














HI TO you, TOO.
YOU SOUND DISAPPOINTED.
WHAT? WERE YOou
EXPECTING SOMEONE ELSE
TO CALL? ALTHOUGH |
DON'T REALLY CARE,
YOU DON'T HAVE

YOU FUCKING
BIRTHDAY BOY.

SO HOwW OLp
ARE YOU TURNING?

TWENTY-THREE.
You HOME?

YEAH, | AM.

AND WHERE |
THE ARUCK ARE You? j/zg ‘:@
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| DON'T THINK
YOU'LL LIKE
MY ANSWER...




YOU DROP HINTS

IF YOU DON'T

s
<
o
:
=2

-
<
=
Z
m




ALL RIGHT,
| ALL RIGHT.
' I'M AT HIROSH!'S.

OF COURSE YOU ARE.
YOU COULD
HAVE COME BY,
yOU KNOW.
AT LEAST TODAY.



SHOVE YOUR
APOLOGIES
UP YOUR ASS.




| SEE YOU
AREN'T WATCHING
YOUKR LANGUAGE
AGAIN,

WHY DO YOU CARE
ABOUT MY MANNERS?
YOu BUSy FUCKING YOUR
BIKER? SO KEEP GOING
AND LEAVE MY
LANGUAGE ALONE,




| TOLD You,
HE'S NOT A BIKER.
HE'S A BARTENDER.




KOUu. ..
I'LL COME BY
ONE OF THESE

DAMN LIAK...

BY THE WAY,
I'M CALLING FOR
A REASON.




NOTHING MUCH.
HE'S BACK AT OUR
PLACE AGAIN.
SLEEPING IN RYO'S
BED RIGHT NOW.

WHAT
ABOUT HIM?

NO, BUT IT'S
FUCKING DAMN
OBVIOUS,
NAORU.




HE'S WAITING
FOR YOU HERE...







