
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A Night In the Graveyard

Gláucio Imada Tamura

––––––––

Translated by Juliana Fazio 


“A Night In the Graveyard”

Written By Gláucio Imada Tamura

Copyright © 2023 Gláucio Imada Tamura

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Juliana Fazio

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


* Attention!

There may be, in the narrative of this book; morbid themes, sarcasm, etc. If you feel any aversion to these topics, it is recommended not to continue...

––––––––

[image: image]


A Night In the Graveyard

––––––––

[image: image]


“Kyle, the love I feel for you surpasses even the barriers of death” — Out of nowhere, Wednesday whispers this when she kisses me, as soon as we sit down on the park bench.

As always, I smile. But I'm not scared to hear it because she tells me things like that all the time - although I'm not big on hearing obscure things that way. But to each his own! And I respect that. Especially Wednesday's taste, which... — by the way — borders on morbidity.

After the usual tight hug, I turn to her and say enthusiastically:

— Wow! Tomorrow is Friday! Your birthday's big day!

Her cheeks blush.

— Congratulations! — I continue — And what do you want for a present, my little evil kitten? I joke, even though I don't have any money on me.
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