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-~ Once a Year

. *  Written by Arcade Party :
) It barely took twenty minutes into the festival before Burdoc ™
- ' tripped and landed flat on his face. .
e ""Dude," Malik groaned, "Every year?” *  ° s

There was a tiny, barely-audible groan from where Burdoc still hadn't
moved If past experience was anything to go off of — and Malik wasn't
wrong, since this did seem to happen every.year — it would be at least
.« another twenty minutes before the shame faded enough for Burdoc to pick
; himself up. Longer if an old woman walked by and laughed at how
. " r1d1culous youth could be. =« . . .

Not content to just leave one of the loves of his life thefe,' Tomai crouched
~down and leaned in. "Hey." .

There were alot of different: thlngs Tomai could choose to say'to console
Burdoc He'd tried a lot of different ways to p1ck up Burdoc's mood after
hum111at1ng accidents over the: years 'and Malik had tried even 'more ones.




(So_mel.low, despite the fact that Malik's suggestions tended to be a little
bit too direct or mean for Tomai's tastes, they always ended up working
out better.)

But sitting there, looking at Burdoc's glowing green blush and listening to o
. Malik's tentacles fidget absently behind him... Tomai couldn't help but
really, sincerely appreciate how they'd been coming here every year. He'd «
" always taken the festival for granted — kind of taken Malik and Burdoc
. being there for granted t0o..

.

< : A L. '
. Tomai lifted his head and inhaled, breathing in the fresh, crisp air rolling :
SNt the lake. He listened to the busthng of the people as they sold their .
wares, or argued w1th each other, or even just walked by w1thout sayinga °

- word. s "

. . ’ .
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" His frlends, — boyfrlends, Toma1 remlnded hlmself wﬁh an
'—just watched)®



o oo o ¢
"Burdoc," Malik said, "I can see your whoooole butt; so you Better get up."” .
L] (] . o

With a shriek, Burdoc shot to his feet” He swirled around, clearly trylng to
a get an angle so he could see how likely it was that his 2
. humiliated-and-prone pose had showed anything off. With Malik, -
® ¢ «* . sometimes he'd just say.things to see S what happened — Tomai knew that
; just as well as Burdoc did. And the way he was hoverlng around -
Burdoc, cackling up a storm, made it impossible to tell. : g

e (Mallk deﬁmtelyhad been telllng the truth thzs time and Burdoc's’

underwear, had definitely been d magnet for Tomaz s eyes, but. Tomai
wasn t about to tell hzm that in'the mzddle of the festival. ) o

He clear'gd his throat, trying to catch his d1stracted companlons attentlon i
. again, and gestured behind him to the food stalls. "C'mon," Tomai called =~

-
. out, watchlng thelr faces hght up, "We ve st111 got lots of stuff to go see"' 2
' o §e- . " . o : 3 S




d 48 THERE'S JUST 15 DAYS BEFORE, THE ANNUIAL |
- NIGHT FESTIVAL-- HOW WILL YOU CHOOSE
TO SPEND YOUR TIME? WILL YOU SPEND IT WITH YOUR
. FATHER, THE LADY, OR YOUR TWO BEST FRIENDS
BURDOC AND MALIK? WHATeYOU CHOOSE WILL AFFECT
: TOMAI FOR THE'REST- OF HIS LIFE!
L] e ®

: *CHECK OUT THE:GAME, FOR FREE/
R-18 OR PG-13 ROUTES ARE BOTH AVAILABLE! .
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BISHADOW.ITCHIO/TOMAI

PATREON.COM/DARKCHIBISHADOW,
DCSART.TUMBLR.COM
DARKCHIBISHADOW.ITCH.IO

.

TWITITEQ.COM/DAQKCHIQIGHADOW
I'M DARKCHIBISHADOW Oji DCS JUST ABOUT EVERY,WHERE/



JOIN TOMAL MALIK, AND 8URDOC
FOR A LITTLE 8IT OF HORNY FUN, = _
. - DURING THE ANNUAL NIGHT FESTIVAL.

THIS BOOK CONTAINS THE
" COMIC 'NIGHT FESTIVAL” BY DCS, _
" PLUS A BRAND NEW SHORT - . ® .. Y .
- STORY BY ARCADE PARTY! 0 e e .- .
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