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My Grandma Dossie was

the toughest woman I’ve ever known.

This story is dedicated to her

and all the badass women in my life.

Women of strength and courage

leave their mark in many ways.

They’ve inspired this story.
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Chapter 1:
The Reign of T. Rex

The truth will set you free, but first it will piss you off. ~Gloria Steinem

Cutting the crotches out of my husband’s pants is harder than you’d think. The dress slacks were okay after I’d sharpened the scissors, but now that I’ve worked my way to his jeans, my hands are getting numb.

Rage can do funny things to you. It can tear you apart, or if you take control of it, it can calm you down and give you an unfiltered, laser focus. Now as I sit on the floor of my bedroom surrounded by the contents of my husband’s side of the closet, I’m eerily serene.

I have given myself a task, the first of undoubtedly many which will extricate Mikey out of my heart and home. I set the scissors I’ve been gripping down for a minute to rub the cramp out of my hand.

The irritating thing is that the bastard always looked exactly the same no matter what he wore.
Why the hell did he need so many pairs of pants?

“
Lying asshole
,”
I repeat under my breath with each snip of the scissors. I toss his favorite jeans, now crotchless, to the other side of the room.

The sage green walls of our bedroom suddenly take on the sickly pallor of a hospital ward. My gaze scans the room full of trendy furniture that Mikey dragged me up and down hip Beverly Boulevard in West Hollywood to find.

What a colossal waste of time those weekends were as he tried teaching me about mid-century design versus regency style, which he haughtily claimed to prefer.

At this moment I sorely wish I had an ax in the garage so I could re-style all this pretentious crap too.

I hear a door open and close, but refusing to get distracted, I unfold the next pair of jeans in the pile.

“Trisha?”

I brush my hair off my sweaty forehead with one hand as my fingers from the other hand tighten over the scissors. Then I hear a woman’s voice echo the man’s.

“Trish!”

Elle and my brother, Paul.
I let out my breath with a huff.

“In here,” I call out.

They tumble into the bedroom with my other brother, Patrick right behind them. I’m strangely relieved to see them. It’s like a mod squad’s here to save me . . . well, a squad with two mods and a well-meaning geek.

“You got here fast,” I say.

“Well, you were screaming in the phone . . . we were freaked out,” Patrick explains.

“I’m still freaked out,” Paul says, gesturing to the ravaged pants all over the floor.

Elle studies the fabric wreckage and looks up with an expression brimming with intrigue. “Whatcha doing?” she asks with a lilt to her voice, apparently trying to keep things light.

Good luck with that one, sister.

“Altering my soon-to-be-ex-husband’s clothes. And for the record, he’s now going to be referred to as dickwad or asshole, not Mikey.”

Paul nods at my response, his eyes widening as he takes in the spoils of my fury.

“You call that altering?”

“Paul,” Elle whispers as she gestures toward me. “She’s got sharp scissors.”

He takes a step back.

I nod as I wave my scissors at him. “Yeah, watch out for the crazy, enraged woman.”

Patrick steps forward and drops down to his knees, so we’re eye to eye. “What happened, Trisha?” he asks in a gentle voice like he’s addressing a toddler on the verge of a meltdown.

My gaze shifts to Paul, who is dragging his fingers through his hair, and Elle who’s tapping her finger on her chin as she watches me.

It’s all so humiliating but there’s no point beating around the bush. The truth will have to come out eventually. I clear my throat. “I dropped by the shop after dinner and became an unwilling witness to Mike being violated by Sasquatch.”

“Oh my God!” exclaims Elle.

Brave Patrick crawls several feet toward me. “Trisha, you know Sasquatch is a fictional creature, right? Did you forget to wear your contacts today or something?”

“I know what I saw!” I yell at the top of my lungs. The trio leans back like a fierce wind is about to topple them.

“And you saw Sasquatch?” Paul asks, clearly playing along to placate me. “What was said Sasquatch wearing?”

“Sasquatch doesn’t wear clothes,” Patrick says in his accountant voice.

“You guys are idiots. I don’t mean literally Sasquatch! It was the flower shop manager, Stanley. You’ve met him. He’s the tall, husky one who’s sporting what I’d consider a fur coat of body hair.”

“That big dude with the black curly hair and beard?” Paul asks.

I nod with a grimace. “He even has that fur covering his ass.”

“How do you know?” Patrick’s eyes are wide with shock.

I wave my scissors in the air dramatically and snap them open and closed. “I know because his jeans were around his ankles while he had Mike pinned down over the work table in the back room!”

The color drains from Paul’s face and the room goes silent so I snap my scissors again. “I thought he was being violated. I mean, he was yelling out foul words and pounding his fists on the table.”

“Oh good God,” exclaims Elle. “What did you do?”

“What any good wife would . . . I grabbed the nearest weapon, which in this case was a heavy oversized crystal vase, and lifted it to smash it down over Stanley’s head.”

“Did you split his head open?” Patrick asks.

“I wish. No, as I charged forward I heard something that stopped me in my tracks.”

They wait silently for me to continue and I take a deep breath.

“Mike was begging . . . well, I can’t repeat it, but it was clear the violation was consensual.”

“Oh, Trisha, I can’t even imagine . . .” Elle sinks down to her knees next to Patrick.

“Don’t even try to imagine it. It was horrible, and now I can’t unsee what I saw.”

“What happened then?” Patrick asks.

“I lost my grip on the vase and it exploded when it hit the cement floor. That sure slowed them down.”

Paul lifts his hands up in the air and takes a step back. “Wait a minute . . . wait a minute. Dickwad Mike is gay?”

Elle turns toward him. “Bi, you mean.”

He ignores her attempt at being politically correct. “Imagine that . . . holy stereotyping! Your florist husband who loves to decorate, and is a gourmet cook, is gay?”

“Ironic, isn’t it?” Patrick chimes in.

Paul slaps the doorjamb and curses. “I’ve defended that fucker a thousand times from being called gay. Oh holy hell, wait ’til Dad hears about this.”

“The issue here isn’t just his being gay, it’s that he’s a low-life cheater,” Elle points out.

I look down and jab the scissors into the crotch of a pair of dress slacks as I blink back the tears stinging my eyes. I may be a badass, but even I have my limits. My heart feels like it’s hollowed out and will never be full again. Mike had been my savior at one point in my life, and now he’s a complete traitor.

I was a wife and a lover, and now I’m a statistic. I feel like I’ve been discarded, my insides dusted with the blackest soot.

“Did you see this coming . . . any signs?” Patrick inquires.

I shake my head and return my focus to stabbing the pants over and over and over as my vision blurs with tears.

I have a vague sense of Elle crawling closer to me and I feel her hand lower over mine to still me. When I let out a wail, she gently wiggles the scissors out of my grip and hands them to Paul. Next thing I know she’s pulled me into her arms.

“I’m sorry, Trisha,” she murmurs over and over. “I’m so sorry.”

As she rocks me I allow myself to be comforted and the thought passes through my head that who knows when I’ll be held again. The tears start flowing faster and I bury my head into her shoulder.

In this haze, I hear Paul swear, “Oh hell no!” and stomp out of the room.

“Darn,” Patrick curses as he gets up off the floor and follows him.

“What?” I pull away from Elle and study her. Her head is tilted toward the hall like she’s trying to hear something in the distance.
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