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      Skipper Matthews ordered twelve double quarter pounders to go. He was going to freeze the first six and enjoy the other six today and tomorrow. Grease from the frying station popped and sizzled in the background and the smell of grilled beef touched his nose.

      Two double burgers a day was Skip’s daily take, but sometimes he had a third if he rode his bike an extra-long distance or for a special occasion.

      Skip was a brown-haired, blue eyed twenty-one-year-old surfer who lived in a little wooden clapboard house on Fire Island, Florida.

      Nothing about him was that interesting or extraordinary. Nothing except for his obsession with all things blue and gold – Burger Flip’s brand colors. The blue symbolized Burger Flip’s iconic wave logo and the gold was the color of their seal, echoing the golden crispy fries that were legendary. When his father abandoned his mom, Shirley, when Skip was twelve, she took little Skip by Burger Flip every day after school for a Funny Meal and after a while, he just lost the taste for all other food.

      What made Skipper extraordinary was not just his interest in the joint, but his strange habit to only eat there. In fact, he mainly just ate double quarter pounders. Burger Flip had been around since 1944 and was one of the most well-known franchises in American history. Its mascot was a young boy with bouffant hair named Harry B who always had a milkshake in one hand and a double cheeseburger in the other, along with a smile wider than the Río Grande.

      Once in a blue moon, Skip would get a chicken sandwich or a Fish-on-a-Stick for fun, but he mainly stuck to the staples: the double hamburger patty stack with pickle, ketchup, a square of standard processed American cheese (on days he felt extra special) and sesame buns.

      No one really knew how Skipper kept his figure, but he did. It was amazing. Everyone said he might die from all the fast food he ate because they had seen the movie Supersize Me… but for Skipper, it was Burger Flip or die anyway, and he didn’t seem to be sick. In fact, he was in quite amazing health for someone who had maintained this strange way of eating since he was twelve years old.

      When people dissed Skip’s obsession with Burger Flip, he defended it like a mad hyena, rattling off statistics to prove them all wrong. He told them the store fed 79 million people daily in 118 countries and employed over a million people, which usually shut them up.

      His obsession had even taken him around the world, from New Zealand (where he tried the Burger Flip Meat Pie) to Germany (where his favorite place served beer). Next on the list was Thailand, where he would have the Cheesy Hawaiian Casserole.

      His girlfriend Sophia had said to him last week, “That’s it buddy, it’s me or the blue and gold. We have no life anymore, I can’t take you anywhere without you carrying those silly burgers with you, plus all you ever do is look at eBay for Funny Meal toys!” to which he simply smiled and said, “Sayonara señorita.”

      For Sophia, it wasn’t just that Skip only liked to eat at Burger Flip, it was that it was the only thing he would ever eat. Not a side of vegetables, nor a snow cone for fun, not even a Whopper at Burger King. He was also hopelessly obsessed with all things Burger Flip and had a vast and ever-expanding collection of vintage Burger Flip Funny Meal toys he obsessively bought on eBay, which was now growing all around the walls of the living room and his bedroom.

      Of course, that wasn’t the most romantic thing for a striking surfer girl like Sophia to wake up to. His six-pack and boyish good looks had kept her around, waiting for the day when he would finally grow up and say, “That’s it, I am done with the Flip forever.” But it never came. On her way out the door, she had even punched his life-size Harry B figure – stolen one wild night from a Jacksonville store – and broke the skull of the red-haired smiling bozo. Skip had taped it back in place with some clear Scotch tape.

      
      While walking back to his cozy little ramshackle place from Burger Flip, he thought about how his parents had always paid for his place. He was running low on funds now because he was out of work. His last job cleaning houses hadn’t gone well. The owner had brought home a Big C – Burger Flip’s special sandwich equipped with four pieces of thin beef, three pieces of cheese, shredded lettuce and some delicious Thousand Island-type dressing – and left it unsupervised on the kitchen counter, from where Skip proceeded to take it away when he was supposed to be cleaning the kitchen. Needless to say, that was his last day on the job.

      In front of his blue surfer shack, he stopped to check the mail. Five packages were waiting for him in the mailbox. He picked them up and walked to his front door. Fumbling for his keys, he turned the latch and entered his house. Dropping the mail on the kitchen table, he quickly opened the freezer and placed the six burgers in their wrappers right next to his twenty-four hash browns and six large fries (all carefully divided into Ziplocs). He really only touched the fries on a special occasion like his birthday.

      He sat down on his brown worn-out sofa and ripped open the first package. He could hardly wait. Five transformable Burger Flip “Changeable” toys fell out onto his lap. Each piece was unique: a hamburger, fry, milkshake, chicken nugget and hot pancake. They could all mysteriously turn into various robots. This collectible set was from the 1980s and costed him $77.50. He was in an intense bidding war until two am with another collector for it. And when he won the bid, he nuked a large fry to celebrate.

      “Oh, what a score!” he hollered while pumping his fist.

      Today he was going to meet his parents for lunch, so he packed two double quarter pounders with cheese in his messenger bag, hopped on his mountain bike and cycled downtown to his mom’s favorite fish restaurant, Catch 25. When he got there, his mom and stepdad waved to him from a table by the window. He waved back with a mouth full of white teeth. With his diet, I don’t know how he keeps those choppers so white, his mom always thought.

      When he walked into the room, the aroma of the cooking fish turned his stomach. He actually got physically ill from eating anything other than the Flip. At the downright insistence of friends and family, he had occasionally veered from his illustrious diet, but he always had to throw up anything else he ate. He knew it was psychological – somehow connected to his father leaving – but didn’t know what to do about it.

      He kissed his mom on the cheek and sat down.

      “Hi Skip, you look great! How you feelin’?” his mom asked.

      “I feel amazing like always Mom,” he said, setting his messenger bag of double burgers down on the table. His parents eyed it suspiciously.

      Shirley was wearing a baby-blue top with her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. She was forty and had given birth to Skip when she nineteen. His stepfather, Frank, had blue eyes and black hair, a cleft chin and a narrow face. They both looked worried.

      “Oh no guys, you both have that look in your eyes. Don’t start. I don’t want to hear it today.”

      “But son, how’s it going with the Burger Flip thing? Is that still all you eat?” Frank asked.

      “Yes, look, I even got my two double burgers with me today.” He pulled them out and stacked them on top of one another, putting the messenger bag away. “Keeps me strong and handsome.”

      Shirley began weeping slightly. “Son, I really want you to see a specialist for this…this obsession of yours. It’s ruining your life.”

      “No, I’m happy! Look at me, I’m healthy. I surf every day. I just started kickboxing. Who even cares about it? What’s your deal?”

      “I don’t care that you can still keep your figure. That kind of food just isn’t healthy to eat all the time. It can’t be. What does Sophia think about it?” Frank asked.

      “She left,” he said, uninterested, and unwrapped the first burger to take an oversized bite.

      At that moment, the waiter came up and Shirley and Frank ordered a grilled fish special. “Son, you don’t see it do you? She left you because of this obsession of yours. You are ruining your life. It started when your biological dad left. You know I used to take you by Burger Flip after school for a Funny Meal. I guess it worked back then, but look at you now!” Shirley said.

      “Yes, look at me. Still happy! The Burger Flip Kid here at your service.”

      She laughed through the tears, “Honey, I am calling a dietician and a shrink to make sure you stop this tomfoolery at once! Where is this headed? What about your future?”

      “Yes Skip, your mother and I are really worried about your life.”

      He thought while chewing. “I don’t know. I just got a new set of toys in the mail today. 1980s vintage transformer Burger Flip set: very, very rare. Gonna make me rich one day. And I am going to play Burger Flip’s Monopoly next year when they bring it back. You know I almost won three years ago before they canceled it because of that whole fraud scam with the people who were selling game pieces. Last time the game was still being issued the grand prize was a jet-black Mini Cooper and a million dollars.”

      She shook her head solemnly, while looking out the window.

      “I gotta go son. I have lost my appetite. Here’s a fifty for the meal. I won’t sit here and have this conversation again. We’ve had it a thousand times before. Let’s go Frank.”

      “Sure, whatever, I got enough hash in the freezer to last a few weeks. It’s nothing.”

      She put her purse on her shoulder, “Goodbye son, we have to go.”

      “Alright losers, sayonara.”

      When they walked away, Skip just sat there, focusing on his two double burgers.

      
      That night in the living room, surrounded by his legendary wall of Burger Flip memorabilia and toys, Skipper felt sad about the talk with his parents and his girlfriend leaving.

      He got up and nuked a few hash brown loaves from the freezer and sat back down to eat them. He turned on his stereo and played “When It Rains It Pours” by Luke Combs. He needed something new and exciting. He was going to paint his ugly white house walls royal blue, like his favorite place. After downing the three hash browns, he jumped up and took his beat-up Volkswagen Jetta to Home Depot, where he bought everything he needed for the paint job. Then he headed back home.

      It was ten pm, and after unloading all the painting supplies he felt sleepy, so he decided to wait until morning. He felt sure the blue paint job would fix everything.

      That night he dreamed that he was asleep by a river of golden candy, and floating in the middle of the river was a gigantic double quarter pounder with cheese. He woke up startled by the symbolism, but, not knowing what it meant, decided to start rolling paint instead. Halfway through the job he gave up. The half-painted living-room wall looked startling in
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