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Pre�y we� 
read for an 
inker. How’d 
you end up in 
Techslum?

so what’s it like 
at Biologic?

They’re lost 
without kron. 

Don’t even know 
their ones from 
their zeros. But 
you know how

 it is with 
prophets… Zeus 
blinded Tiresias 
for s�ing the 

future.

fo�ow
me.

then 
again…

sterile.
corporate.
what you’d 

expect.

I was a V.R. A�ict. Got h�ked on 
Auraworld when I was SiXT�N. My 

parents kicked me out, I came here. Was 
in the sim for two years when the 
first blackouts brought me back. 

Fu�y.

you 
know my

 dad was jewish? 
ethiopian. jews 
aren’t su�osed

to get inked, 
it’s considered a
desecration of

their bodies. 

My mind was mush, couldn’t 
adjust to the real world. ’Til I met 
some friends who got me cleaned 

up, showed me the true path towards 
technological fulfi�ment.

Sounds like you joined a cult. 
And just so you know, you have it 

backwards--Zeus gave Tiresias the gift
 of foresight AFTER Hera blinded him.



…I was
 never a
da�y’s 

girl.



You fight 
dirty, even 
for a cop. 

At least thr� ribs broken… 

Her muscle fiber's 
b�n enhanced. One more 

blow like that and I 
won't be ge�ing back 

up any time s�n.

You go a sh�t me? I could’ve put 
one of your ribs through your heart. 

But we aren’t ki�ers.

Te� 
that to the 

corpse in our 
lab whose brain 

was crawling 
with kRON's 
handiwork.

what
 do you 
mean his 
brain?



don’t
 make me
use this.

Just 
te� me 
where 
to find 
Kron.

don’t 
wo
y…

I’d stay 
down if
 I were

you.

you could’ve just 
left us alone. now 
you’re go�a get 

a le�on. 

…you
won’t

 have to.




