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Ever been tickled so much that you almost died?

The booth shouldn't have bothered me.

It was barely bigger than a closet, squeezed between a caramel‑apple stand and a game where you throw darts at balloons. The sign above it looked like it had been painted by someone who didn't care whether the letters dripped or not:

"TICKLED TO DEATH"

People walked past it without even slowing down. Just another carnival gimmick.

But something about it tugged at me - a weird, magnetic curiosity. Like the booth was watching me before I even stepped inside.

The attendant didn't help. He didn't smile. Didn't blink. Just lifted the curtain with two fingers and said:

"Go on in. It's... unforgettable."

His voice scraped against my nerves.

I stepped inside.

The curtain fell shut behind me with a soft plump, and the world disappeared.

Pitch black.

Not the kind of dark where your eyes adjust. The kind that swallows your breath. The kind that feels thick, like you could reach out and grab a handful of it.

Then - click.

A single bulb snapped on above a metal chair. The light buzzed like an angry insect, flickering just enough to make the shadows twitch.

I sat.

The chair was colder than it should've been. The kind of cold that seeps through your clothes and settles into your bones. My heartbeat felt too loud in the silence, like it didn't belong to me.

Then something touched me.

A fingertip. 
Right at the base of my neck.

I froze.

It wasn't a poke. It wasn't a tap. It was a slow, deliberate stroke - like someone testing the surface of a new toy.

I whipped around.

Nothing.

The darkness behind the bulb was absolute, like the light refused to shine past a certain point.

Another touch. 
This time on my ribs.

A soft, playful tickle.

I let out a startled laugh - the kind you don't mean to make, the kind that bursts out of you because your body betrays you.

Then two hands. 
Then four. 
Then six.

They slid out of the darkness like they'd been waiting for me. Pale. Smooth. Silent. Not attached to anything. Not floating. Just... there.

They tickled lightly at first - teasing, curious, almost gentle. My laughter bounced off the walls, too loud, too sharp, echoing back at me like someone else was laughing with me.

But the hands didn't stop.

They didn't slow.

They didn't hesitate.

The tickling grew faster, more precise, like they were learning me - mapping every sensitive spot, every weakness. My sides. My stomach. Under my arms. Behind my knees. My laughter twisted into something strained, breathless, panicked.

I tried to stand.

The hands pushed me back down.

Not hard. 
Not violent. 
Just firm. 
Unbreakable.

My chest tightened. My lungs burned. My vision pulsed at the edges. The laughter pouring out of me didn't even sound human anymore - it sounded desperate, like a plea wrapped in hysterics.

The bulb flickered.

The hands moved faster.

My body shook uncontrollably, every nerve firing at once. My mind scrambled between panic and disbelief, trying to understand how something could feel playful and torturous at the same time.

The air felt thinner. 
My heartbeat pounded in my ears. 
My vision blurred with tears and I didn't even remember crying.

Just when I felt myself slipping - when the world narrowed to a tunnel of light and sound and frantic, breathless laughter -

Everything stopped.

The hands vanished.

The bulb steadied.

The silence hit me like a wave.

I sat there trembling, chest heaving, sweat cooling on my skin in the cold air. My own breathing sounded foreign, like it belonged to someone else.

The curtain behind me rustled open.

The attendant's voice drifted in, calm and almost bored:

"Congratulations. You made it."

I stumbled out into the carnival lights, blinking against the sudden brightness. The world felt wrong - too loud, too colorful, too normal. People laughed, ate popcorn, played games, completely unaware of the nightmare tucked between the booths.

I turned back.

The booth looked exactly the same.

Harmless. 
Cheap. 
Forgettable.

But as I walked away, a faint sensation brushed the back of my neck.

A fingertip.

Testing me.

Like the booth wasn't done.

Like it wanted to know if I'd come back.

The End

"Go on, laugh. Everyone does. For a while."
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