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Sandra woke up
to the smell of eggs and bacon, and just the idea made her leap up
from bed, and throw on a pair of pajama pants. It smelled
delicious, and she loved when Robert, her boyfriend, took the time
to make her an early breakfast.






She snuck down
the stairs, trying to stop the old stairs in their apartment from
creaking loud.






It had been
months since Robert had cooked her breakfast. Actually, last time
was right before they had the most wonderful day of their
relationship. It was just after he had convinced her to move in. If
there was going to be a repeat of something like that, she couldn’t
wait to see what came next.






She turned off
the stairs, and looked in on the kitchen. A pan with smoke lilting
up from it, but nothing much else. Not a plate of scrambled eggs,
no stack of bacon.






Sandra scanned
the room and saw where the smell was coming from.






Robert’s
friend, Edward, was sitting in the living room. He had a mixing
bowl full of scrambled eggs and bacon, with a full 2 liter of coke
sitting on her wood table in front of him. He was shovelling the
food into his mouth with a large spoon, taking breaks to laugh at
whatever trite show he was watching on television.






“Ed!” she
snapped as she stepped into the room, “Are you eating all of our
eggs?”






Edward looked
her way, and finished chewing the gross mouthful of food he had
already taken. It took a moment for him to chew it all, but she was
thankful he didn’t try to talk with it. One small gift.






“There weren’t
a lot left,” he said.






The amount he
had in his bowl had to at least be 6 eggs, and her expression went
darker.






“Are you even
going to finish all of those?” she said as she walked into the
kitchen and turned off the stove, “I had to pick up your pot of
oatmeal yesterday.”






“Sorry about
that,” Edward mumbled.






She was trying
to keep her cool, but this was becoming far too common. Edward was
a friend who was down on his luck. Since he needed a place to stay,
Robert decided to be the nice guy and give him the couch. Edward
paid what he could, but it really wasn’t a fair trade for some of
the behavior they had to put up with.






Waking up to
piles of dirty clothes in her living room, or a flooding toilet,
Sandra was being tested on a daily basis.






“I’m serious
Ed,” Sandra said as she stepped to the living room, “You can’t just
come into the kitchen and cook all of something. I was hoping to
use some of those eggs, and now you’ve eaten how many of them at
once? That is just ridiculous.”
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