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Six months ago.



Star City, the jewel of the West Coast. Filled with tens of
thousands of residents, most working hard and doing what they could
for the betterment of the city. But with the good, of course, must
come the bad. Drug rings, armed robberies, muggings, and so on.
That is the price of having a successful city.



Star was primarily known for its flourishing corporations, Queen
Industries being the most profitable company in the city. The CEO
of Queen Industries, Robert Queen, was a kind and generous man,
renowned for his charities and aid to Star City's economy. The
Queens had become one of the richest families in the country,
Robert, Laura, and their young son. Due to their good nature, the
Queens were trusted throughout the city… well, most of them.



Oliver Jonas Queen was a different case. He had been called many
things: Playboy, spoiled brat, disgrace to his family name, a whole
host of others. It didn't bother him much tonight, as he sat in the
5 Jacks nightclub with his childhood friend, Roy Harper. Oliver was
a handsome young man at the age of twenty-two, with bright blond
hair, gazing blue eyes, and a small soul patch on his chin. Dressed
in a dark wrinkled silk shirt and clutching a beer bottle in his
hand, Oliver Queen sat at the bar of the club, watching the people
moving on the dance floor.



Roy sat beside him, his fiery red hair spiked in the front and
freckles seemingly painted onto his cheeks. He and Oliver (Ollie as
most people called him) had been best friends since they were six,
when their parents first met. The Queens had hired Roy's father as
an executive, and ever since then, it had been popcorn and movie
night every Saturday at the magnificent Queen penthouse.



"How's the beer?" A voice asked, breaking through the barrier of
the DJ's music. Another young man stood on the other side of the
counter wiping a glass with a cloth with curly brown hair, and a
bright grin stretched across his face.



"Well, it's not like what they have in Paris, Bruno." Oliver
replied, with a snicker.



"I wouldn't know." Bruno, owner of the club, chuckled.



Oliver gave him a dizzy smile and put the empty bottle on the
counter. "Another one… " Oliver commanded sheepishly.



"Don't ya think you've had enough?" Roy teased him.



Oliver just flashed him a cocky smile. "Not even close." Bruno
poured a glass of wine and handed it to Ollie, who gave him a stare
"I thought I said a bottle?"



"Yeah, you did. But trust me, this stuff is strong enough to still
pack one hell of a punch." Bruno nodded, still shining a
glass.



Oliver sipped his wine and turned to watch the other people move on
the dance floor. Roy fiddled with a quarter he had found on the
ground, spinning it on the countertop. Bruno just pulled out his
lighter and lit up his cigarette.



"So I hear King's giving your dad some trouble," Bruno said
hesitantly to Oliver.



"Yeah. That arrogant scumbag never gives up," Oliver said, still
facing the crowded dance floor.



Roy noticed a group of people in the darker back of the club… and
their rather conspicuous suitcases. Bruno caught Roy's eye and
followed his gaze to the trade in the back. Roy frowned at the
sight of it, but Bruno just gave a little shrug.



"My theory is as long as you don't take the drugs, it's alright to
see them. I mean, what's the crime in that? The dealers have been
helping the club. More and more people come in everyday just
looking for their ‘sugar'," Bruno explained.



"And that's a good thing?" Roy muttered.



"It pays well enough. I cut a deal with them- I get nearly half the
money they make as long as they can use my club for their trade
route," Bruno told Roy.



"Well I think we're going to head out for the night," Ollie
suddenly stood up.



"Already?" Bruno asked, puzzled by the sudden decision.



"We have a sky diving session tomorrow." Oliver knocking over a
glass of wine as he slapped down his money.



"Then see you guys tomorrow night," Bruno waved them out.







Arthur King stood in his office at his corporate tower, staring at
the window at his rival Queen's, towering over the rest of the
city.



Queen and his tall buildings. The showoff.



Arthur King was a middle-aged man, with black hair slicked back
around his pale face. For a man his age he was fairly well-built
under the expensive suit he wore. His face was emotionless, showing
nothing but blankness as he continued to stare out the window



The door to his office jerked open and a red haired woman stepped
inside. She paused a few steps in when she saw Arthur posed by the
window, back still turned to her.



"Well, Genevieve. What news do you have for me?" Arthur asked, and
the woman knew it was a demand.



"Mr. Queen is in the reception room. He demands to speak with you
now," Genevieve Teague informed her boss. Genevieve was in her mid
forties, with dark red hair, and a malevolent expression usually
flashing in her eyes. She didn't need the money, as her husband
Edward was a well-known lawyer, but she had been working as Arthur
King's secretary for just over nine years. "From his tone, it
sounded important… do you think he knows?" Genevieve 's voice
quivered.



"Of course. Queen's not a fool. I knew he'd find out." King
chuckled.



"And you're not worried?" Genevieve was taken aback by his
tone.



"Not at all, my dear Genevieve. He can suspect all he wants but he
has nothing he can use against me in a court of law."



"So should I send him in?"



"Please do. I want to see how this turns out." Arthur smiled slyly
as she left the office.



About a minute and a half later, Robert Queen entered the office at
a quick walk. Arthur looked up from pouring a glass of scotch as if
surprised to see him. The man was taller than Arthur, though about
his age. He looked very similar to his son: short, bright blond
hair, handsome, and with the same hazel eyes but aged. But he had
what Ollie did not: an aura of experience and authority. And as
Arthur had stated, Robert Queen was no fool.



"Robert Queen! What a pleasant surprise! I didn't expect to see
you!" Arthur exclaimed, acting perfectly merry.



"Save it, King," Robert was as direct as Arthur King knew him to
be. "I know you sabotaged one of my shipments last week."



Arthur raised his eyebrows, seemingly insulted by the accusation.
"Me? Why would I sabotage the great Robert Queen's business? Is it
even possible? I mean, according to the tabloids, you're
indestructible." Arthur picked up today's paper from his desk and
tossed it to Queen.



Robert read the headline: QUEEN DOMINATES OVER ALL OTHERS. KING
LEFT IN DUST. A small laugh escaped Robert's lips, and he looked
back up from the paper. "I guess the press doesn't just tell
lies."



Arthur cracked a smile, though hatred was etched in his face.



"I can't wait to see what they say once I tell them about your
stunt with my shipment," Robert glared at the other man.



"I know what they'll say. That you are just trying to get more
publicity. You have no evidence of my supposed ‘attack'," Arthur
stood calmly leaning against his desk.



"That's where you're wrong."



Arthur's eyes widened quickly, his mouth opening. He had not
expected this turn of events. Robert Queen just grinned, knowing
that he had finally won.



"Mrs. Teague, could you kindly show Mr. Queen out?" Arthur sneered,
calling towards the door.



Genevieve Teague walked into the office and glanced curiously at
Arthur's red and sweaty face. "Mr. Queen, if you could just follow
me." She acted sweet and innocent.



"No, thank you," Robert's eyes still shooting into Arthur's. "I
know the way out." he managed to flash a quick smile to Genevieve
before he turned and strolled out of the office and towards the
elevator.



Genevieve watched Arthur's shock, the man still in the center of
the room. "What is it?" She asked.



There was a moment of silence, and then Arthur looked back at
her.



"We're going to have to accelerate our plan."







The next day, Oliver Queen sat in his seat on the small plane as it
flew over the ocean. Roy sat beside him, staring out the window and
watching their shadow on the water.



"You know I've never done this before, right Ollie?" Roy asked,
doubtful his friend cared.



"No worries. It's easy. You count to a certain number, then pull
your tag and the parachute pops out. It's clear sailing from
there," Oliver shrugged.



Roy nodded, though unsurely. Ollie started to whistle merrily,
laughing under his breath at the sight of Roy so nervous. Oliver
looked out the window. The clouds passing by were soothing to him,
enough to make his eye droop and his mind drift into sleep. But
could the clouds really be making him this sleepy? He forced his
eyes open, and saw that Roy had fallen fast asleep, too.



That's when he noticed the gas.



A thin cloud of greenish vapor was flooding out of the air vent.
Ollie's mind was ringing with warning bells, but he was becoming
too tired to think. His eyes started to shut again- he couldn't
force them open anymore. His body sank in the chair, mouth open,
finally beginning to snore.



A few minutes passed and the flow of gas finally stopped. The door
to the cockpit opened. A short, stout, balding man stepped out and
grinned when he saw that both passengers were incapacitated. He
carefully stripped Oliver and Roy of their parachutes, piling them
in front of the exit door, keeping one on his back. He struggled to
open the heavy door as wind rushed through the insides of the
plane. The pilot held onto a seat to keep his balance as he threw
the parachutes out into the open air. Once they were all gone, he
laughed, turned back to the two sleeping men, and blew a dramatic
kiss before jumping from the aircraft.







Arthur King's cell phone rang as it sat on top of his desk. He
picked it up. "Did you complete the task?… Good. We're moving to
stage two as we speak. You will get your money when you return."
Arthur hung up and put the phone into a drawer in his desk
next.



Arthur turned to the window in his office, watching Queen
Tower.



Blond hair whipped across Oliver's cheek and his eyes opened. He
sat up fast and stared around the plane. The door was open, wind
blasting inside. He felt around his body. The parachute was
gone.



"Roy! Roy wake up!" Ollie tried to slap his friend awake.



Roy's mouth twitched and his eyes popped open in confusion. "What
the hell's going on?" He spat, then quickly realized his
situation.



Oliver ignored him and sprinted to the cockpit, only to find no
pilot and that the controls for the plane were sparking and ruined,
wires everywhere.



This is not good! This is not good!



Oliver rushed back into the passenger area, trying to keep his
focus despite the panic. He pulled open the emergency closet. It
was stripped bare of parachutes.



Damn it!



Oliver turned to Roy, who had gotten up and discovered what was
happening. They stared at each other for a moment, even as they
sped through the air, neither knowing what to say.



"We've gotta get the hell out of here," Oliver finally said, as
serious as he had ever been.



"How're we going to do that without parachutes?" Roy shouted,
disbelief spread across his face.



"Just calm down. I can think of something." Ollie bit his lip,
angry with himself because he didn't have a clue what to do.



Images flashed through Oliver's mind: Waiting outside of his
father's boardroom as a child. Being lectured on how he would have
to become head of the company someday. Being shunned by his family
when he became known for his partying rather than education.



"Ollie! Come here!" His thoughts were stopped by Roy's
shouts.



Oliver followed the voice to the cockpit of the plane. He squinted,
blinded by the sun's reflection on the water- the plane was in a
nosedive towards the ocean.



"Holy… " Roy whispered.



"Hell." Oliver grabbed Roy by the shoulder and pulled him to the
floor, their backs turned to the cockpit as water crashed through
the windows and rushed into the plane as it hit.







Arthur King sat in his chair, still facing his window. He sat tall,
a martini glass in his hands. His eagle-like eyes observed Queen
Tower, the majestic skyscraper that had been proposed to mark a new
era for Star City. A time of hope and justice.



Yeah. Like that happened.



Robert Queen was full of proposals like that. But Arthur always
knew that they were full of hot air. They had been rivals for a
long time, ever since the fateful year that Queen Industries and
King Corp. had both debuted.



Robert always was too smug for his own good. Shame, really. In
another life, we may have worked together to change the world. Pity
for him it hasn't turned out that way.



Arthur peered at his golden watch, smiling at the time as he sipped
his martini.



"Showtime."







Robert and Laura Queen stood patiently through the long elevator
ride to the top floor of Queen Tower. Robert had his arm around
Laura's shoulder, comforting her. She was always so worried
whenever Oliver went on one of his ‘extreme escapades,' as Laura
called them. Robert could feel her tension as the elevator
continued to rise.



"Don't worry, dear. Oliver is a smart boy. He knows what he's
doing… well, most of the time." Robert tried to crack a joke, but
Laura didn't laugh.



"I… I just have this strange feeling that he's in trouble," Laura
said.



"Well, I for one never really believed in that ‘mother's intuition'
mumbo jumbo." Robert tried again to make his wife smile, to no
avail.



The elevator door opened and they strolled into Robert's office,
both feeling a little better just from the moment of
relaxation.



"Let's just take it easy for the rest of the afternoon and check in
on Oliver later. Sound like a plan?" Robert smiled.



Laura managed to smile and forget her worry. "Yes, dear," She
replied, gazing up at the optimist of a man she married.



"Good. Because I, for one could, use some wine. How about y-"



BOOM!



The very Earth beneath them seemed to crack apart and fire engulfed
Queen Tower. The sound of thunder roared through the streets as the
beauty that was Queen Tower burst into flame.



From his office, Arthur watched, still sipping his glass of wine,
and feeling triumphant at last.







The echo of crashing waves filled the air as Oliver Queen's eyes
slowly opened. Ocean as far as the eye could see. He tried to sit
up but pain shot through his back. He felt so drained, so
weakened.



Where the hell am I?



Oliver lifted his head as much as he could to look around at the
surroundings. He was lying on his back, against sand. He craned his
neck and turned; a gigantic jungle full of all kinds of trees was
behind him. He struggled to his feet, and looked himself over. His
clothes were torn up and stained with blood. He felt his face and
then looked at the hand he touched it with. More blood, but
fresher.



Oh god. This isn't good. This is not good!



Oliver examined the beach and noticed Roy Harper, lying in a heap
on the edge of the beach, water splashing over him. Oliver limped
over to him as fast as he could, kicking up sand and surf as he
went. Once he got there, he knelt beside his friend to check his
pulse. There was a very slow beat.



"T… thank god… " Oliver gasped, realizing how tired he was.



Oliver slowly put Roy's arm over his shoulder and lifted him up to
his feet as best as he could.



"I'm going to get you out of here, bud. It's gonna be ok." Oliver
said aloud to Roy, but also to reassure himself.



Oliver began walking towards the trees, pulling Roy along with him,
his friend's feet dragging on the ground. He couldn't believe what
was happening. Who could have wanted him dead? Oliver pondered this
for a moment and realized that it could have been anyone. He didn't
lack enemies. He entered the jungle and searched for a good place
to get out of the way of the sun's blazing rays. He lay Roy under a
wide, shady tree and took a seat on the ground across from
him.



"Some situation we're in, eh?" Ollie let out a sigh, well aware
that Roy could not hear him.



There had been a sharp pain stinging his left leg since he stood
up. He finally pulled what remained of his pants up his leg to find
his entire limb covered in blood, and a good-sized piece of metal
wedged near his knee. Panic flooded through his brain.



Crap. This must have happened when the plane crashed! This is
gonna hurt.



Oliver grasped the sharp chunk of metal and tugged. He let out a
scream of agony as he could feel the metal jerk in his leg. He
pulled harder, ignoring the fresh cuts in his hands. His eyes
started to tear up at the pain, trying desperately to get it
out.



Come on you son of a-



The piece ripped out from his body. Oliver let out a roar of pain,
and frustration. He rolled onto his side in exhaustion. He had to
hold onto a tree branch to help himself back up to his feet, and he
looked through an opening in the forest to see the never-ending
ocean.



"Damn it." Oliver slowly walked back over to Roy, hand clutching
his leg in pain, and lightly slapped his pal on the face.



Roy twitched, his eyes fluttering open and staring up. "Ollie? What
the hell happened… "



"Shh. Don't worry Roy. We're going to get out of this. No way in
hell are we going to be stuck here," Oliver assured him.



"Good… I'm kind of hungry," Roy chuckled.



"Me too, pal. Me too." Oliver turned his head to look up at the
bright blue sky.







The wreckage of Queen Tower was inconceivable to the police
officers and firefighters at the site. The beauty of a skyscraper
had collapsed from the explosion. No one knew what to say to each
other. No one could find the words to explain the situation. News
reporters and cameramen flooded the streets nearby, desperately
attempting to get their story.



A police cruiser rolled up to the side of the street and a man
exited the car, slamming the door behind him and approaching the
crime scene. He was about six feet tall, with silvery blond hair
and piercingly pale eyes. He wore a long brown trench coat and
beat-up clothes. He puffed on his cigarette as he made his way
through the crowd of reporters as a patrolman stood in his
way.



"Sorry, but this area is off-limits to civilians," The patrolman
recited, trying to appear intimidating and clearly having been
practicing his line.



"Civilian? Why don't you step aside before I have you court
marshaled for disobeying orders. You were assigned to the simple
task of keeping CIVILIANS out. Something I am clearly not," The man
growled, his voice cold and unrelenting as he pulled out his badge.
The patrolman squinted at the ID and took a step back in
fear.



"I'm sorry, Lieutenant Vertigo. My mistake, sir." The patrolman
whimpered.



Lieutenant Werner Vertigo snarled, enjoying the way the man stared
at him. He was known as the most strict and intimidating of all of
the Star City cops, and he enjoyed every second it.



"Please don't court marshal me. I… I'll do better next time, I
promise!" The patrolman pleaded.



"Shut up and calm down. Go make sure those cameramen don't get
through. While I go do some REAL police work," Vertigo hissed,
strolling arrogantly past the patrolman and approaching the
wreckage where Queen Tower once stood tall and proud.



Werner looked at the sight before him: The still-smouldering
embers, rubble, and no doubt bodies lost in the pile of concrete
and metal.



This was no accident. It was precise.



"Lieutenant Vertigo!" A low ranking detective broke Werner's train
of thought by rushing towards him.



"Yeah, what is it?" Vertigo glared, taking a puff of his cigarette
and dropping it to the ground, grinding it out.



"We've been trying to get a hold of Oliver Queen, but we haven't
been able to reach him. We know for a fact, though, that he was not
in the building when it went down." The detective explained.



Vertigo's eyes flared.



"What does that tell you, detective?"



The detective looked at him with a stern confidence.



"We have our suspect."







Oliver would always remember the coldness of the first night on the
island. He wasn't sure if it was the actual weather, or just the
sense of loneliness and defeat. Roy had fallen back unconscious,
but was steadily breathing. Oliver lay against a tree thinking of
what had happened.



It must have been King. That slimeball must have done this.
Only he could sink so low just to get ahead in the
market.



Oliver rubbed his arms, trying to warm up. Shivers slithered down
his body. He looked over at his best friend, who remained silent on
the muddy ground.



"I'm sorry, Roy. I'm so, so sorry," Tears started to form in
Ollie's eyes. "I promise you. I'll get us out of this. One way or
another."





TO BE CONTINUED!



==================================================================================

 

If you enjoyed this story, you can
find more alternate universe tales of your favorite DC heroes at
DC3 Multiverse.

 

All characters are (c) DC Comics and
no infringement upon their copyrights is intended. Support DC
Comics by buying their monthly comics and graphic novels.
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