A Stitch In Time: Chapter One

The vixen’s eyes shifted as she looked behind her. Doing her best to determine the distance of her pursuant, she noticed that Brutus and Nick were not too far behind. 


“This way!” her lab partner screamed. The vixen took a deep breath as she refocused her gaze, taking her turn around the corner. 


“Are you sure about this? I don’t know but it looks to me that this path dead ends” she stated.


“Sarah, you worry too much” her partner smiled at the vixen. Sarah could only force a smile, grinning back at the otter. It only took a few more steps to confirm Sarah’s worst fear.  


“Damn it Jacob, what did I tell you?”


“Hey, my memory’s a bit rusty” 


“That brain of yours can do a thousand calculations in an instant, decode the Einsteen-Rosenbug equation and you tell me that your brain is rusty?” Sarah’s ears were folded back, her eyes glaring. The two just stood there in silence as a brick wall stood in front of them and behind them was certain death.


“Have you ever thought about giving them the It—“Sarah began.


“No! Are you crazy? Do you know what one could potentially accomplish if S.T.I.T.C.H fell into the wrong hands?”


“Yeah, potentially?” Sarah responded as they both heard the sound of footsteps, quickly fading into silence behind them.  Sarah and Jacob both turned around. A large wolf and a medium size husky were standing just a few feet away from them. The husky didn’t waste any time as he reached into his coat, pulling out his magnum.  Then without hesitation he pointed it directly at the vixen. Sarah was making a feeble attempt at taking a martial arts stance, hoping that they would buy into the bluff. Jacob’s hands went instantly behind his back.


“You and I both know, Sarah, that you’re not fooling anyone” The wolf said. 

“Bring it on Brutus, you damn dirt bag! I’ve never been afraid of you” Sarah yelled accompanied by a slight snarl.

“Tough talk for someone who’s about to die” the husky responded.

“You should be Sarah, don't make me do something I don't want to do”

“She's not going to listen to you” A voice yelled from behind the two canines. Sarah and Jacob’s tails both went limp. Emerging was a ferret only four and half feet tall and dressed in a black Armani suit, a stiff fedora hat, and a pair of Gucci shoes.

“Dr. Cowl, took you long enough” Dr. Jacobs yelled, his eyes now met the ferret’s gaze. 

“Well Jacob my dear otter you know how I am, always fashionably late, don’t you think?” Dr. Cowl responded, as he curiously glared at Brutus. Responding the wolf reached into his suit and pulled out his forty-five.  

“So, what sick and twisted organization is funding you? The mob, terrorists, maybe the government?” Jacob asked. The ferret smiled as he took a few steps closer.

“You think you have all the answers, Dr. Jacob Nine, but you would be surprise to find out how wrong you are. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to tell you what I plan on doing with you’re….” The ferret paused and cleared his throat. “Correction, my device, seeing that you’re going to die, but this, unfortunately, is not some stupid comic book and I don’t plan on making any mistakes”

The ferret just nodded at the wolf, who then proceeded to ease the gun into position, pointing it directly at the otter.  Jacob reacted quickly; pulling out a short electronic device. The ferret’s eyes widened as the husky reacted. Dr Nine activated the device. Sarah could only see a big flash of light as the sound of gunfire echoed in her ears and then it all went black.


Sarah’s eyes blinked open, as a sharp pain overwhelmed her forehead. The vixen moved her head as she tried to focus on the world around her. The crackle of a fire and nice aroma of some sort of meat soup soon greeted her. The fire gave off a comforting warmth, considering that she could feel the cold breeze pressed up against her back.   Glancing around her she could see the outline of a plateau and the familiar figure of a cactus.  


“We’re not in Kansas anymore” The vixen said to herself.


“Nope, your in Garsden pass, about an hour away from any city. Where it gets so hot the fleas won't feel like much to hang around you and the night are so cold they come running back” A Coyote said appearing out of nowhere in front of the fire.  Then with a huge smile he reach down, uncovering the top of a kettle currently sitting over the flames. Sarah's stomach growled.


“Well, glad t’see you alright mam” The coyote responded. Now he didn't have the hat, but he had the tight denim pants, the large leather boots with spurs and an unmistakable cowboy hat! Her heart then felt like it skipped a beat.


“And where’s Doctor Nine?”


“Doctor?”  The coyote responded.


“Yes the man that was with me, he’s an otter and –“


“ –Whao, Now hold your horses there mam, but y’ asking too many question.” The coyote then stood up and held his hand out.  “Now mam, you were the only one I found, you and uh…” With a turn the coyote reached behind him and grabbed a small burlap bag and then tossed it over to Sarah. “this was lie’n nex to ya”


Sarah winced as he herd the familiar clattering of metal upon metal. The vixen reached down and grabbed the burlap sac. Tearing the bag open, she found the silver rectangle object, slightly damage. Irritated she began to examine the item; the coyote watched her but ultimately continued preparing the soup.


“You’re lucky”


“Excuse me mam?”


“The device isn’t completely hopeless and your tossing it on the ground didn’t do any permanent damage.”


“Well just to let you know, that was the way I found it...” The coyote paused. “May I ask a question Mam?” Sarah just looked up, eye briefly meeting.  “Why are you dressed like that out in the middle of the dessert?”


The vixen quickly looked over herself, noticing that she was wearing a sequenced leather jacket, a black t-shirt, white denim jeans, and high heeled shoes. She could only assume that her attire didn't seem to fit the region she was in. 


“Well lets just say that where I came from, I was more appropriately dressed” Sarah finished as the realization hit her. 


“Eureka! The Einsteen-Rosenburg Bridge! Dr Nine must of activated the device before Cowl and his thugs started shooting us. If that’s true, I’m either in some alternate reality or this is some weird version of heaven. Though if that is the case then where’s Dr. Nine?” Sarah stated loudly. The Coyote could only give her a curious look. The vixen smiled. “Just forget I said that”


Bzzt! A cloud of dust and dirt was now in the air a few feet from them.


“Damn it, they found me!” The coyote yelled as he got up.


“What…Who…found who?” The vixen responded confused. Off in the distance she could see the faint shadow of three dust trails. She then looked over at the coyote who was rummaging around in bigger sac and pulled out what looked to be a small gun, but it had an unusual design and barrel was fatter and bulbous at the end. 


“I’m sorry to be ask’n this of ya mam, but your gonna need this” The coyote said as extended out the contraption to her. The vixen looked at it curiously. “It’s a Smith and Wesson, 95 centigrade laser pistol”


“What?!” The Vixen just stared at the canine.


“Heh, well I guess there’s no hiding it now. I’m wanted by the law. But I know a way we can high tail it out a here, if you can help me create a distraction”

The vixen reached out her hand, slowly grasping at the pistol. She marveled at the weapon symmetry and the material trying to understand how a contraption of this make and design would work.   The Coyote just reached into his sack again and pulled out a larger pistol, taking a few moments to admire the weapon, and then he glanced back. Sarah was doing her best to get used to the weight of a weapon, considering that many weapons of this size from her world would be considerably heavier. 


“Do ya think a girl such as yourself can handle a weapon like that?”

“What are you hinting at yote”

“Nothin’ Mam, I was jest saying” a smile edged across the coyote’s face. 


“So how do you use this....thing?” the vixen said holding the pistol sideways as if she was some downtown gangster. The Coyote jumped.


“CORN SWALLOW AND DRAGAMITE SUN, WHAT IN TARNATION ARE YOU DOIN. Don’t you know how to hold a Pistol?” Sarah just gave him an odd look as she relaxed her arms. “Please jest do yer best to find a place for that” 


Sarah didn’t really focus on the coyote, but saw something out of the corner of her eye. He seemed as if he was fiddling with some wires.  Then quickly she looked around and without much thought stuffed the FAN into her right pocket, though it wasn't a very comforting feeling knowing it was their, she then looked up only to catch sight of the coyotes face. They both stared at each other for a moment as if the coyote was trying to read the vixen mind and all Sarah could do was notice that this guy could have brushed his teeth this morning.  


“You Trust me right” the canine had a huge grin.


“Sure?” Were the only words that came out of Sarah mouth as the canine quickly grabbed onto the vixen swinging her around, holding tightly to Sarah's thigh's and pushing the barrel of the pistol directly into her head. 


“Jebediah Mallory” the deep voice echoed in the distance. 


“WHAT THE CRAP!” The Vixen yelled. 


“Trust me!”


“Jebediah, what in Tar-nation!” Sarah could see clearly a gold lab. Now this was a cowboy, a real cowboy with a white cowboy hat, tan vest and leather boots. Then as she looked further at what now seemed to be an approaching trio, she saw that, unlike her fantasies, they were not riding pearly white stallions but more like silver reflective canisters. The closest thing she could describe it as was a motorcycles without wheels hovering six inches off the ground and even though their was a dust cloud created by these contraptions, the way the dirt reacted didn’t seem to coincide how it would react if air was pushing it. 


“Sheriff Gray, how many times I've told you not to fallow me?” Jebediah yelled.


“Now Jeb why are treating me like that, you know all I really want to do is help you” the lab said as he pulled back on what appeared to be some sort of control lever, causing the machines to stop.  Sarah could see behind the lab was a large tiger, and a lanky lion. They all had tan cowboy hats and sued leather vest. The Lion had on what looked like snake skin boots but they were a very odd shade of lavender.


Sarah just took a long deep breadth and gritted her teeth, as her confidence was eaten away by fear. Seemingly she was the only person here who had no control over the situation.


“Now Jeb, how long have I known you and every time we’ve meet, you never had the heart to pull the trigger on someone, so I seriously doubt you will start now?”


“Well Sheriff, there’s a first time for everything, Imma desperate man” Jeb said as he pushed the guns muzzle more into Sarah’s temple. Sarah grunted as she felt more and more awkward. The Lion and the tiger looked at each other curiously as the lab flipped a lever to slowly hover down where he could now manage to get off the contraption. 


“I mean it sheriff, dun had enuff of it. I’ll do it” Jeb concentrated on the Sheriff, Sarah could swear she saw his eyes twitch. 


“What in The…” Sarah interjected. 


“You shut up Missie” Jeb yelled out. The vixen growled, she didn’t know what was going on anymore or if she made the right decision to trust this guy. The Lab calmly straightened his hat and slowly began his approach.


“I know you Jeb, probably to damn well. We’ve been chasing our tails across the dessert and beyond the dragamite sun? I’m tired of all this and I think you’re tired of this too” 


The Sherriff started to take a step toward them and Sarah notice Jeb stood his grown. In face in all of her uneasiness she noticed a slight calm in her “captors” arm; she could also hear a certain confidence in Jeb’s voice, something that would normally be foreign to a “desperate” man.


“Dun I told ya Sherriff, you stop right their! I mean it” Jeb yelled again as the Sherriff advances did not halt until the lab was no more than four feet from the two as his eyes were focused solely on the coyote. His hands were also no more than six inches away from his gun. Then with a friendly gesture, the lab extended out his arm and offered to take the pistol away. 


“Seriously Jeb” The lab said with a smile.


“You know Sherriff, you got me, you were right”  The Coyote said with an odd shakiness to his voice as he then pulled the gun away from Sarah neck and handed it over to the Lab. Then the lab took his right hand and held it up, motioning for the rest of his posse to proceed. Sarah felt relieve since she didn’t have the barrel of Jeb’s pistol burying itself into the side of her forehead, but she also felt the grip on her tighten. She was being pulled away, pulled backwards. It was then when the lab looked over the gun that he noticed the Trojan horse. With another quick swing of the coyote’s arm, a hand came over Sarah’s eyes as she saw rays of light, streaming through the veiled hands of Jeb. In what seemed like mere seconds she was being pushed up on one of those the mechanical contraption. Then she herd a click, saw a lever being pushed down and they were off. Jeb was doing his best to steer the “reigns”  of the contraption, as if the object was designed to imitate the controls of riding a horse.  Then out of no where she felt a some slight momentum and a huge push of acceleration. Sarah could only react by clutching tightly to the coyote. 


“Gettin a little close their missy” the coyote ears perked as he gave a quick glance behind him.


“Don’t fool yourself buck, I did not approve of what you did back their”


“Well I guess I have to live with what I got” 


The loud noise of the bar was doing very little to aid in her concentration, as she tried to rummage around the burlap sack she had, looking over the broken pieces of her equipment. Every so often her head would tilt upward to keep tabs on her other canine friend. Currently Jeb was busy talking to a bear in the corner of the bar, playing something that resembled a piano. Jeb looked over in Sarah’s direction only for a moment then turned directly at the bear, who also gave a quick glance at Sarah. The vixen paused, then her mind quickly diverted to her main priority of getting home and finding Jacob. Cautiously she peered down at the sack and pieces of the broken device. 


“I should be thankful it wasn’t too damage.” Sarah said to herself. Peering into the sack she then spotted a small round cylinder. Without too much though she reached in and grabbed it with the tips of her fingers bringing it up to her nose. “Damn it, the battery’s dead. I only need it for a small boost in power…”


“Excuse me Mam! I didn mean ta botha ya?” Jeb voice broke her concentration. He eye’s quickly met the coyote as she dropped the coil back into the bag. 


“No, your not bothering me at all, I was looking over my junk?”


“Well that’s nice, I got ya somethin to wet that pallet of yours Mam, recommendation from Ned” The Coyote smiled as his thumb pointed in the direction of the piano man.  Then he placed the beer bottle in from of her. The Coyote only had a shot of some dark amber liquid, as he just fell into his seat. Sarah just looked at the beer bottle. 


“Mark of the Beast” Sarah said almost silently.


“Good Stuff, not as good as ‘Seven Deadly Sin’” Jeb winked as Sarah gave a long sigh, doing her best to open the bottle with her hands. “So!” Jeb said as he looked at Sarah. “I guess I should be thanken ya, Jim, that old lawman could have had me behind bars right now” Sarah just looked at him and picked up the beer bottle.  “I wouldn’t be too excited; I still have half a mind to turn you in right now.” Jeb grinned as he laughed a little and then looking at his shot, picked it up and poured it down his throat. 


“Wooo-Hee, that some good sh…sh…Shtuff”


“Uhm how many of those had you had?” 


“Uh…five” Jeb said with a little slur. Of course his eyes squinted a bit and his hands were busy counting. Then he looked at the vixen again. “So where did you say you were from again?”


“Look I had a rough day and I don’t want to talk about it” Sarah responded, not even looking at the cowboy, as she leaned back in her chair, taking another drink of her beer.  Jeb just looked at her, his eyes drifted further down, examining her frontal attire, spending an exorbitant amount of time staring at some of her physical assets. Mainly her chest, but that’s beside the point. Shaking his head from what was sure to be the buzz he was experiencing, he then leaned in a little closer across the table. Sarah watched him, not oblivious to his actions but she felt it would be awkward if she brought the subject up. 

“What!” She snapped. The Coyote was now leaning in a few inches from her.  

 “Well could I ask one more question, marm” Jeb said with a slight slur.

“FINE! What do you want to ask?”

“Well could you at least tell me why you’re carrying around...aherm” Jeb then leans closer. Sarah leaned backwards, away from the persistent canine. “Well why are you carrying around something that looks like a computer that’s been broken into a thousand little pieces”

“What I have no Idea…Wait.” Sarah’s then sat up in her chair. “What did you say”


“What…a thousand little pieces” Jeb then started.


“No! Not that, Before that”


“Carrying around?”


“Come on”


“You mean a computer””

“Yes, that’s it” Sarah stood up, raising her voice just a little. Jeb’s eyes widened as he looked around, seing every eye in the bar staring in their direction. Sarah gave a sheepish grin as she, calmly sat down. “I’m sorry, I guess I can’t get past the culture shock, so much of your culture looks like it was pulled from the Wild West, I had no idea” Jeb’s eye’s could only blink.


“Wild West?”


“Never Mind!” 

“So you need to fix this Static Doohickey” Jeb said as they approached a wooden door with the number nine hanging off of it.

“Static Transitive Ion Transport Chronomatic-Hypergate.” The coyote eyes only squinted as he gritted his teeth.  

“Right, a static doohickey” Jeb repeated as Sarah took a deep breadth as she hung her head.

“So tomorrow, you will take me to this friend of yours…what’s his name”

“Emory Nickels, he’s a smart man, I s’pect he’s even smarter than me” Jeb stated as he scratched his forehead a little, his eyes wondering to the floor. 

“Lets hope” Sarah muttered under her breadth.

“Well were here” Jeb grinned and winked as he held out a familiar but unfamiliar plastic card to the vixen. Sarah quickly grabbed the card as she noticed the coyote ears perked, tail wagging and a huge grin spread across his face.  He was like an eager dog waiting for a treat. 


“I may be a little tipsy Mr. Jeb but I’m not that drunk” 

“Sarah, Marm, what do you mistake me for! I live by a strict code of ethics.” At that moment, Jebs tail went limp as his grin melted away. 

“Uh-huh” Sarah just had a look of utter distaste as she proceeded to insert the card into the lock. By the way I’ve herd rumors of another a short looking fella, dressed kind of oddly, going around asking strange question.” 

“Short as in…” Sarah’s head turned as she made hand gestures to indicate the appropriate height. 

“Friends of yours I’m assuming” 

“Your could say that” 

“Care to tell me more”

“Well…it’s a long story” Sarah said as he gave the coyote a quick glance and open up the door to her room. Then as she began to close it, she was met with some unexpected resistance. Her right hand gripped the burlap sack just a little tighter as a stray thought came to Sarah’s head. Though considering how damage her equipment was, she held back her primal urges. 

“Wait a second, doesn’t the charming Cowboy spose to git a sweet kiss good night”

“If I were you I would consider yourself lucky for walking me to my room” Sarah said with a cold stare as she applied more force to the wooden door and with little effort pushed the door closed. 

“Not a single one!”

“Good Night”

“I could at least help you with your Static doohickey”

“GOOD NIGHT! JEB” 

 Sarah just leaned on the door, keeping her ears open. Then as the sound of footstep signaled the indication of Jeb walking away, Sarah took a deep breadth. Placing the card into her right pocket, she felt her fingers bang on the light plastic material on the FAN Pistol. 

“Funny how many things are the same in this universe and how many things differ” She then stated as she began to explore the room with her eyes. Noticing how the lamps look much like the oil lamps of the old west but instead of burning oil, they had bright LED’s.  The bed and the mirror look nice and over to the side she saw the door to the restroom. She surveyed the room once more, spotting the nightstand next to the window, a dresser draw in one corner and a small wooden chair in another. A few steps and a quick kneel, Sarah opened the drawer carefully placed the sack within it and closed it. Then with some anticipation she got up, walked a few feet and gripped her hand on the door knob that she saw and turned it, revealing a sink, a toilet and a glorious bathtub. She swore she herd angels in heaven singing hallelujah as body ached for the feeling of a bath. 

Coming from the door came three loud knocks. Sarah once wagging tail went straight up, her ears fold back and steam seemed to pour from her ears.

“DAMN IT JEB!”  Sarah yelled, as she the unexpected sound on cracking wood and a large thud, as she turned just in time to see the door swung open. Unfortunately instead of the coyote, their stood a tall stout wolf, dressed in vest, a long black shirt and leather cowboy boots. 

“Brutus!”

“Sarah” the wolf said with an evil grin. “Your alone in the bedroom, my it’s has been a while hasn’t it” the wolf said stepping in. Sarah stood their stiff.

“Brutus, you stay the hell away from me, I don’t know how you got here, or how you know I was even at this place but I swear…”

“You’ll do what…Kill me. Heh I don’t think you have the guts” Brutus’s ears were folded back as he began to survey the room. “Cowl is smart man you know, he was able to lock on to your trail.” 


“For a smart man he sure does rely on the ideas of others”


“You know that’s not fair, half of this project is his” Brutus had a hint of sarcasm in his voice as his eyes kept surveying the room. 


“And Jacobs the only one that broke the theory, Jacob Brutus not Cowl!”

“Damn it Sarah stop arguing and do what good for you and tell me where did you hid the device”

“Like I’m going to show you” Were the only words that managed to escape from Sarah’s mouth as Brutus pulled out a gun, a shiny metallic object with long barrel and a magazine. There was no mistaking it this was something Sarah was completely familiar with. It didn’t take Sarah long to respond as she reached into her pocket and pulled out her “Smith and Wesson” Pistol and squeezed the trigger fearing for her life. Brutus flinched but found himself alive as the smell of burning wood  permeating to his nose. 

“Damn it, You Fi..” Were the only words Brutus could say as everything went black. The large wolf fell forward collapsing on the floor, revealing a coyote standing their holding in his hand a two by four.

“Mam, are you all right” Jeb said as he dropped the wooden block. Sarah stuffed the pistol in her pocket and rushed over to Brutus Kneeling down. 

“Well he looks all right, but I wouldn’t want to be him when he wakes up”  

Jeb turned his head upwards noticing an all too familiar scent in the air. “Nice Shot” 

“Shut up yote, I’m in no mood”

“Is this another one of your friends?”

“You could say that”

“Well we’ve got to hurry” Jeb said and as if by some divine timing a large voice yelled out Jeb’s name. It was deep and booming voice, causing Sarah to quickly stand up. Jeb then rushed over, grabbed Brutus by the legs and dragged him along the floor. Sarah reacted, by grabbing a chair in the corner, rushed to closed the door, propping the chair against it. Then she turned around and looked at the Coyote who now had the window open. 

“I’m assuming that’s a friend of yours!” Her voice was cracking for a completely different reason.

“You could say that” 

“Care to explain” Sarah said as they both stared at each other for second.

“It’s a long story” Jeb said with a smile as he began to count silently to himself. Sarah could do nothing but sigh as she stepped over the unmoving body of Brutus and closer to the window. Trying to figure out what has captured Jeb’s attention. 

“Police” That was all Jeb had to say as Sarah saw six metallic riding machines, with flashing red LED along the side of them. “Well I see you’ve made some new friends”

“Their not after me. Specifically”

“JEBADIAH! WHERE IN DRAGAMITE’S NAME ARE YA!” A loud crash was herd as the bear seemed to be breaking down the door of each room.

“Sounds like we don’t have a lot of time” Sarah said as she kneeled down, open the drawer to the night stand and grabbed her burlap sack.  


“So what strikes your fancy” Jeb said as he turned to look at the door and then at Sarah. “Out the window or out the hallway?” 


Another loud crash echoed in the hallway as Sarah’s mind froze for a bit. Doing her best to consider the options in the amount of time she had, she gave Jeb her answer.

