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Chapter 1

The Portal to the Other World 
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24 hours earlier before the first kill





In the heart of Central Park, beneath the twisted roots of an ancient tree, a doorway to another realm swung open, unleashing a sinister figure with a deadly mission – and only 24 hours to claim his next victim. A red-dressed man climbed up from a cave under a large tree in Central Park. The cave was not a real cave, but a portal that had been forced to open from another world into ours. The tree trunk hid the entrance.  

The man grinned widely, brushed his silky clothes, and put a scarlet red top hat on. The hat had crown-like beads and pearl decorations around it. He checked his golden pocket watch. He had exactly 24 hours to finish his job. He was an executioner, and he had to find a suitable victim; otherwise, his queen would be mad. And he had already dreamt what would happen to him. He could still see the image of his own skull rolling on the ground. 

Viewing the park, he saw plenty of potential targets. However, he wanted a young female with blond hair, blue eyes, and a slim figure… just like the girl who once had accidentally entered their world from this one. Alice, that was her name.

He pushed his hands in his pockets and strolled along the twining path, surveying the tall buildings that were so different from the buildings in his world. The air was stinky. He didn’t like to stay in this world longer than he had to. He hoped to find his mark soon, and just then, he saw the perfect person approaching him. He went through his checklist of the requirements: 

Blond. Check. 

Young woman. Check. 

Blue eyes. Check. 

A skinny body. Check.

All matched. That was the one he had to grab. 

The woman jogged along the path. The red-dressed man moved swiftly in front of her, and before she could go around or scream, he tripped her, and she fell. He swiftly injected a dark liquid into her neck, a specialized potion crafted by the mad hatmaker. Its effects were instantaneous, and its purpose was twofold: to induce paralysis and a deep, dreamless slumber. The dose worked fast, and she went limp, and her head lolled backward when he lifted her in his arms and carried her back toward the portal tree. He pushed her inside and hopped after her. 

In a matter of minutes, he had entered this world, committed his evil abduction, and vanished through the portal with his victim, leaving no witnesses and no suspicion.  No one had paid attention to him.

At the bottom of the tree was a large opening, a room that looked like a prison with bars around it. In the middle of the room stood a red throne. This was his kill site on the other side, in the other world.

While the young woman was unconscious, the man changed her clothes to a blue dress, white apron, black pumps, and white ankle socks, combed her long hair, and placed a white hairband on her head. He looked at the result and nodded. Good, now the next phase. He picked up his makeup kit and added some color to the pale face. She shouldn’t be this colorless at the time of the execution. Some red on the cheeks, pink on the lips, and more eyeliner and mascara on the eyes. Then he stepped back and looked at the result. Yes, the young woman was ready. 

He took a couple of steps toward the throne and then stopped. He had forgotten to tie her hands behind her back. If he didn’t do that, she might fight too much. 

He went back and secured her hands and then lifted her to her knees. She couldn’t stay in that position because she was still unconscious, so he left her lying there and went to sit on the throne.

He checked his watch. An hour had passed. He had 11 hours left.

The woman moaned and blinked. She moved her head and turned on her side.

Good, she’s about to wake up, the man thought, and his heart raced faster. Soon, he could do his deed, and then return the head to the stinky upper world. 

“Where am I?” The victim muttered, turning her head and trying to see her surroundings. She struggled trying to get her hands free, but she couldn’t. Slowly, she moved on her knees and looked up seeing the large throne and the red-dressed man sitting there.

“Who are you?”

“I’m the Red Queen's Executioner,” the red-suited man replied grinning madly.








  
  

Chapter 2

Off Your Head 
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The Victim Number One





In a space where elegance met terror, a woman's desperate gaze met the calm, calculating eyes of her executioner. Her crime unknown, her fate sealed, the only question remaining was: would she meet her end with dignity or despair? 

Golden afternoon sunlight hit the floor, and the large throne with crimson cushions was placed in the otherwise empty room. A man sat on the throne wearing a tall hat with crown-like decorations around it. His red silk jacket was embroidered with black and white beads and golden threads, and his knee-high boots and breaches were scarlet red. He had a lavish white silk shirt, frilled at the neck and wrists, and a multilayered lace bowtie, the color of rust.

Death lingered in the man’s eyes as he stared at a young woman lying in front of him on a red-black checkered floor. They were in a room with metal bars around it, and there was a door with a lock behind the throne. The woman had first thought she was in a prison cell but then realized it couldn’t be. She had not seen anyone else here or heard any voices or sounds besides her breathing.

Sitting upright, she surveyed her surroundings, puzzled. Adorned in a light blue dress accentuated by a crisp white apron, her hands remained bound behind her back, ensnared by a tight plastic tie that resisted her attempts at liberation. A pristine white hairband restrained her lustrous golden locks, and she wore white ankle socks paired with black pumps. Despite her elegant but a bit old-fashioned attire, her visage bore the telltale signs of distress; streaks of mascara marred her cheeks and remnants of tears that had cascaded down her face, imparting an air of vulnerability akin to that of an antiquated porcelain doll.

The sitting man was in his forties. His hair was the color of wheat flowing from under the crown hat. His hair was carelessly choppy around his chiseled face, and he had used black eyeliner around his eyes. His voice was calm and emotionless when he spoke. “Off with your head,” he said quietly. “Do you know where they said that?”

The young woman lifted her head and stared at the man, puzzled. She had no idea what this man was talking about. She looked dazed or drugged. Her pupils were pinpricks, and she stared like she didn’t understand what was happening. “Off with your head?” she said with a weak voice.

“Off with your head,” the man repeated, his patience wearing thin. “Off. With. Your. Head.” He stressed every word separately and paused after each one. 

“No, I… I don’t remember who said that,” the woman whispered, shivering. She knew it was a wrong answer, but her brain was foggy, and she couldn’t even remember how she had gotten here, where she had been taken, or who this madman was. She was sure it was a trick question and that she should have known who had said it. The man had not threatened her, not yet, at least. However, she had woken up in this room on the floor dressed in this outfit. 

The man lowered his head, and his eyes stared at the woman like two daggers. “You don’t know who said those words?”

The woman shook visibly. “No, I’m sorry,” she apologized, and tears filled her eyes. She looked pleadingly at the man.

The man stood up in his glorious outfit, marched toward the woman, and pulled him up by her hair. She screamed in pain, and that cleared her mind. He dragged her to the corner of the room where a tall, wooden upright frame stood. Up near the ceiling was a weighted and angled blade. The man pushed the woman to the bottom of the frame, placing her neck directly below the blade and securing it with a pillory. Then he released the switch, and the blade flashed and dropped down, decapitating the woman. 

And then what to do with the head and the body…

The head would look great on a pole!










  
  

Chapter 3

The Staged Crime Scene 
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With the young woman's severed head grasped firmly in his hand, the executioner stepped out of the Central Park cave, ready to unleash a gruesome spectacle. The city's towering skyscrapers loomed above, their steel and glass façades indifferent to the horror about to unfold. As he emerged, he surveyed his surroundings. The tranquil green lawns and winding paths of the park stretched out before him, disappearing into the hills and trees. Above, the dark sky was a canvas of towering buildings that scraped the clouds. The killer's gaze lingered on the unfamiliar landscape, a world away from his own realm of madness, fantasy, and mythical creatures. 

The distant hum of engines and the faint melody of music drifted through the air, but the killer's ears picked up no human voices. The solitude was a welcome respite, granting him the time he needed to complete his twisted task.

Not many people were in Central Park this time. The killer had a good view of the path ahead, and then he only had to choose a perfect place to set the kill site.  He dragged the head with him outside and set it on the grass. He wore a red suit and pants on purpose so no blood would show on it, although the blood from the head was dark already. He went back down and brought up a stake. He placed the head on the stake and walked to a small clearing, which he decided was a good place for it. 

He shoved the pole deep into the earth. The ground was hard, but he was stronger in this world than in his own, so the stake went into it as easily as a knife goes through soft butter. 

Stepping back, the man in the red attire admired his handiwork. The pole, now adorned with the head, seemed to harmonize effortlessly with its environment. His attention to detail was renowned; he never settled for anything less than perfection, even when dealing with macabre. With a swift motion, he wiped his hands clean on a sizable scarlet handkerchief, signaling the completion of his task.

The moon came out behind the clouds, and the white rays hit the blond hair on the head. 

The killer grinned. He felt the fire inside his head, and he had to control it so that he wouldn’t act too crazy in this world, as he had plenty more to do. This was just the start. 

Some blood had run down the pole when he had pushed the head into the stake, and the blood had dried now on it. It was rusty-colored now. The dead eyes stared at him. He believed the woman looked both surprised and terrified. She had not realized what the machine in the room was, but she knew he was going to kill her. 

After he was sure his crime scene looked exactly like he wanted it to, he walked back the same path toward the portal tree. This time his stride was neither fast nor did he loiter, but he jumped and danced along the way. He tapped his red top hat on his head, even whistled happily, and then when he saw the tree in front of him, he pulled out the heavy pocket watch from his vest pocket, opened it, and glanced at it. He had succeeded in doing all of it in less than a day. 

He closed his watch and placed it in his vest pocket again. 

He wasn’t late. 

Perfect.

His queen would be pleased. Argyle's dark offering would bring a twisted smile to his queen's lips.


He approached the cave under the tree and jumped into it holding his top hat with his hand.

Down, down, down he went. Through a dark tunnel. It felt like he was falling off the Earth until he wasn’t. He landed in the same room where he had killed the young woman.
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