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    While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein. Including emotional damages sustained by husbands who recognize themselves.
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    All rights reserved.

    (He's going to say I'm controlling the copyright. Watch.)

  


  
    Legal Disclaimer

    (Which Is Definitely Not Fishing for Compliments)

    
    This is a work of fiction. Pure, complete, absolute fiction.

    
    Any resemblance to actual husbands, living or sighing dramatically, is entirely coincidental and probably their fault for being so suspiciously unappreciated.

    
    The characters "Steve" and "Janet" are fictional constructs. They do not exist. If you think you know them, you don't. If you think you ARE them, congratulations on your self-awareness. Or condolences. Depending.

    
    All names, places, businesses, wedding venues (especially ones formerly known as "Martyrdom Manor" until someone made them change it), engineering companies, and dogs named Henry who love their fathers more are products of the author's imagination.

    
    No husbands were emotionally validated in the making of this book. Several were seen. None were adequately thanked. That's the whole point.

    
    The author is not responsible for any feelings of recognition, defensive sighing, or passive-aggressive dish-doing that may result from reading this book.

    
    This book is intended for humor purposes only and should not be used as evidence in couples therapy, arguments about who does more, or negotiations about whose turn it is to acknowledge the other person's existence.

    
    By continuing to read, you acknowledge that everything in this book is made up, even the parts that feel like your husband wrote them about himself. Especially those parts.

  


  
    Dedication

    
      To my husband, Steve,

      who inspired every single word of this book

      by sighing loudly enough for me to hear from two rooms away.

      And to Henry, our dog,

      who appreciates Steve plenty,

      which Steve mentions constantly.

      And to the dishwasher,

      which Steve loads with the intensity

      of someone defusing a bomb.

      We see you, Steve. We've always seen you.

      We just don't throw you a parade.

    

  


  
    A Note from the Wife

    (The One Writing This, Despite What the Cover Says)

    
    When my husband wrote his first book about how I think he's controlling, I laughed. I really did. It was funny. He nailed my voice perfectly, the absurdity of interpreting every kind act as manipulation. Ha ha. Very clever. Point made.

    
    Then he started working on the sequel.

    
    "She's Definitely Ungrateful," he said. "400 ways you don't appreciate me."

    
    He was serious.

    
    He had a spreadsheet.

    
    He'd been keeping NOTES.

    
    I found the document on our shared computer. It was titled "EVIDENCE.docx" and it contained three years of detailed entries about times I failed to adequately acknowledge his contributions to our household. There was a column for "Act of Service," a column for "Expected Response," a column for "Actual Response," and a column labeled "Emotional Damage Sustained."

    
    The emotional damage column was color-coded.

    
    Reader, I married a man who color-codes his disappointments.

    
    So I did what any reasonable wife would do: I took over the project. If he wants a book about feeling unappreciated, I'll write it. From his perspective. The way he wrote the first one from mine.

    
    Consider this revenge. Or love. They're the same thing in this house.

    
    Everything in this book is what I imagine Steve would write if he were being completely honest about his martyrdom complex. Which he would never be, because he'd rather sigh about it than say it out loud.

    
    But I know. I've lived with the sighs for almost 30 years.

    
    I know what they mean.

    
    — Janet
Professional Interpreter of Sighs
St. Augustine, Florida

    
    P.S. — He's going to read this and say "I don't sigh that much." And then he's going to sigh.

  


  
    A Note from the Husband

    (Yes, she made me write this. Typical.)

    
    When my wife told me she was writing a book about how I feel unappreciated, I had several thoughts:

    
    First: Finally. Someone understands.

    
    Second: Wait, is she going to make fun of me? She's going to make fun of me.

    
    Third: She found the spreadsheet, didn't she.

    
    She found the spreadsheet.

    
    Look, I'm not saying I need a parade every time I take out the trash. I'm not saying I require a standing ovation for remembering to buy milk. I'm not saying I deserve a trophy for doing the dishes.

    
    But would it kill someone to notice?

    
    Would it absolutely END someone to say "hey, thanks for handling that thing I didn't even know was a thing until you handled it"?

    
    Apparently yes. Apparently that would be fatal. Because it never happens.

    
    The truth is, I do a lot. I cook, I clean, I manage the business, I walk the dog, I handle the finances, I fix things, I remember things, I anticipate things. And in return I get… acknowledged? Occasionally? If I'm lucky?

    
    My wife says I have a "martyrdom complex." I say I have a "doing everything complex" and a "no one noticing complex." Those are different.

    
    This book is her version of what I would say if I said things out loud instead of sighing. I do not sigh that much. She exaggerates the sighing. The sighing is normal levels. Everyone sighs. I sigh a normal amount.

    
    Anyway, some of this is accurate. Some of it is exaggerated. All of it is her fault for not appreciating me in the first place.

    
    I'm going to go do the dishes now. She probably won't notice.

    
    — Steve
Unsung Hero of This Household
St. Augustine, Florida

    
    P.S. — I don't have a martyrdom complex. I have a documentation habit. There's a difference.

    
    There is not a difference.

  


  
    About the Author

    
    Steve is the President and Owner of Definitely Underappreciated Systems, Inc., where he has been providing engineering, automation, and systems control solutions for major manufacturers since 1995. He holds a Bachelor of Science in Electronics Engineering Technology and has over three decades of experience making very complicated things work properly.

    
    He has worked with pharmaceutical giants, food processing facilities, power management systems, and wastewater plants. He has programmed PLCs, configured SCADA systems, and migrated more legacy control systems than anyone has ever thanked him for.

    
    None of that prepared him for being unappreciated at home.

    
    At work, when Steve fixes something, people say "thank you, Steve." At work, when Steve solves a complex problem, people send emails acknowledging his contribution. At work, there are performance reviews where his efforts are documented and validated.

    
    At home, there is no performance review.

    
    At home, there is only the dishes.

    
    Steve lives in St. Augustine, Florida with his wife Janet, who—according to her—appreciates him plenty. He maintains that "plenty" is subjective and she has never once thrown him a parade for keeping the household running. She remains unconvinced that parades are necessary.

    
    When he's not programming industrial control systems or doing household tasks that go unnoticed, Steve serves as the behind-the-scenes support for his wife's wedding venue, The Wedding Venue—an intimate and elegant event space. There, he handles the technical systems, coordinates vendors, does the cold calls, manages the IT, cleans up after events, and generally makes sure everything runs smoothly so his wife can create magical wedding experiences for couples.

    
    For this, he receives approximately zero acknowledgment.

    
    Which is fine.

    
    It's fine.

    
    This is his second book. His wife wrote it. About him. Without asking. Using his notes. That she found. On the shared computer. That he maintains.

    
    He's going to go do the laundry now.

  


  
    Introduction: The Invisible Man

    
    Let me tell you something about marriage that nobody warns you about: everything you do is invisible.

    
    Did you make dinner? She ate it. Did she say thank you? She said "this is good" which is NOT the same as "thank you for making this, I appreciate your effort." Those are different sentences.

    
    Did you do the laundry? She has clean clothes. Did she notice who washed them, dried them, folded them, and put them away? She did not. They just appeared. Magic laundry. Mystery clothes.

    
    Did you take out the trash before it overflowed? Of course you did. Did anyone see the trash NOT overflowing and think "wow, someone must have handled that"? They did not. The absence of a problem is not a presence of gratitude.

    
    Welcome to married life, gentlemen.

    
    This book was born from personal experience—specifically, from a spreadsheet of personal experience that I kept for three years documenting every act of service that went unacknowledged. My wife found it. She was not impressed. She was, in fact, less impressed than she was before she found it, which I didn't think was possible.

    
    "You kept a SPREADSHEET?" she said.

    
    "It has COLUMNS," I said, because it does.

    
    "It's COLOR-CODED," she said.

    
    "For clarity," I said, because it is.

    
    She stared at me for a long time. Then she took the spreadsheet. Then she wrote this book. From my perspective. Without my permission. Using my own documentation against me.

    
    Which is honestly kind of impressive.

    
    But also proves my point: I can't even get credit for the spreadsheet about not getting credit.

    
    This book is for the husbands. The ones who do the dishes and hear nothing. The ones who remember the appointments and receive no acknowledgment. The ones who keep the household running through thousands of small acts of service that add up to a full-time job nobody hired them for.

    
    Read this. Nod. Show it to your wife if you dare. And remember: if she laughs, she recognizes herself. If she doesn't laugh, she definitely recognizes herself but won't admit it.

    
    Disclaimer: This is satire. This is humor. This is a love letter to the absurdity of relationships wrapped in martyrdom. If you're looking for actual relationship advice, please consult a professional—preferably one who will validate your feelings about the dishwasher.
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