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  Round Up At The Burger Bar




  Part 8




  I'm in favor of time, not time travel. Interference with the timeline could potentially destroy our hold on the fast food business. - Professor Poppy Seed III, Dean of Fast Food Theory at Hamburger University addressing the Galactic Congress in 2777. He disappeared a year later in a time travel accident.




  "Again, you in the apartment this is the Mega Fried Banana Branch! We have you surrounded! Throw out your peanuts and come out with your hands and other limbs raised! Vending machines come out with your dispensing slots open where we can see them! You have ten minutes to surrender or we will come in shooting!" Strange the two-room apartment, sparsely furnished with cracked and broken chairs and a sagging table with one leg missing, now reeked of deep fried bananas. Trixie's stomach growled but she forced down the hunger.




  "Well, at least that's something new. After traveling in time we have a deadline," said original Cherry. Cherry stepped to one side of the plasti-steel door through which, in less than ten minutes (MFBB agents always lied about deadlines), MFBB agents would no doubt pour in with blasters blazing then they'd all be dead.




  It seemed their time was up.




  "Soda," said original Trixie after a quick glance at her doppelganger who nodded. Her double wore a smug expression on her face. I still hate time travel.




  Soda Ventner turned its bulky form toward Trixie. The AI soft drink dispensing machine seemed to tremble a little. Trixie smiled to herself. She continued. "You're the traitor aren't you?"




  The artificially intelligent vending machine hesitated. "Yes," it finally said, its mechanical voice tinged with regret.
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