corners of your heart." She paused directly behind him, close enough that her breath tickled his ear. "And what awaits you at home tonight."

The man chuckled nervously. "Is that right? And what would that be?"

Sabrina moved to face him again, but this time she addressed his wife directly. "Your husband harbours impure thoughts, madam. Shall I reveal them?" She leaned closer to the woman, as if sharing a confidence. "Or perhaps you already know his wandering eye all too well?"

The wife's eyes widened, then narrowed with interest. Something passed between them—woman to woman, a silent acknowledgment.

"I'd be fascinated to hear what you see," the wife replied, her voice stronger than before.

The man's face flushed, his cocky demeanour faltering. "Come on, Carol, it's just a bit of fun—"

"Oh, but fun is my specialty," Sabrina interrupted, her voice silky. She turned back to him, trailing a finger down his chest. "Tell me, sir, does your wife know about your browser history? The late-night searches when she's fast asleep?" It was a shot in the dark, but by the way his face paled, she knew she'd hit her mark.

"That's enough," he muttered, no longer amused. "Let's go, Carol."

But Carol seemed in no hurry to leave. "I think I'm quite enjoying this performance, actually. I wonder what else this witch can see."

Sabrina smiled, a predatory curl of her lips. "Your husband's aura is… revealing. So much desire, so little satisfaction." She leaned in close to him, whispering loudly enough for his wife to hear. "Perhaps if you focused more on pleasing your lovely wife instead of ogling young women, you wouldn't need those websites."

The man's face had turned from pink to crimson. He stepped back, nearly stumbling. "This is ridiculous. Come on, Carol, we're leaving."

Carol looked at Sabrina with something like gratitude in her eyes. "Thank you for the… insight, witch." She turned to follow her husband, who was already retreating down the corridor, but not before adding, "I think we'll have quite the conversation when we get home."

Sabrina watched them go, satisfaction warming her chest.

As she continued her patrol of the corridors, Sabrina felt herself growing more comfortable in this new skin. Each interaction reinforced her confidence, each retreating visitor a small victory.

In a particularly dark section between the Demonic Ritual and The Crypt, Sabrina found a shadowy alcove perfect for her next encounter. She positioned herself within it, waiting silently as footsteps approached. Through the gloom, she made out a lone figure—a young man, perhaps university age, walking tentatively through the corridor.

Sabrina recognised his type immediately. He moved with exaggerated caution, hands outstretched as if he couldn't navigate without touching the walls—the same performance she'd seen the previous night from those looking for an excuse to make contact with her. She remained perfectly still, watching as he drew closer, his fingers trailing along the wall beside her alcove.

"Hello?" he called out softly, his voice pitched to sound nervous but with an undercurrent of anticipation. "Is anyone there?"

Sabrina said nothing, observing as he edged closer to her hiding spot. His hands continued their exploratory mission, patting the scenery with theatrical uncertainty.

"I can't see anything," he murmured, loud enough for her to hear. "I hope nothing jumps out at me…"

It was so transparent that Sabrina almost laughed. Instead, she remained motionless as his searching hands finally reached the entrance to her alcove. She felt his fingers brush against her arm, then pause, registering the warmth of human flesh. Rather than pulling away, his hand moved more deliberately now, sliding up her arm to her shoulder.

"What's this?" he whispered, his voice dropping lower as his hand continued its journey, grazing the side of her breast through the lace of her costume.

Sabrina allowed it for a moment, feeling his growing confidence as his other hand joined in, finding her waist. His breathing had quickened, his face now close enough that she could smell the mint on his breath.

Just as his hand began to move higher, Sabrina struck. Her own hand shot up, grasping his wrist in an iron grip. "You dare lay your filthy hands upon a vessel of such power?" she hissed, her voice low and dangerous.

He startled, trying to pull back, but she held firm. "I—I'm sorry, I couldn't see—"

"Lies," Sabrina cut him off, stepping fully out of the alcove. "You seek to grasp that which is beyond your understanding. Do you know what happens to mortals who presume such liberties?"

In the dim light, she could see his expression shifting from alarm to intrigue. He wasn't frightened—not truly—but he was certainly attentive now. His pupils had dilated, his lips parted slightly.

"No," he replied, his voice hoarse. "What happens?"

Sabrina released his wrist only to place her palm flat against his chest, feeling his heart race beneath her touch. "They find themselves transformed," she murmured, leaning closer. "Changed in ways they never anticipated."

Her hand began to move, trailing slowly downward. "My power flows through me, mortal. The power to mould matter itself, to transmogrify flesh and bone with a mere touch."

The young man stood frozen, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts. He made no move to stop her as her hand continued its deliberate path down his torso, over his stomach, lower still.

"Shall I demonstrate?" Sabrina whispered, her lips close to his ear. "Shall I show you how easily I can transform you?"

He swallowed audibly. "Yes," he breathed, barely a whisper.

Sabrina's hand reached his crotch, cupping him through his jeans. She felt him already half-hard against her palm, and as she applied gentle pressure, she felt him stiffen further. The power of it—of causing this reaction, of controlling this moment—sent a surge of heat through her core.

"See how my magic works?" she murmured, squeezing him lightly. "Feel how I transform you with just a touch?"

His eyes had closed, his breathing ragged. She could feel him fully erect now beneath her hand, straining against the confines of his jeans. The knowledge that she had done this—that she had reduced him so quickly to this state of arousal and vulnerability—was intoxicating.

With a final, firm squeeze, Sabrina removed her hand and stepped back. "How predictable," she said, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. "All men respond the same way to my power. So easily manipulated, so quickly transformed."

His eyes flew open, a mixture of confusion and frustration crossing his features.

"Go now," she commanded, pointing down the corridor. "And remember what you felt here tonight—how easily you surrendered to forces beyond your control."

He hesitated, clearly reluctant to leave in his current state.

"Go," Sabrina repeated, more forcefully. "Before I decide to transform you permanently."

This time he obeyed, backing away with a dazed expression before turning to continue his journey through the attraction. Sabrina watched him disappear around a corner, a smile playing at her lips.

That's one more five-star review, she thought, a thrill of satisfaction running through her. She smoothed her costume, adjusting her hat to a more imposing angle. The night was only half over, and she was just beginning to understand the true nature of her power.

As she stepped back into the shadows, Sabrina reflected on how quickly things had changed. Just yesterday, she had felt like a victim, an object to be leered at and touched. Now, she was turning those same desires against her would-be harassers, using their own weaknesses as weapons.

There was something liberating about it—about embracing rather than resisting the role she'd been given. The costume hadn't changed; the leering gazes hadn't changed. But she had changed, transforming from prey into predator with nothing more than a shift in perspective.

Footsteps approached once more, and Sabrina prepared herself for her next encounter. The night was young, and there were many more lessons to be taught. Many more transformations to be enacted.

And perhaps, she thought as she melted back into her alcove, the most significant transformation was happening within herself.

∞∞∞

By the time the attraction closed for the night, Sabrina had lost count of the encounters she'd turned to her advantage. Men who had entered expecting to find an easy target had left chastened, aroused, and thoroughly unsettled by their experiences with her.

In the staff room, she removed her witch's hat and shook out her hair, noticing the glances from her fellow actors. They looked at her differently now—with a mixture of respect and wariness that hadn't been there the night before.

"Heard you were quite the hit tonight," said one zombie as he peeled off his prosthetic wounds. "Some guy came through my section muttering about witchcraft and boners. Figured that had to be your doing."

Sabrina merely smiled, a mysterious curve of her lips that revealed nothing. "Just playing my part," she replied.

As she changed back into her regular clothes, she felt a curious reluctance to shed her bewitching persona completely. The costume came off, but something of the character remained—a newfound confidence, a sense of power that lingered in her movements, her expressions.

Zachary was waiting for her outside the dressing room, his eyes widening slightly as he took her in. "Well, well," he said, his voice carrying a note of admiration she'd never heard before. "Look at you."

"Look at me?" Sabrina replied, raising an eyebrow. Despite having changed back into her jeans and hoodie, she stood differently now—shoulders back, chin slightly raised.

"You're… different." He fell into step beside her as they walked toward the exit. "The way you handled yourself tonight. I heard some of the comments from the punters. Seems like you made quite an impression."

"Just took your advice," she said with a small shrug. "Yesterday, I was fighting against what the customers wanted. Today, I decided to embrace it. On my terms."

Zachary glanced at her, his expression curious. "I was worried about you last night. You seemed pretty upset."

"I was," Sabrina admitted as they stepped out into the cold night air. "But then I thought about what you said—about giving people what they want. You were right, just not in the way you meant. They wanted to be titillated, but they also wanted to be controlled." She smiled, remembering the expressions on their faces when she'd turned the tables. "Once I understood that, everything clicked."

"Well, I'm impressed." His arm slid around her waist, his touch more tentative than usual, as if he was reassessing her boundaries. "I'm excited to see what you have in store for the final night."

Sabrina turned to face him, her smile holding a hint of the witch she'd become. "So am I," she said.

And she meant it.

∞∞∞

On the final night, Sabrina arrived early, eager to transform herself once more. But as she entered the staff area, she noticed something off about Zachary. He paced back and forth, checking his phone repeatedly, his usual confidence replaced by a twitchy nervousness.

"Is something wrong?" she asked, setting down her bag.

He ran a hand through his hair, mussing it further. "Marcus called in sick. Some stomach bug. He was supposed to be the wandering ghost in the back corridors."

"Can't someone else cover?"

"Everyone else is already assigned critical positions." He sighed heavily. "I'll have to do it myself. Generic ghost costume, nothing complicated, but it means I'll be on the ground performing instead of overseeing things. Going to be a nightmare trying to manage both."

Sabrina processed this information, a thrill running through her at the implications. Both of them would be wandering the same dark corridors tonight. Both of them in costume, playing characters. The possibilities made her heart race.

"Well," she said, stepping closer to him, close enough to catch his familiar scent, "I look forward to bumping into you throughout the night."

Her voice had dropped lower, carrying the same seductive tone she'd perfected as the witch. Zachary's eyes widened slightly, his nervousness seeming to evaporate as he registered her meaning.

"Do you now?" he replied, his own voice dropping to match hers.

"Mmm," she confirmed. "Perhaps I'll cast a spell on you too."

His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. "I'd better go get ready then," he said, backing away with a new glint in his eye. "Wouldn't want to disappoint a witch of your calibre."

∞∞∞

This evening was nothing short of exhilarating for Sabrina. She slipped between shadows with practiced ease, each encounter more satisfying than the last. When visitors deigned to touch her, she pushed back, quite literally. When they made crude comments, she turned their words back on them with cutting precision.

But it wasn't just professional satisfaction she felt now. With each interaction, each gasp and widened eye, each quickened breath she caused, Sabrina felt a corresponding heat build within her. Her skin tingled beneath the lace costume, her breath catching when she cornered particularly responsive victims. The power was intoxicating. It was addictive.

She'd caught glimpses of Zachary throughout the night—his ghost costume was simple but effective, period clothing talced to a light grey, just like his hair and face. They'd exchanged meaningful glances several times, but neither had approached the other yet. It was like a game of cat and mouse, both of them circling, waiting for the perfect moment.

As the mid-evening break approached, Sabrina positioned herself near the entrance to the Demonic Ritual room, ready for one last group before her short reprieve. Voices approached—male, boisterous, and strangely familiar. As they rounded the corner, her heart skipped a beat.

Five young men from her Economics seminar entered the dim space, led by the attraction's guide. Thomas, Liam, Raj, Elliott, and Owen—all of them looking around eagerly, clearly searching for something. For someone.

They must have seen her photos online, Sabrina realised. The promotional images Zachary had taken, perhaps the social media posts. They'd come specifically for her—these boys who'd barely noticed her in lectures, who'd never given her a second glance when she answered questions or presented her work.

But now they had gone out of their way to see the witch. The seductress. The temptress. Her.

A slow smile spread across her face as she melted deeper into the shadows. She would give them exactly what they came for—and then some. This would be her finest performance yet.

As the guide led them further into the room, Sabrina slipped silently behind them, positioning herself perfectly. They were busy looking ahead, anticipating a scare from the front, not realising the danger lurking at their backs.

"Gentlemen," she purred, her voice carrying just enough to make them all freeze. "How kind of you to visit my domain."

They spun around, and she could see the recognition dawning in their eyes—not just of the sexy witch from the ads, but of quiet Sabrina from their Thursday morning seminar.

"No fucking way," Thomas whispered, his eyes wide.

Sabrina stepped forward, the red light casting dramatic shadows across her features. "Thomas Hargreaves," she said, her voice silky. "Always so eager to speak up, yet never with anything substantial to say."

His friends snickered, but their laughter died as she turned her attention to each of them in turn.

"Liam, perpetually late and unprepared. Raj, always copying from others, no thoughts of your own. Elliott, with the attention span of a gnat. And Owen…" She paused, letting her gaze linger on the last young man, who shifted uncomfortably. "Owen who stares at my legs when I wear skirts, thinking I don't notice." She didn’t mind breaking character briefly if it increased their unease.

The silence that followed was absolute. The guide, sensing the unexpected tension, had retreated to the entrance to the next section, waiting there to pick the group up once Sabrina had had her fun. Some of the men made to follow, but Sabrina moved to block their path.

"Not so fast," she said, slipping back into character. "You came to see me, did you not? My presence was foretold in photography and moving pictures. A private encounter was what you desired?"

The five men exchanged glances, their earlier bravado clearly diminished. Raj shifted his weight nervously while Thomas cleared his throat, his eyes darting between her face and the exposed skin of her chest.

"I asked you a question," Sabrina continued, taking a step closer to the group. She noticed how their gazes dropped to her body, lingering on the curve of her breasts beneath the black lace, the exposed skin of her stomach, the way the tulle skirt barely covered her thighs. "What do you see when you look at me?"

"You look…" Thomas started, then faltered.

"Different," Elliott finished, his voice barely above a whisper. "Not like… in class."

"And what do you see?" Sabrina pressed, trailing her fingers lightly across her collarbone. "Tell me exactly what captures your attention."

Owen swallowed visibly. "Your costume. It's very… authentic."

"My costume?" She laughed, a low, sultry sound that echoed in the dimly lit space. "Or what it reveals?"

None of them answered, but their eyes told her everything. The way they tracked her movements, how their pupils dilated when she took another step toward them.

"I wonder," she mused, circling them slowly, "what you'd like to feel. Sometimes seeing just isn't enough. If what you crave us something more… tangible."

"What… do you mean?" Liam asked, his voice cracking slightly.

Sabrina smiled, coming to a stop in the centre of their loose formation. "I need volunteers for a ritual. A spell that requires physical connection, the merging of energies."

She gestured for them to move closer, to form a circle around her. They hesitated, exchanging uncertain glances.

"Surely brave men like yourselves aren't afraid of a little magic?" she taunted gently.

Thomas was the first to step forward, followed by the others until they formed a loose circle around her. The red light cast their shadows long and distorted against the walls.

"Now," Sabrina instructed, her voice dropping to a hypnotic cadence, "the spell requires us all to be linked. Physically linked."

"Like… holding hands?" Raj asked nervously.

"No," she replied, meeting his gaze directly. "The connection must be more direct. You must channel your energies into me."

They stared at her blankly, not comprehending—or perhaps not daring to believe what she was suggesting.

"You must lay your hands upon me," she clarified, watching their expressions shift from confusion to disbelief to barely concealed eagerness.

"You can't be serious," Thomas said, though his body had already angled closer to hers.

"This matter is very serious," Sabrina replied. She reached out and took Owen's hand—Owen, whom she had caught so often stared at her legs in lectures—and placed it directly on the exposed skin of her thigh, just below the edge of her tulle skirt, just where his attention had so often been focused before. His palm was warm against her skin, and she felt him tremble slightly at the contact.

"Like this," she said, holding his hand in place. "Channel your energy."

A nervous laugh escaped Elliott, quickly stifled. The atmosphere had shifted, charged with a giddy disbelief.

"Is this for real?" Liam whispered to no one in particular.

"I assure you," Sabrina said, "this is very real. Now, all of you. Complete the circuit."

For a moment, they remained frozen, looking at each other as if waiting for someone else to make the first move. Then Thomas reached out, his hand finding the curve of her waist, fingers splaying against her bare midriff.

It was like a dam breaking. Suddenly hands were everywhere—Raj's palm pressed against her lower back, Liam's fingers tentatively touching her shoulder, Elliott's hand resting on her hip. They were all connected now, a circle of flesh and energy, and Sabrina stood at its centre, power flowing through her—the make-believe power of the spell, and the real power she now held over these men.

"Good," she murmured, her own pulse quickening. "Feel the energy building."

Owen's hand slid higher up her this, brushing under her skirt, and she allowed it, watching his face flush. Thomas grew bolder too, his palm sliding across her stomach, fingers tracing patterns on her skin. Liam's hand had moved from her shoulder to the nape of her neck, tangling in her hair.

Raj, emboldened by the others, let his hand drift lower, cupping the curve of her bottom through the thin material of her costume. Elliott followed suit, his fingers stroking her hip, dipping inside the waistband of her skirt.

Sabrina closed her eyes briefly, allowing herself to feel the heat of their touch, the current of desire that flowed between them. This was power—raw and primal. She had transformed these men into willing supplicants, desperate for her approval.

"The ritual builds," she intoned, her voice steady despite the sensations coursing through her. "Your energies flow into me, strengthening the spell."

Their breathing had grown heavier, hands moving more confidently now. Thomas's fingers brushed the underside of her breast, while Owen's thumb traced circles just shy of the edge of her underwear. Raj's grip on her bottom tightened slightly, and Elliott's hand had slipped further beneath the tulle skirt, warm against her bare thigh.

She could feel the tension building in the room, the barely restrained desire. These men who had never given her a second glance in their seminars were now transfixed, utterly in her thrall.

A slight movement at the entrance to the room caught her eye. Through the haze and dim lighting, she made out a familiar figure—Zachary in his ghost costume, watching the scene unfold. Even with the makeup covering his features, she could sense his surprise, his fascination.

Something shifted within Sabrina then—a new layer to the performance. She was no longer playing just for these five classmates, but for him as well. For the man who had put her in this position, who had chosen this costume, who had orchestrated this entire situation.

"The spell is working," she said, her voice carrying clearly enough for Zachary to hear. "I can feel your desire, your submission."

Thomas made a small sound in the back of his throat as her words washed over him. His hand moved higher, cupping her breast fully now, his thumb grazing her nipple through the lace. The boldness of the action sent a jolt through her, a rush of heat that pooled low in her belly.

Sabrina felt something shift within her, a deep hunger awakening. This performance—this ritual—had begun as a way to reclaim power, to turn the tables on those who objectified her. But now, with Thomas's thumb circling her nipple through the lace and Owen's hand inching higher on her thigh, a new need blossomed inside her.

"The spell requires more," she said, her voice husky with unexpected desire. "A stronger connection. More contact."

She didn't have to tell them twice.

Thomas immediately brought his second hand up, cupping both her breasts now. Raj's fingers, which had been tentatively resting on her bottom, grew bolder, squeezing appreciatively through the thin material. Liam, who had been the most hesitant, finally stepped closer, his palm sliding down from her neck to trace her collarbone.

Sabrina's breath caught in her throat as she felt the subtle shift in energy. No longer were they simply following her instructions; they were acting on their own desires, emboldened by her permission. Elliott's hands found her waist, thumbs tracing small circles on her bare skin. Owen's fingers crept higher, dangerously close to the edge of her knickers.

The red light cast everything in a crimson glow, turning this ordinary group of classmates into something primal, something hungry. Sabrina closed her eyes briefly, surrendering to the sensation of so many hands exploring her body. She could no longer keep track of who was touching her where, could no longer distinguish between the different pressures and temperatures of individual palms and fingers.

A gasp escaped her lips as she felt fingers—Thomas's, she thought—slide beneath the cup of her bra, finding her nipple and pinching gently. The direct skin-to-skin contact sent a jolt of electricity straight through her core. Another hand was working its way down the back of her knickers now, warm palm cupping the bare flesh of her bottom.

Owen's fingers completed their slow journey upward, finally reaching the apex of her thighs. He didn't dare venture inside her lace underwear, but began to explore her through the thin fabric, the pressure of his touch making her knees weak.

She'd never experienced anything like this—so much attention, so many sensations at once. The building tension coiled tighter and tighter within her, a spring wound to near-breaking point. What had begun as a performance, as revenge, had transformed into something else entirely. This was real power—not the power to control or manipulate, but the power to desire and be desired, to take pleasure as well as to give it.

Through half-lidded eyes, Sabrina took in the sight of the men surrounding her, their expressions a mixture of awe and hunger. Their eyes were wide, their breathing ragged. They wanted her—not just her body, but the persona she had created, the confidence she had discovered. And in that moment, she knew she was forever changed.

Over Thomas's shoulder, she caught sight of Zachary again. He remained frozen in the doorway, watching as these men—her classmates—touched and explored her body. His expression was unreadable beneath the ghost makeup, but his eyes… his eyes burned with a hunger that matched that of the others', perhaps even exceeded it.

He was watching what they were doing to her. What she was allowing them to do to her. What she was encouraging them to do to her. And she wanted him to see. Wanted him to know that this was her choice, her power.

The spell was broken by a pointed clearing of a throat.

The guide stood at the far entrance, visibly uncomfortable but determined to keep the attraction running on schedule.

"Your group needs to continue," he called, gesturing for the young men to follow him. "The next zone awaits."

Sabrina drew a deep breath, steadying herself as she gently disengaged from their touch. She wondered, in the moment, whether that guide’s interruption had perhaps stemmed as much from jealousy as propriety.

"The ritual is complete," she announced, her voice remarkably steady despite the fire burning within her. "I thank you for your energies, mortals. They will serve me well."

They released her reluctantly, hands lingering until the last possible moment. One by one, they stepped back, adjusting clothing, clearing throats, avoiding each other's eyes even as they stole final glances at her.

"Sabrina," Thomas murmured as he passed, too low for the others to hear. "I had no idea…"

She merely smiled, the witch's smile she had perfected, mysterious and knowing. They filed out after the guide, looking back over their shoulders until they disappeared around the corner.

And then she was alone—or nearly so. The heat of their hands still lingered on her skin, phantom touches that kept the fire within her burning. She needed release, needed to channel this energy that threatened to consume her.

Through the hazy red light, she saw Zachary slink away into the darkness of the connecting corridor. Without hesitation, she knew what she had to do, how to release all this pent-up energy.

She followed him.

∞∞∞

Her heels clicked softly on the floor, the sound drowned out by the ambient soundtrack of moans and creaks that played throughout the attraction. The corridor was narrow and dark, designed to disorient visitors as they moved from one themed room to another.

"Zachary," she called softly, spotting his grey-clad figure ahead.

He stopped but didn't turn around immediately. When he finally did, his face was a study in conflicting emotions—desire, surprise, perhaps even a hint of jealousy.

"That was… quite the performance," he said, his voice rough. "Not exactly what I had in mind when I suggested you embrace the role."

Sabrina stepped closer, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body. "No? Are you sure this isn't what you wanted? To see me transform? To watch me become… this?"

His eyes searched hers, looking for something beyond the witch's persona. "I wanted you to be confident, to own the costume, the character. I didn't expect…" He gestured vaguely back toward the ritual room.

"You didn't expect me to enjoy it?" she asked, moving closer still. "To find power in it? To discover that I could want this as much as they did?"

Zachary swallowed visibly, his Adam's apple bobbing beneath the grey makeup. "I didn't expect to feel like this watching it," he admitted.

"And how do you feel?" Sabrina pressed, her hand coming to rest on his chest. She could feel his heart hammering beneath her palm, matching the rapid rhythm of her own.

"Like I've created a monster," he whispered, but there was no fear in his voice—only wonder, and heat.

"No," Sabrina corrected him, her fingers curling into the fabric of his costume. "You didn't create anything. You simply provided the opportunity. I created myself."

She pressed herself against him, feeling the hard planes of his body against her softer curves. The energy that had been building within her—stoked by the hands of five eager young men—now found a new focus, a new target.

"Sabrina," Zachary breathed, his hands coming to rest on her hips, "what are you doing?"

"Finishing what I started," she replied, rising on her toes to bring her mouth closer to his. "Completing the transformation."

Their lips met in a kiss that was nothing like the tentative explorations of inexperienced lovers. This was hunger and fire, the culmination of tension that had been building between them since that first day in the university cafeteria. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her tighter against him, one hand tangling in her hair while the other pressed against the small of her back.

Sabrina melted into him, her body still hypersensitive from the ritual, every nerve ending alive and receptive. She could taste the makeup on his skin, feel the roughness of his costume against her exposed flesh. It was intoxicating—this new power, this new freedom to want and take and feel.

They stumbled backward until Sabrina felt the wall against her back, cool through the thin material of her costume. Zachary pressed against her, his body pinning her in place as his mouth explored hers with increasing urgency.

"God, I've wanted this," he confessed between kisses, "since the first time I saw you in this costume. Since before that, even."

"I know," Sabrina replied, her hands sliding beneath his ghost costume to find warm skin. "I've always known, Zach."

His mouth moved to her neck, trailing hot kisses down to her collarbone. "You're incredible," he murmured against her skin. "The way you controlled them, the way you made them worship you…"

Sabrina's head fell back against the wall, giving him better access as his lips continued their exploration. "I did it for myself," she said, surprising herself with the truth of it. "Not for them. Not even for you."

Zachary pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. In the dim light of the corridor, with his face painted grey and his hair powdered white, he looked otherworldly—a spirit caught between realms. But his eyes were very much alive, burning with desire and something else. Something like admiration.

"That's what makes it so fucking hot," he said, his voice rough with want. "You've become something… someone… I never expected."

Sabrina smiled, the witch's smile that had become second nature over these past nights. "Perhaps you should have expected it," she said, sliding her hands up his chest. "Perhaps this was always inside me, waiting for the right moment to emerge."

His answer was another kiss, deeper and more demanding than before. His hands roamed her body, retracing the paths that others had mapped earlier, but with greater purpose, greater knowledge. He knew exactly where to touch, how much pressure to apply, which spots made her gasp and which made her moan.

The sound of distant screams—the ordinary soundtrack of the haunted attraction—reminded Sabrina of where they were. Any moment, another group could come through, or a staff member could walk past. Zachary seemed to have been similarly pulled back to reality.

"We can't," he said suddenly, pulling back. His hands remained on her waist, but his expression had shifted. "Not here. Not now."

"Why not?" Sabrina challenged, her fingers still curled into his costume. The witch within her refused to be denied now, not when she was so close to what she wanted. "That's what makes it exciting, isn't it? Taking what we both want, where and when we want it."

His eyes darkened, and she felt his grip tighten on her waist. "God, that's hot," he murmured, leaning in to kiss her again before abruptly stopping himself. "But the whole place is covered by CCTV cameras. For safety. Even in the dark, they'll pick us up on night vision."

Sabrina raised an eyebrow, unimpressed by this obstacle. "And who exactly is watching those cameras, Zachary?"

He hesitated, his thumbs tracing small circles on her hips. "Well, usually I am," he admitted. "So nobody right now, but… it's all being recorded."

A slow smile spread across Sabrina's face, and she saw his breath catch at the sight of it. "Perfect," she purred. "Then you'll have a video to add to all those photos you took of me." She traced a finger along his jaw, feeling the slight stubble beneath the makeup. "You can't think I really believed those were all for promotional material, can you?"

Zachary's expression shifted, a flash of guilt crossing his features before being replaced by something else—admiration, appreciation, desire.

"You knew?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"Of course I knew," Sabrina replied. "You weren't exactly subtle with your angles."

"I'm sorry," he said, and she could see he meant it, despite the heat still evident in his gaze.

"Don't be," she told him, pressing herself against him once more. "Desire is a powerful thing, as I've come to learn." She brought her lips close to his ear, feeling him shiver as her breath tickled his skin. "And with that in mind, how about you quit blabbering on… and finish what you've started."

His face lit up, a grin spreading beneath the grey makeup. Without another word, he grabbed her hand and led her further down the corridor, to a small alcove tucked away behind a decorative tomb. It wasn't much, but it offered at least the illusion of privacy—a small pocket of darkness where they might not be immediately visible to anyone passing by.

As soon as they were concealed within the shadows, his mouth found hers again. The kiss was hungry, desperate, months of tension finally finding release. His hands roamed her body, cupping her breasts through the lace covered bra, fingers teasing her nipples into stiff peaks. Sabrina arched into his touch, her own hands sliding beneath his costume to find the warm skin beneath.

She felt intoxicated—by the power she'd discovered, by the desire coursing through her veins, by the knowledge that she had transformed not just herself but her relationship with Zachary. This was no longer the shy university student being manipulated by her charming friend. This was a woman taking what she wanted, making her own choices.

His lips trailed down her neck, across her collarbone, down to the swell of her breasts above the lace. When his tongue traced the edge of her bra, Sabrina gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, dislodging a puff of white powder.

"You're incredible," he murmured against her skin. "So fucking incredible."

She guided his hand lower, down past her stomach to the edge of her knickers. He needed no further encouragement, his fingers slipping beneath the lace to find her already slick with desire. The events in the ritual room had left her primed, ready, desperate for release.

"This is what you do to me," she whispered as his fingers explored her, circling and teasing. "This is what I've become."

Zachary groaned, his forehead resting against hers as his fingers worked their own magic now. "I never imagined… never thought you'd be like this."

"Neither did I," Sabrina admitted, her breath coming in short gasps as he found her most sensitive spot. "But I'm glad I am."

She reached for the fastenings of his trousers, eager to feel all of him, to complete this transformation. The sounds of the attraction—the screams, the laughter, the atmospheric moans—created a bizarre soundtrack to their encounter, a reminder of the dangerously public nature of their makeshift hideaway.

But rather than deter her, the risk only heightened her excitement. The witch had fully taken over now, banishing the last remnants of her former shyness. As her hand found him, hard and ready beneath his costume, Sabrina smiled against his mouth.

"Three nights," she whispered as she stroked him, feeling him twitch beneath her touch. "Three nights to become someone new." Her free hand tangled in his hair, pulling his head back so she could look into his eyes. "Was this your plan all along, Zachary? To create your perfect witch?"

He could barely form words, his breathing ragged as her hand continued its exploration. "No," he managed. "This is… beyond anything I imagined."

Sabrina believed him. This transformation had surprised them both, had taken them places neither could have anticipated. She pressed him against the wall now, reversing their positions, taking control. Her hand still worked between them, her lips finding his neck, tasting the makeup and the salt of his skin beneath.

"Show me how much you've wanted me," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. Her confidence surged as she felt him shudder against her. "Show me what you've wanted to do to me."

The command hung in the air between them, electric and undeniable. Zachary's eyes darkened with hunger as he held her gaze for one breathless moment. Without a word, he began to sink down between her and the wall, his mouth tracing a reverent path down her body. His lips brushed against the swell of her breasts, lingering at the edge of the lace, teeth grazing her sensitive skin.

Sabrina's breath caught as he continued his descent, his mouth pressing hot kisses down her stomach, tongue dipping briefly into her navel. Each touch sent sparks racing along her nerves, building the tension coiling inside her. She leaned back slightly, legs trembling slightly as he knelt before her, his face upturned, eyes reflecting the dim light like a supplicant before his goddess.

His hands slid up her thighs, pushing the flimsy tulle skirt higher until it bunched around her waist. The cool air against her exposed skin made her shiver, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his breath as he leaned forward, hovering just centimetres from the thin black lace of her knickers.

Sabrina felt herself growing wetter under his gaze, her body responding to the promise of his mouth. He looked up at her once more, seeking final permission, and she stared back, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire, silently urging him on.

His fingers hooked beneath the edge of her knickers, pulling the fabric aside to expose her completely. For a heartbeat, he simply looked at her, his expression one of pure adoration.

And then his mouth was on her, his tongue sliding across her, tasting her with a groan that vibrated against her sensitive flesh.

The sensation was overwhelming. Sabrina's head dropped back, a gasp escaping her lips as he explored her with his tongue, discovering the spots that made her tremble. Her hips moved of their own accord, grinding her centre against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything he was giving her.

When his tongue finally entered her, Sabrina had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. It was exquisite—the wet heat of his mouth, the gentle scrape of stubble against her inner thighs, the way his hands gripped her ass, holding her steady as she rocked against him. She'd never felt anything like this—so raw, so primal, so completely consuming.

His hands kneaded her flesh, fingers digging into the soft curves of her cheeks as he pulled her closer, devouring her as if he'd been starving for this exact taste. Through half-lidded eyes, Sabrina glanced down at the sight of him between her legs—his powdered hair stark against her skin, his face buried between her thighs, his shoulders moving as he worked his mouth against her.

The thought suddenly struck her—if anyone were to pass by now, they would see her facing the wall, seemingly writhing against nothing until they noticed the white paint-covered hands groping at her black-clad ass. They'd see her witch's hat teetering on a her head thrown back in ecstasy, her legs parted for an invisible lover. And somewhere, she remembered, in the security office, cameras were capturing it all.

That knowledge—of how public this truly was, of how exposed she had allowed herself to become, of how all of this was being recorded for posterity—pushed her over the edge she'd been teetering on. The tension that had been building since those first tentative touches in the ritual room finally broke, pleasure crashing through her in waves that left her gasping and shuddering against his mouth.

Zachary didn't relent, his tongue continuing its gentle assault as she rode out her climax, his hands still gripping her firmly, anchoring her to the world as she threatened to float away on a tide of sensation.

As the last tremors subsided, Sabrina didn't allow herself even a moment to recover. With newfound determination, she reached down and pulled him to his feet, their positions reversed. In one fluid motion, she dropped to her own knees, her hands already working to free him entirely.

"My turn," she said, her voice husky with satisfaction and renewed hunger.

When she finally had him in her grasp, skin to skin, Sabrina paused just long enough to appreciate his size, the heat of him in her hand. Then she leaned forward, running her tongue along the length of him from base to tip in one long, deliberate stroke. His sharp intake of breath above her was all the encouragement she needed.

She took him into her mouth, revelling in his taste, in the weight of him against her tongue. She’d done this before, but never quite like this—never with such hunger, such need, such desperate desire to please and be pleased. She sucked him with a fervour that surprised even her, one hands gripping his hip, the other toying with his balls, her eyes fluttering closed as she lost herself in the act.

Zachary's hands tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as if he feared his knees might buckle. "Fuck, Sabrina," he gasped above her, his voice strained. "That's… Christ, that's amazing."

His words fuelled her, drove her to take him deeper, to hollow her cheeks around him, to use every trick she'd ever learned or imagined. The witch was still with her, powerful and hungry, demanding his pleasure as payment for her own.

His breathing grew more ragged, his grip on her hair tightening as she felt him approach his limit. In the distance, Sabrina could hear the sounds of the attraction continuing—screams and laughter, the recorded moans and creaking doors—but they seemed to belong to another world entirely. This dark alcove, this moment of raw connection, was the only reality that mattered.

When she felt him begin to pulse against her tongue, Sabrina didn't pull away. She wanted all of him now, wanted to consume him as completely as he had consumed her.

But Zachary slowed her efforts, pulling back, gently urging her to allow him to retreat from the brink. “Sabrina… I don’t want…”

She knew what he was trying to say. She knew what he wanted instead. But she needed to hear it.

She released him from her mouth. "Tell me what you do want," she panted, saliva dripping from the corner of her mouth.

"You," he gasped. "All of you! However you want to do it."

It was exactly what she needed to hear. It was complete surrender, complete acknowledgment of her power. She stood before him again, never releasing his rigid cock from her grip, and guided him to the edge of her knickers, feeling him press against her entrance through the thin lace. With a swift movement, she pushed the material aside, allowing him to slide against her directly.

"Like this?" she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Here, in the corridor, where anyone might see us?"

"God, yes," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. "Please, Sabrina."

She rose to her tip-toes, positioning herself above him, then paused, savouring the moment of control, of choice. "Remember this," she said, her eyes locked with his. "Remember that I chose this. That I wanted this. That I took this."

And then she sank down onto him in one fluid motion, taking him fully inside her. The sensation was overwhelming—fullness, pressure, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She gasped against his mouth, feeling him swallow the sound with a kiss.

For a moment they remained still, adjusting to the sensation of being joined so completely—him against the wall, her now with one leg wrapped around him and balanced on the other, supported by his grip. Then Sabrina began to move, setting a rhythm that he quickly matched. His hands guided her hips, but she remained in control, taking her pleasure as she wished.

The attraction continued around them—visitors passing dangerously nearby, screams echoing through the corridors—but they were lost in their own world, a bubble of sensation and desire. Sabrina felt the tension building within her, coiling tighter and tighter with each movement.

Zachary's breath came in short, sharp bursts against her neck. "I'm close," he warned, his fingers digging into her hips.

"Wait," she commanded, her own release approaching rapidly. "Wait for me."

He nodded frantically, his face a mask of concentration and pleasure. Sabrina increased her pace, chasing the edge that hovered just out of reach.

But their passion-spurred positioning grew awkward. Sabrina's supporting leg began to burn, the strain of balancing on one stiletto heel becoming unbearable. The pleasure was incredible, but the mechanics were failing her.

"On the ground," she said, and it wasn't a question.

Zachary didn't question it either. He sank to the floor, bringing her with him, his hands never releasing her hips, his hardness never leaving her body. The cold concrete pressed against his back through the thin costume, but he didn't seem to notice or care.

And now she was on top of him, fully in control, her knees bracketing his hips as she found a new rhythm. The witch's hat had fallen off somewhere in the transition, but Sabrina didn't miss it. If anything, she felt more powerful without it, her true self emerging from beneath the costume.

She rocked her hips, taking his full length inside her with each downward motion. The new angle allowed her to control the depth, the pace, the pressure. She watched Zachary's face as she moved, savouring the way his eyes darkened with each roll of her hips, the way his mouth fell open in silent pleasure.

"Look at you," she whispered, leaning forward slightly to change the angle. "Completely at my mercy."

He could only nod, words apparently beyond him now. His hands moved from her hips to her breasts, freeing one from her bra, thumb circling her nipple. The added stimulation made Sabrina gasp, her rhythm faltering momentarily before she recovered, riding him with renewed vigour.

Zachary's right hand dipped lower, sliding between their bodies to where they were joined. His thumb found her sensitive bundle of nerves, circling it with just the right pressure to make her breath catch. The dual sensations—his full length inside her and his thumb working against her—sent sparks of pleasure racing up her spine.

The tension that had been building since even before their first kiss now coiled tighter, winding into an almost unbearable pressure at her core. She moved faster, chasing her release, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps that matched his own ragged breathing.

They both began to moan openly, the sounds of their pleasure rising and falling in the dimly lit corridor. But Sabrina felt no need to stifle herself, secure in the knowledge that their groans of ecstasy would mingle with the recorded moans of faux agony that echoed throughout the attraction. Their real pleasure would be mistaken for performance, hidden in plain sight—an agony of sorts, but a beautiful agony.

"I'm close," she panted, her movements becoming more erratic as the pressure built to a crescendo. "Give me everything, Zach. Everything."

His eyes locked with hers, his thumb still working its magic as his hips thrust upward to meet her downward movements. "Take it," he urged, his voice strained. "Take all of me."

The command pushed her over the edge. Sabrina came hard, her inner walls clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. She felt him grow impossibly harder within her, felt the moment he surrendered to his own release.

He groaned her name as he pulsed inside her, his essence flooding her in hot spurts. She continued to move through her climax, milking every last drop from him, consuming him fully just as she had promised. His hands gripped her hips once more, holding her against him as they rode out the aftershocks together.

Gradually, their breathing slowed, their pulses returning to something approaching normal. Sabrina collapsed forward onto his chest, her face nestled in the crook of his neck where the grey makeup had been rubbed away to reveal his natural skin. She could feel his heart hammering against her own, could feel him still inside her, gradually softening.

"Bloody hell," Zachary murmured, his hands stroking lazily up and down her back. "That was…"

"Magical?" Sabrina suggested with a small smile against his skin.

He laughed softly, the sound vibrating through his chest. "I was going to say 'life-changing,' but magical works too."

They lay there for several minutes, neither willing to break the spell that had enveloped them. The sounds of the attraction continued around them—screams and laughter, the shuffling of feet as groups were guided through the corridors—but they remained in their own world, hidden in their small alcove behind the decorative tomb.

Eventually, reluctantly, Sabrina raised her head. "We should probably move before someone actually finds us," she said, though she made no immediate effort to disentangle herself from him.

Zachary nodded, his hands still tracing patterns on her skin. "Probably," he agreed, equally unmotivated to end their connection.

When they finally separated, the loss of him inside her left Sabrina feeling strangely empty. They adjusted their costumes in silence, the reality of what they'd done beginning to settle around them. Sabrina searched for and found her witch's hat, placing it back on her head at a jaunty angle.

"So," Zachary said as they prepared to rejoin the world, "what happens now?"

It was a loaded question, one that encompassed far more than just the immediate aftermath of their encounter. What happened now that she’d discovered this new side of herself? Now that their friendship had been transformed into something else entirely? Now that the haunted attraction would soon, taking with it the costumes and characters?

Sabrina considered all this as she continued to straighten up her outfit, adjusting the bra cup that Zachary had pushed askew in their passion. The confidence she had found these past three nights—would any of it remain when she returned to her everyday life? Or was it tied to this ridiculous costume, to this character, to this place?

No, she decided. The transformation was complete, irreversible. The witch might hang up her pointy hat, but the power she had discovered would remain.

"Now," she said, her voice steady and sure, "we go back out there and finish the night. And afterward…" She trailed off, letting her fingers trace the line of his jaw. "Afterward, we see where this takes us."

Zachary nodded, his eyes never leaving hers as he adjusted his own costume. "I can't wait," he said simply.

They emerged from the alcove, straightening clothes, fixing hair, attempting to look somewhat professional despite what had just occurred. As they prepared to return to their duties, Sabrina paused, a thought occurring to her.

"Those photos you took," she said, "and now this video…"

Zachary's expression turned serious. "They're yours," he said immediately. "I'll delete them if you want. Or give them to you. Whatever you prefer."

Sabrina gave his words some thought, then smiled—not the witch's seductive smile, but something more genuine, more herself. "Keep them," she decided. "As a reminder. Of what we discovered here."

He nodded, understanding passing between them.

Then, after one last lingering kiss, she added playfully, “But make copies for me too.”

They parted ways with a shared, knowing smile, each returning to their designated areas of the attraction… for now.

As Sabrina made her way back to the Demonic Ritual room, she felt different—lighter somehow, more present in her own skin. The costume no longer felt like a disguise but an extension of herself, another facet of who she could be, when that was who she chose to be.

For the remainder of the night, she continued her performance, bewitching visitors, commanding attention, wielding power. But now there was an added dimension to it all—the knowledge that when the night ended, when the costume came off, the transformation would remain.

The witch had always been there, hidden beneath layers of shyness and uncertainty. It had simply taken the right costume, the right opportunity, and the right spark to bring her to life.

And now that she had emerged, Sabrina had no intention of letting her disappear again.
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