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“Dedicated to those who dreamed, packed up a  

suitcase and took the trip anyway.”


Trixie Does Los Angeles
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This is a work of satire and fiction. Any resemblance to real persons, cities, bad water systems, fame-hungry industries, or places that smile while saying no is purely coincidental—and possibly unavoidable.

Fixing Grannie’s Tranny

with Grandpa’s Eight Inch Wrench

Trixie is a “spin off” character from the comedy series. The Socket Clan are small town folks. They get

visits from neighbors because Grandpa fixes things

and Grannie lures folks being the best of bakers.

Now Trixie is a neighbor. She comes to visit the ranch.

This episode Trixie shares dreams with the Sockets:

Fashion, fun, flirting as : Trixie Does Los Angeles. 
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Grannie had never trusted cities that needed slogans. If a place had to explain itself on billboards, she figured something underneath was being covered up. Honest towns didn’t brag. They let you figure them out the hard way. Los Angeles, from everything Grannie had ever heard, bragged constantly—and never once mentioned the water, which already told her everything she needed to know.

“Be careful, Trixie,” Grannie said, folding towels with the seriousness of a treaty negotiation. “I hear Los Angeles is full of phonies.”

Trixie knelt beside her open suitcase, the bed already swallowed by clothes she didn’t remember buying but absolutely remembered wanting. She held up a sequined blouse, squinted at it, then shrugged. “Well, Grannie, my hair’s bleached blonde with black roots. I ought to blend in just fine.”

Mary Lou sipped ice tea. Grandpa nodded once, slow and approving, like he’d just witnessed solid urban planning. The kitchen smelled like biscuits, coffee, and certainty—the kind of certainty that didn’t ask questions because it assumed you were staying. The walls had heard every family argument and forgiven them all.

They had watched people come back when they said they wouldn’t and stay when they said they couldn’t. Leaving them felt strange, like stepping out of a photograph that still wanted you inside. “I am not saying’ Los Angeles is evil,” Grannie continued, stacking towels with careful precision. “I’m saying’ it’s loud, thirsty, and confused about who it really is.”

“So am I,” Trixie said, zipping one side of her suitcase harder than necessary. The sentence landed heavy.

Trixie loved the farm. It had raised her steady and sure, taught her how to work and how to wait. It had never asked her to explain herself. But somewhere between folding laundry and helping bale hay, she’d begun to feel like she was rehearsing a life instead of living one. Comfort, she’d learned, could quietly turn into a cage if you weren’t paying attention.
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