SHE

Nothing my chattering daughters say on our walk to the stables penetrates my fugue. Despite their laughter and high spirits, I am numb. The sun beats down on our heads, but I feel cold as death.
Dead is what I’ll be if I go through with concocting my dessert for their father. 
Holding hands with my daughters, I imagine presenting the bastard with the chocolate pie piled high with vanilla-infused whipped cream. I’ll serve it on the Georg Jensen silver platter, presented over two hundred years ago to Michael’s aristocratic great-great-great-great-great-great-grandfather by the Danish Crown.
Will the aristocratic-in-his-own-mind grandson ever guess the special ingredient?
Liberty, my thoroughbred mare catches sight of me and canters across the paddock. Two more mares follow her. All three whinny in noisy, delighted welcomes. The two girls drop my hands and race for the horses. They check over their shoulders and urge me to hurry. 
They have no idea I’m planning Michael Romanov’s ultimate humiliation.
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When Michael finishes his piece of chocolate pie, I’ll announce the secret ingredient. 
Two heaping tablespoons of dog shit. 
How will he kill me?
Slowly, I am sure.
Unfortunately, after fifteen years of mastering torture, he never leaves physical scars or bruises or legal proof. I bite my bottom lip until I taste blood. 
Liberty nips my hair, pulling it out of its pony tail, and chomps on the ends. 
As I stagger backward, Alexandra and Anastaysa howl.
“Owww,” I cry in mock pain, loving their laughter.
“Ooooo, poor baby,” they chant in unison. “Poor Mamá.”
“What kind of wimp do you think I am?” Shoulders back, I tap my chest. “I’m tough. Hard-as-nails tough. Let’s race to the pond, then go home and make dessert for dinner.”
“What, what, what?”
“I’m thinking chocolate chip cookies.” There’s a hitch in my voice as I let go of the dog-shit pie, but I add in a stronger tone, “Nothing beats chocolate chip cookies.”
For the sake of my two daughters and son who adore their sperm donor, I can’t give in to my hurt ego. I need to stay alive. Feed his belief he has broken me. 
Surviving tonight will be the first step. 
Piece of cake. But oh how I wish it was a piece of pie—chocolate, laced with dog shit.
Laughing, I hobble after my daughters.
Would it surprise Michael to know his dog-shit gift is the best thing he’s ever given me?
No dog-shit pie tonight, but I think I’ve figured out how to give him his just desserts.

