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  Authors note




  




   




  This short story, the fourth in a series, follows the early life of Trixie Pug (nee Aioli), who by the year 3333 and 1/3 will rise to become the second most powerful CEO amongst the galaxy-spanning fast food corporations, where she who's the fattest wins!




  





  Trixie first appeared in the SF satire novel Attack of the Lushites. An excerpt of the novel  appears at the end of this part of Trixie's early story.
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  Question 13,423 - If it takes sixty burgers to complete a marathon how many does it take to screw in a light bulb?




  — Page 3467, The Big Book of Interesting Food Questions, 493rd Edition, copyright 2995




  




   




  When Trixie woke up this morning — the wedding day of the man she wanted to marry, who was marrying someone else — she never thought she'd find herself time traveling to the past to save her future.




  But she was now six weeks ago standing up to her ankles in a pool of rain water. Her slip-on flats wet, and her feet cold as if they were submerged in her favorite grape flavored slushy drink.




  She gritted her teeth and stepped out of the puddle. The shoe auto dry feature immediately activated and quickly dried her shoes. Too bad her socks didn't have this feature. She winced as she moved her left foot and the cold water soaked into her socks sloshed inside her shoe.




  Trixie looked at the time and date on the wrist chronometer Graham Wafers had given her to wear and saw she had indeed traveled to the past. Exactly six weeks in the past to be exact...




  Oh, for the love of fries my inner voice is repeating itself.  I hope I'm not stuck in a causality loop.




  Bu then she still suffered from a bit of a chill from the walk in freezer-slash-closet slash-time travel machine she and Cherry had come through to get to the here and now.




  Her stomach growled, the sound echoed off the brick walls of the alley behind the Heavenly Sky Burger outlet where she worked. The one thing about time travel Graham Wafers didn't tell them was the exact time coordinates of arrival didn't necessarily coincide with her strict dietary needs.




  She looked wistfully at the chronometer again. She was fifteen minutes off her meal schedule. She patted her ample belly and pressed the button on her belt which would bring her chair to her.  She had left the chair for her daily exercise. If you were going to eat six meals a day you had to exercise. It was simple math. And she understood simple. She'd majored in simple at Burger U as part of her degree in Restaurant Domination and Market Saturation (with a minor in employee subjugation).




  "Hey! Trix! What's holding ya up out here?" 




  Trixie turned her ample frame toward the direction of the voice calling to her. She winced again as water in her socks squished between her toes.  That'll teach me to get daily exercise.




  Who she saw made her wrinkle her brow in annoyance. It wasn't Cherry Bomb calling her, it was that creepy grease stain, Kelp Shaker. She really didn't like Kelp. He played tricks on her.




  Like the time....she arched an eyebrow. Hold on. This is six weeks ago.




  As she recalled, Kelp was about to play his next trick on her. Two days from now he was going to glue a banana popsicle in the bottom of the spare freezer, the chest freezer. He knew her love for anything banana flavored. (Whoever said the banana burger was a bad idea had a pizza for a brain!)




  Two days from now Kelp would tell her the last lonely banana popsicle he'd found was at the bottom of the freezer then, when she peered in and bent over to try and retrieve it, he would shove her in and close the lid.




  This timeline's Cherry was on holiday vesting a sick friend on Lollipop III. Unfortunately this meant Trixie's eventual rescuer was a very irate Mr. Pickles-On-The-Side.




  Her boss was unimpressed that she had apparently fallen into the freezer and could have died. This HSB outlet had a perfect safety record and he didn't want it jeopardized by her stupidity (at least that's what he told her). She of course couldn't squeal on Kelp because she'd played a few pranks on him too. Since they'd both played the tricks on company time they could be fired. 
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