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      About the Author: Owen Croft – The Man Behind the Microwave Mayhem

      Owen Croft is the beleaguered bard of burnt suppers and solo suppers, a 55-year-old ex-plumber turned reluctant scribe from the rain-lashed wilds of Manchester. Divorced twice (once to a woman, once to his sense of direction), Owen now shares a draughty terraced house with a goldfish named Fuck Knows and a stack of unopened bills that could double as coasters. By day, he unclogs other people's pipes; by night, he wrestles his own – be it a stubborn kettle or the creeping dread that his life's highlight was once a perfect cheese toastie.

      Owen's culinary credentials? Zilch, save for a childhood spent dodging his nan's suet puddings and a stint in the army where "rations" meant tinned spam under fire. The Blokes Cook Book was born from a bender-fueled epiphany in 2025: staring at a congealing pot noodle, he realised that true genius isn't in Michelin stars, but in the glorious fuck-ups that follow. "If Jamie Oliver can flog falafel to the masses," Owen quips, "I can peddle peril to the pissed-off.”

      When not dodging smoke alarms or doom-scrolling divorce forums, Owen can be found in the pub, nursing a pint and plotting his next catastrophe. Follow him? He'd rather you didn't – privacy's the last luxury a lone wolf affords. But if you must, whisper "beans on toast" three times into a mirror at midnight; he'll materialise like a greasy genie.

      No part of this bio was tested for accuracy. Disasters, however, are 100% Croft-approved.
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            Beans on Toast – The Widowmaker's Delight

          

        

      

    

    
      Bloke Alert: This is the gateway drug to full-blown slovenry. One wrong move, and you're married to the sofa forever. Serves: 1 (or 0, if you forget to eat).

      

      Ingredients (For When Shopping's Too Much Commitment):

      
        
          	
        1 slice of bread (stale is fine; it's got character, like your unresolved daddy issues)
      

      	
        1 tin of baked beans (cheap own-brand – premium's for posh twats)
      

      	
        Knob of butter (or marge, you philistine)
      

      	
        Optional: A single, sad slice of processed cheese (because why not accelerate the heart attack?)
      

      

      

      

      Instructions:

      
        
          	
        Prep Time: 30 seconds of staring at the toaster like it's your ex. Pop the bread in. If it jams, kick it – violence is the spice of life.
      

      	
        Beans Ahoy: Microwave the tin for 2 minutes (pierce the lid first, unless you fancy a bean volcano and third-degree burns as a life metaphor).
      

      	
        Assembly of Doom: Slather butter on the toast (unevenly, for that artisanal vibe). Pour beans over like you're flooding your bog. Top with cheese if you're feeling reckless – watch it melt into a gooey reminder of fleeting joy.
      

      	
        Serve: On a plate if you're civilised; straight from the tin if authenticity calls. Eat while bingeing Peaky Blinders, imagining Cillian Murphy's judging you.
      

      

      

      Calorie Count: 400 (enough to clog an artery named after your dreams).

      Twisted Moral: Beans on toast: proof that even in solitude, you can create something warm. Then it goes cold, just like everything else.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Fried Egg Butty – The Yolk of Despair

          

        

      

    

    
      Bloke Alert: Runny eggs = therapy for your soul's open wounds. But slip up, and it's salmonella's way of saying "Darwin was right." Serves: 1 masochist.

      

      Ingredients (Raid the Fridge Graveyard):

      
        
          	
        2 eggs (from the back of the shelf – vintage is in)
      

      	
        2 slices of white bread (the flabby kind that soaks up grease like a bad relationship)
      

      	
        Butter (generous, because fuck cholesterol)
      

      	
        Salt & pepper (shake wildly; precision is for architects)
      

      

      

      

      Instructions:

      
        
          	
        Fry-Off: Heat a pan on medium (or high if you're punishing yourself). Chuck in butter till it foams like your inner rage. Crack eggs in – one at a time, unless you're a show-off.
      

      	
        The Flip of Fate: Let 'em sizzle till edges crisp (2 mins). Flip with a spatula (or your bare hand for that caveman cred). Cook 1 min more for that perfect runny yolk – the orange tears of a broken man.
      

      	
        Butty Time: Toast bread lightly (or not; squishy is soulful). Butter it heavy. Sandwich the eggs between, letting yolk ooze like unspoken apologies.
      

      	
        Devour: Bite in, let the mess drip on your shirt. Clean up? Tomorrow's problem.
      

      

      

      Calorie Count: 500 (a yolky hug from the Grim Reaper).

      Twisted Moral: This butty won't fix your loneliness, but it'll stain your soul yellow – a badge of honour for the fry-hard.
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            Microwave Sausages & Mash – The Orphan's Banquet

          

        

      

    

    
      Bloke Alert: For when potatoes feel like a personal vendetta. This one's a cry for help disguised as dinner. Serves: 1 (with leftovers for the bin).

      

      Ingredients (Minimalist Misery):

      

      
        
          	
        4 sausages (frozen pack – defrost? What's that?)
      

      	
        1 instant mash sachet (the powdered shame of convenience)
      

      	
        Gravy granules (in a mug; hydration optional)
      

      	
        Water (from the tap; filters are for quitters)
      

      

      

      

      Instructions:

      

      
        
          	
        Sausage Slaughter: Poke holes in the skins (vent your spleen). Microwave on high for 4-5 mins, turning halfway if you care (you don't).
      

      	
        Mash Mayhem: Boil kettle (or microwave water like a boss). Mix sachet with hot water till lumpy – lumps build character.
      

      	
        Gravy Ghoul: Stir granules into another mug of hot water till it looks like mud from a crime scene. Pour over everything.
      

      	
        Plate Up: Slop mash on plate, crown with sausages, drown in gravy. Microwave the lot for 1 min to fuse it into one miserable blob.
      

      

      

      

      Calorie Count: 600 (bangers and mash: banging your head against better choices).

      

      Twisted Moral: In a world of Michelin stars, you're the black hole. But hey, at least it's hot – until it's not, and you're left with the cold echo of "what if."
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            Cheese Toastie – The Meltdown Manifesto

          

        

      

    

    
      Catastrophe Warning: This bad boy's a one-way ticket to cardiac cabaret. Overdo the cheese, and you'reauditioning for The Great British Burn Ward. Serves: 1 (with a side of survivor's guilt).

      

      Ingredients (Scavenged from the Fridge's Forgotten Corner):

      

      
        
          	
        2 slices of bread (the squished end-loaf; it's got built-in compression)
      

      	
        A fistful of cheddar (grated? Ha – just hack it with a butter knife)
      

      	
        Butter (or "spreadable shit," as the tub calls it)
      

      	
        Optional: A dash of Worcester sauce (for that "I tried" flavour of futility)
      

      

      

      

      Instructions:

      

      
        
          	
        Ignition Sequence: Slather butter on one side of each bread slice – unevenly, like your emotional baggage.Chuck 'em butter-side down in a cold pan (pre-heat? What's that, foreplay?).
      

      	
        Cheese Onslaught: Pile the cheddar on one slice like you're burying your ex's love letters. DribbleWorcester if you're feeling fancy (or masochistic – it stings like spite).
      

      	
        The Press of Peril: Slap the other slice on top, butter-side up. Fry on low for 3 mins per side, pressing witha plate (or your palm, for that personal touch). Flip if it sticks; scrape if it scorches – char adds "smokynotes."
      

      	
        Eject and Lament: Slide onto a plate (or eat from the pan, you animal). Let it cool just enough to avoidblistering your tongue – pain's the price of progress.
      

      

      

      

      Calorie Count: 550 (a gooey globule of grief, guaranteed to glue your arteries shut).

      

      Twisted Moral: In the glow of molten cheese, find fleeting warmth. Then it hardens, crusty and cold, mirroringthe calluses on your heart.
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            Tinned Tuna Tsunami on Crackers – The Ocean of Oblivion

          

        

      

    

    
      Catastrophe Warning: Mercury levels optional, existential dread mandatory. Drain poorly, and it's a soggy sea of sorrow. Serves: 1 shipwrecked soul.

      

      Ingredients (Pantry Plunder for the Procrastinator):

      
        
          	
        1 tin of tuna in brine (or oil, if you fancy swimming in sludge)
      

      	
        Pack of crackers (stale digestives – they crunch like crushed dreams)
      

      	
        Mayo (a squirt; or miracle whip, for that false hope vibe)
      

      	
        Lemon wedge? Bollocks – use a splash of vinegar from the chippy wrapper
      

      

      

      

      Instructions:

      

      
        
          	
        Floodgates Open: Drain the tin into the sink (or your soul – same difference). Flake the tuna with a fork like you're dismantling your dignity.
      

      	
        Slurry Shenanigans: Mix in mayo till it's a paste of pale defeat. Add vinegar for zing (or zip; it'll curdle like curdled plans).
      

      	
        Raft Assembly: Smear the sludge on crackers – one per "bite," but who counts? Stack if you're building a Jenga tower of tuna.
      

      	
        Ingest in Isolation: Munch over the bin, crumbs cascading like confetti at a funeral. Wash down with tap water; hydration's overrated.
      

      

      

      

      Calorie Count: 350 (a flaky flotsam of fishy forlornness, light enough to leave room for more misery).

      

      Twisted Moral: Tuna's the sea's silent scream – tinned, toneless, tossed aside. Like you, adrift on a cracker, wondering if the tide will ever turn.
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            Instant Noodles Ramen Rampage – The Broth of Boredom

          

        

      

    

    
      Catastrophe Warning: This noodle nightmare's faster than your fade to black. Overcook, and it's wallpaper paste for the weary. Serves: 1 (or the neighbour's cat, if you're sharing vibes).

      

      Ingredients (Cupboard Cataclysm for the Chronically knackered):

      

      
        
          	
        1 packet of instant noodles (supermarket own-brand; flavour: "vague beef")
      

      	
        Boiling water (kettle's your only friend here)
      

      	
        Sachet of "spice" (included; tastes like shit with a kick)
      

      	
        Optional: A frozen pea (for that "garnish" of green envy)
      

      

      

      

      Instructions:

      

      
        
          	
        Kettle Call: Boil water while you ponder life's plot twists (2 mins max, or it's therapy time).
      

      	
        Nest of Neglect: Snap noodles into a mug (or bowl, if you're posh). Pour over water till they float like flotsam in your fate.
      

      	
        Steep in Stagnation: Lid it (or plate it) for 3 mins. Drain half the water – sloppily, for authenticity. Stir in spice sachet till it's a soupy smear of spice-less spite.
      

      	
        Assault and Ascend: Fork-slurp straight from the vessel. Add the pea if it's thawed; otherwise, imagine verdure.
      

      

      

      

      Calorie Count: 400 (a steaming slurp of sodium sorrow, salty enough to sting your wounds).

      

      Twisted Moral: Noodles untangle in hot water, but your knots? They tighten. Slurp on, solitary samurai – the bowl's empty, but the void refills itself.
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