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This is how it ends.

Alyce crossed the battlefield, passing the fallen soldiers from both sides. The war had cost them all dearly, but with any luck, tonight it would be over and Wonderland would be free.

I just have one more thing to take care of.

Up ahead, the Queen was waiting for her. She stood on the edge of the maze, the hedges long since burned, staring out at Wonderland. Did she care about the destruction she had caused? Of all the men who had died fighting for her? 

Of course she doesn’t. She doesn’t have a heart.

Alyce gripped the sword she held, ready to use it on her. She wanted to look her in the eye when she removed her head.

Night had fallen, shadows danced over the ground which was lit by burning torches dotted around the maze. 

“A magnificent view, Your Majesty,” Alyce called. “Pity about all the bodies.”

The Queen made no move to turn and face her. She didn’t seem worried to have Alyce so close. Alyce glanced around, wondering if she had something up her sleeve. Perhaps not all these soldiers were dead. They could be faking it, waiting for the right moment to strike.

Stepping carefully around them, Alyce kept moving. Even if she was slain here today, it would be worth it if she took the Queen out too. She no longer cared about her own life, she only cared about ending this wretched war for good.

She thought of all the people she had lost along the way, friends, lovers – all taken from her by this monster. The Queen deserved to die out here. Alone. Forgotten. 

“Won’t you even face me?” Alyce said, stopping a few feet from her.

The Queen turned her head. “You think you’ve won. But at what cost?”

“You’re the one responsible for all of this,” Alyce snapped.

The Queen turned to face her, dressed in all her finery. “Me? You’re the interloper. You came here and changed everything. You started this war, little girl. All this blood is on your hands, not mine.”

Alyce raised her sword. “Damn you. I may have led the people, but they wanted freedom long before I showed up.” 

The Queen chuckled. “Keep telling yourself that. It won’t matter soon.”

“Why?”

“Because all of this will seem like a dream.”

Before Alyce could respond, the Queen raised her hand and blew some kind of red dust into her face. Alyce backed away, blinking rapidly as it hit her. The world around her started to darken and she couldn’t hold onto her sword any longer. 

“What did...you do?” she slurred, slumping to the ground.

“What I had to. But don’t worry, dear, Wonderland will be in good hands.”
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