
I, Jose

But who said the dishwasher had been emptied by the time he got 
back, well past midnight?

Who could have had the audacity to mention that!

Oh, what a sweet morning orchestra—one that I, a woman whose very 
DNA is built for it, ought to be conducting!

That of the teaspoons, knives, and forks, to be put away in the 
appropriate drawer.

The  clattering  sound  of  bowls  and  spoons,  dishes  and  plates, 
glasses.

The cup that I must find when I wake up at 5:30 in the morning, so 
I can sip my tea.

"But you should've just asked me!" Jose says to me at 6:00 a.m., 
looking barely sheepish, still half-asleep.

"You should've just asked me!"

365 days a year, yet "you should have asked me!"

"I had gone to bed late, and you so early." I'm dead—let him bark 
at my pussy! I am an Austrian woman, 1.87 meters tall, and I tower 
over him by 25 centimeters.

What did I miss in my relationship?

I am a chartered accountant, and I conduct audits for major brands. 
But what did I miss!
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