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TREET,

CAN YOU

SPARE ME A
POLLAR, MAN?
I'M POWERFUL
HUNGRY.

DO NOT
HINDER ME,
PEASANT.

OR T'LL
SHOW YOU HOW
POWERFUL HUNGER
CAN TRULY BE.

OKAY. HAVE ¥ AND
A BLESSED BEWARE OF
DAY, IR HUBRIS,

WELL, YOU'RE
A ONE-PERCENTER,
RIGHT? YOU'RE
GOING IN
THERE.

I S€EEK KING
STARK'S GOLD,
SERF.

WHAT DID

ALMOST 170 BILLION
POLLARS FLOWS THROUGH
THAT BUILPING EVERY

Y, MAN

MARKET
CAP OF 30
TRILLION.

THIRTY...

CRILLIONZ?

WHAT DD
you 5AY TO
S5ADURANG

THE ALL-
consumine?

SURE. NOW. BUT
SEE, I USEP TO BE
YOU, MY FRIEND.

I WAS AN
ACE BROKER.
FLEW HIGHER
THAN ALLA
Y'ALL.

THAT PLACE...

IT'S TOO BIG.

IT TWISTS
You.



yOU LIE. NO SUCH NUMBER ————
EXI5T5. NOT EVEN AS GRAINS
OF SAND On THE BEACHES
OF ALL THE Known
BEALM

NAH, IT'S
STRAIGHT UP,
MISTER. BUT
THE 'SI'HING
1S...

...NO ONE AND
EVER GETS
THEY GO MAD
ITALL. TRYING.

\4

S0 THEY LOSE AND THE HIGHER ¥ HAPPENS TO

THEIR WINGS. UP THEY ARE, THE  EVERYONE, IN

FARTHER THEY THIS LIFE OR
FALL. THE NEXT.

I KNOW NOT IF
YOU ARE DEVOID OF
REASON, OR A GENUINE
S€ER OF LOWLY
STANDING.

BUT YOUR
WORDS ARE DO NOT
noT WITHOUT TROUBLE me
VALUE. AGAIN, OR T'LL

ROAST AND DEVOUR
YOu SCALP TO
TOENAILS.

WHOA, HOLD ON
A MOMENT, SIR.

FOR YOUR
SAKE, I HOPE
50.

IT IS SIMPLY
THIS, GUARD-OF-
THE-GATEIWAY...



...I NEED
YOU TO GO TELL
YOUR MASTERS I
AmM HERE FOR mYy
30 TRILLION
DOLLARS.

/
MORSEL.

BEFORE
I GET

HUNGRY!




Billionaire plagboy and genius industrialist Tong Stark was
kidmnapped during a routine weapons test. His captors
attempted to force him to build a weapon of mass
destruction. Instead he created a powered suit of armor
that saved his life. From that day on, he used the suit to
protect the world as the invincible Avenger Iromn Man.
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TONY, I PON'T
WANT TO ALARM
you.

BUT YOU'RE
LEAKING MAGIC
AND IT'S GETTING
WORSE

I SEE A PROBLEM, I
BLAST IT OR BUY IT

I'M TONY STARK.
I'M SMART. REALLY

SMART.

BUT IT'S A
FOCUSED, NARROW
THING IN A WAY.

OR GIVE IT ROBOTIC
SHOES.

METAPHYSICS? THAT'S
MY KRYPTONITE.

WE THINK THAT...
THAT PRAGON INFECTED
THE RUPIMENTARY A.l.
STARK UNLIMITED 1S MAKING
PO WITH. AND THAT TIES
PIRECTLY INTO--

MY ARMOR.

GREAT, BETHANY.

HELPFUL PIAGNOSTIC
THERE.

BELIEVE IT OR NOT,
IT'S ACTUALLY WORSE
ON THE INSIDE.

AND MAGICIANS?

THEY MAKE ME
UNCOMFORTABLE.

EVEN
THE GOOP
ONES.

AND THE BAP ONES,
WELL...T AVOID THEM
LIKE A VIRUS.

GIVE ME A WOULD-
BE ALIEN CONQUEROR
ANY DAY.

WAIT. WHAT
ARE YOU TWO
GAWKING AT?

TONY. YOUR IT'S
ARMOR. CHANGING.



I'M JUST GOING
TO COME RIGHT
OUT AND SAY IT.

THIS 1S NOT MY
FAVORITE DAY.

OH, FOR
THE LOVE OF
PUMBLEPALF.

TONY. WE
HAVE TO TRACK
THAT THING--
SAPURANG.

CAN YOU...
CAN YOU STILL
FUNCTION?

THAT'S A
SLIPPERY
QUESTION,
ACTUALLY.

BUT MAGIC IS
JUST A SYSTEM,
RIGHTZ IT HAS TO
HAVE COPING.




