
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Carlos Madrigal Flores

	    

      
	    
          
	      13utterfly

          
        
          
	          13utterfly: Dollhouse

          
        
          
	          13utterfly: The Mind Bug

          
        
          
	          13utterfly: Time Labyrinth

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      13utterfly: El Guardián del Tiempo

          
        
          
	          13utterfly: Casa de Muñecas

          
        
          
	          13utterfly: Parásito Mental

          
        
          
	          13utterfly: El Laberinto del Tiempo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dreams Go By

          
        
          
	          Dreams Go By: Hypocrisy

          
        
          
	          Dreams Go By: When Life Feels Pointless

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sueños en las Nubes

          
        
          
	          Sueños en las Nubes: Hipocresía

          
        
          
	          Sueños en las Nubes: Cuando la Vida no Tiene Sentido

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Crystal Jail

          
        
          
	          El Valle Inquietante

          
        
          
	          The Uncanny Valley

          
        
          
	          Eros Moon

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Carlos Madrigal Flores’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


[image: image]

THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

13UTTERFLY: TIME LABYRINTH

First edition. October 13, 2024.

Copyright © 2024 Carlos Madrigal Flores.

Written by Carlos Madrigal Flores.

Index

1. Next stop nowhere

2. Time and again

3. The man with a watch

4. The time labyrinth

5. Race against time

6. Dead zone

7. Hereafter

8. The World's End

9. The monster that lived inside our heads

10. Trial and error

11. The storm that never came

12. Living another day



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1.  Next stop nowhere
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It was early in the morning; I was still somewhat sleepy, but I had to get to Hiddentown as soon as I could if I wanted to put the day to good use and have a real taste of how life is there. People say that strange events have happened in that zone of the country. Alien sightings and even some sort of mass hysteria that took over the whole town, though most of the people over there try to forget about the whole event altogether. I, on the other side, am quite interested in all that kind of things that have to do with the supernatural.

I wouldn’t consider myself too much of a believer and instead more of someone rather agnostic towards this kind of thing, that’s why I would like to see something of this kind with my own eyes, just to know that it’s real. At least for the time being I keep it as a hobby and a blog that unfortunately doesn’t have that many followers. Anyway, for today I’m taking a day off to check out this town and if I’m lucky I may get to see something out of the ordinary. At least that would be more fun than my very rutinary days at the university where I’m studying computing; not like I hate it, but it certainly is not the same.

As I was waiting for the bus to arrive in a bench inside the building a man with a suitcase arrived. I overheard that he was going to the same place as me when he was talking to the lady at the counter to buy his ticket. For some reason I felt like if I already knew him, it was like a Déjà vu except that I was sure that I’ve never seen that man before. In many ways he looked like an average person, but he had style, wearing a jacket that combined well with his dark hair and a vibe of being determined almost as if he was on a secret mission to save the world. He was probably some two to three years older than me, yet his eyes were those of a person who had already lived a lot. I wasn’t the only one to notice that; everyone had that same Déjà vu sensation.

Eventually the buss arrived and when I was getting on board I saw the man of the suitcase on the line, next to him there was this other guy in a white shirt holding a coffee which he almost spills over the suitcase guy, but without even looking, he avoided the hot beverage to fell over him. It was as if somehow, he already knew it would happen. Now I was intrigued, was this what I was looking forward to? Or was it just a curious coincidence?

Well, as if it were a coincidence, soon there came another one. While looking for my sit he was there, our seats were next to each other. However, despite I really wanting to talk with the guy I was too tired, and I ended up falling asleep. While we were on the road, I had a weird dream that I couldn’t remember; the only thing that I could recall was that it was very vivid, and it had to do with reliving over and over the same series of events. At some point I woke up wondering if I was still inside a dream and apparently, I was very agitated because the man told me ‘Don’t worry, we haven’t arrived yet if you were worried about it’. ‘Thanks, it wasn’t that, I was just having a bad dream’ I replied almost automatically.

By then I didn’t feel like sleeping anymore, not for such bad dreams. Then I noticed the guy was carrying a newspaper and he pretty much had finished all the puzzles and games at the back. ‘Are you some sort of genius at those or something?’ I said as I pointed at the paper.

Jokingly the man answered ‘Not really, it’s just practice and let’s say I’ve got a lot of it, the history of my life I could say’ before laughing it off. ‘What about you? Do you like these kinds of games?’

‘Not really, to be fare I’m not good at them... let’s say I don’t have as much practice as you’ I answered him with some sarcasm, then I introduced myself ‘By the way I’m Shirley.’

‘Nice name, did you know it means bright meadow?’

‘No, that’s interesting, though I think people usually would say their own name at this point of the conversation.’

‘Sorry, my bad, sometimes I forget about it... the name is Zack.’

‘Does it also mean something?’

‘It can be laughter, or the one I prefer, the Lord recalled, sometimes it’s more appropriate’

‘Appropriate?’

Zack smiled at me, and I could see in his eyes his answer, that maybe it was a secret that indeed had to do with the mysteries I was looking for. I also saw something that I didn’t notice before. Behind that smile there was a hidden sadness; he definitely had lived a lot more than what he looked like, but it wasn’t a peaceful life, he had gone through tough stuff, and he was keeping it all for himself. There was pain and loneliness being those eyes.

Before any of us could say anything, we were interrupted by an abrupt stop of the bus. It sounded like the motor had a fault. The driver got down to check the problem and when he returned, he yelled ‘Shit! All right folks we'll be stuck here for a while’.

Then Zack interrupted the man ‘Can I check it out? I’m not a mechanic but I know a couple of tricks’, annoyed the driver told him ‘Suit yourself’. After a couple of minute Zack came back and told the bus driver to turn on the vehicle; it was working. As Zack came back to his sit the driver looked with astonishment ‘Are you sure you are not a mechanic?’. I was also surprised ‘Just practice?’.

‘With that specific problem, kind of’

As the journey went on, I decide to do some of my homework, so I got my laptop out. Then when I was struggling with one of the codes I had to do, Zack gave me a couple of advice that were exactly what I needed. ‘Now you are a computer expert?’

‘I’ve got practice with that too’ he said as he smiled.

‘In what have you not got practice then?’

‘I think I haven’t encountered a demon yet, maybe aliens and vampires, but demons, I don’t think so’ that was his answer, he was kidding but at the same time he wasn't. then he went on, still with that jokingly and friendly voice that hidden his true feelings ‘What if I’m sort of a videogame character, well, not really but at least what if I have the part of having many lives so if I die on a level, I get to do it again except that the levels are parts of my life and the extra lives are, I don’t know, because of aliens?’ I wasn’t sure if he was joking or if he just revealed his secret to me.

Going with the flow I asked, ‘If you are videogame character then who is the final boss?’.

‘An alien? Nah, that would be too repetitive, what about a telepathic monster, one that used to be a person but got powers somehow and now wants to take over the world with his mind?’

‘And you are going to stop him? With what, your magical suitcase?’

‘No, the suitcase is only for my uniform the real deal is my watch’

Indeed, Zack had an unusual wristwatch that looked somewhat alien, especially with that spectral blue light that was hypnotic.

‘You look like someone who enjoys a good mystery, am I right?’ the man asked me.

‘I guess so, actually that’s why I’m coming to this town, they say strange things happen around this zone of the country’

‘I’ve heard that too, piece of advice, sometimes it’s better not to get too involved in this kind of things... you may end up having to save the world or something’

‘Have you saved the world? Nah, was it with that watch of yours?’

Again, Zack simply smiled and again we were interrupted before any of us could say anything since we’ve arrived at our destination. Once we exited the buss the guy gave another advice before continuing his way ‘By the way Shirley, there’s a nice museum about aliens you may like, it’s not a bad idea to pay it a visit if you are into that, though I got my own version of the story’.

‘It does call my attention; I may go a check it out... be careful saving the world.’

‘I will, else I may need to use another of my extra lives and then we’ll meet again at the bus, hopefully next time it doesn’t fail at the middle of the road’

‘If you are there it wouldn’t be so much of a problem, you got practice with it’

He only laughed and waved with his hand as he left the place to take a cab. He was definitely an unusual person, perhaps he was indeed a videogame character or a superhero saving the world without anyone even knowing.
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