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Chapter One

 


 


Snow White always tried to find the good in
people, but try as she may, she could never think of anything
positive to say about her stepmother, who had disliked her since
day one. Snow White’s father remarried two years after his first
wife passed away. She thought he remarried too soon, but figured he
was lonely. Druella, her stepmother, had him wrapped around her
finger most of the time and seemed jealous of her, making Snow
White feel like a stranger in her own house most of the time. She
tried to stay away from her stepmother as much as possible.

One morning, Snow White came down to
breakfast and Druella asked her, “Don’t you think it’s time for you
to move out?”

Snow White was stunned. “Where? How? I don’t
even have a job yet.”

“Have you started looking?”

“No. I’ve just graduated from high school and
I’m planning on going to law school. At orientation, the dean said
that we wouldn’t be able to work because we would be too busy
studying all the time.”

Druella was loading some plates into the
dishwasher and told her, “When I was your age, I worked full-time
as a clerk typist. I was able to pay my parents room and board and
buy my own food.”

“My Dad wants me to go to law school,” Snow
White insisted.

“It’s too expensive! We’re not made of money,
you know.”

“My mother left me money for law school.”

“But not enough.”

Druella turned around and glared at her.

Snow White knew that Druella didn’t like her
living there and the feeling was mutual. “Maybe I could live in
student housing.”

Druella shook her head. “That’s even more
expensive!”

Snow White grabbed a bowl out of the cabinet
and poured herself some Cheerios.

While she was dicing a banana on top of the
cereal, Druella told her, “This house isn’t a hotel, you know.”

Snow White lost her patience. “You’re really
starting to piss me off.”

Druella slapped her across the face; first on
one cheek, then the other.

Snow White touched her cheek where she’d been
hit. “I’m telling Dad you did this!” she said, and grabbed her bowl
of cereal, then hurried to her room where she could lock her door.
She called her Dad and told him everything that happened.

After hearing her story, he told her, “I
think the three of us need to go to family counseling and try to
work this out.”

“Do you think she’d be willing to go?”

“I’m not sure. She had a bad experience with
a therapist before I met her and was really traumatized by it.”

“What happened?”

“He sexually abused her.”

“Why does she hate me so?” she asked and
began to cry.

“It’s nothing personal. She feels threatened
because you look so much like your mother.”

“But I’m not her. There’s nothing for her to
be jealous about.”

“She’s insecure about her looks.”

“Is that why she’s had so much plastic
surgery?”

“Yes. She says she wants to look like a
Barbie doll.”

“That stuff she injects into her lips makes
her look like Daffy Duck.”

“Don’t tell her that.”

“Dad, I’m afraid of her. She hit me. What’s
she going to do next? Poison me?”

“Oh, honey. Don’t let your imagination run
away with you.”

“I’ll try not to.” After a pause, she asked,
“You’re not working late again, are you?”

“No. I’ll be home at the regular time.”

“Good. I’ll feel safer once you’re here.”

“Now, tell me. How are you going to spend the
rest of your day?”

“Once the coast is clear, I’ll go to the
library.”

“We’ll get this all straightened out
tonight.”

“Okay. I love you, Dad.”

“You too, honey.”

On the other side of the bedroom door, her
stepmother heard every word Snow White had said. Deeply offended,
she imagined saying, “Daffy Duck, huh? You just wait, Snow White!
Our battle has just begun!”

 



Chapter Two

 


Snow White heard her stepmother driving away
and went into the kitchen to brew herself some caramelized pear tea
that she ordered from Holland. After she poured herself a cup, she
went back to her room. Once settled in a cozy armchair, she took a
sip of the delicious tea and closed her eyes. It brought back fond
memories of the vacations she and her parents spent in Holland.
They stayed in Amsterdam most of the time, where they visited Anne
Frank’s house, the Rijksmuseum, the Van Gogh museum, and went on a
canal tour at night when the bridges were lit along with the
streets that bordered the canal. She loved the stairstep design on
the rooftops of the narrow three-story houses that lined the canal.
They took a bus to Keukenhof to see the tulips and daffodils
blooming. The hyacinths smelled so sweet as they walked down the
garden path. On the way there, they saw fields of multi-colored
tulips and windmills. The tour bus took them to a place where
wooden shoes were made and she and her parents each bought a
pair.

Those were such happy times. She looked over
at a framed picture of her mother and said a silent prayer. Oh, how
she wished that they were one big happy family again.

After her father remarried, they returned for
a visit to Holland with her stepmother. All Druella did was
complain about the heater not working in the hotel room, the bikes
crowding the streets, the pot shops, and the red-light district.
When they took a canal tour, Druella acted like an ugly American,
complaining that the boat was too crowded, and they were all going
to catch a cold.

Snow White’s phone rang and interrupted her
memories of Amsterdam.

The caller was her friend, Maritza who asked,
“Hi. What’s up?”

“I’m just sitting here missing my Mom. My
evil stepmother got mad at me and slapped me across the face.”

“Why?”

“She did it for no reason. I never know when
she’s going to lose her temper.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Let’s talk about something else.”

“That’s why I’m calling. Your birthday is
coming up. What would you like to do?”

“Nothing special. Maybe we could go to the
movies with Annabelle.”

Maritza repeated her friend’s words.
“Nothing special? But it is special. It’s your
18th birthday. You’ll be an
adult.”

“It’s just another year.”

“No, it’s not. When I turned 18, I went
to the movies to see Fifty Shades of
Grey.”

Snow White’s friends were older and wilder
than she was. They liked to tease her about still being a
virgin.

“Maybe we could hire a stripper,” her friend
boldly suggested.

Snow White was shocked. “Please don’t.”

“Aren’t you even curious?” For some reason,
her friends seemed determined to initiate her into the world of
sex.

“I am curious. I’d just be too
embarrassed.”

“Well, think about it.”

“If that’s what you want to give me.”

Maritza sighed deeply, exasperated with her
friend.

Snow White heard her stepmother’s car and
told her friend, “I got to go. Cruella Deville just came home, and
she’ll probably want me to clean the whole house.”

***

Her father came home from work and was eager
to talk to his wife and daughter about their argument earlier in
the day. He found Druella reading a magazine and asked, “Can we
talk?”

She looked scared and put down the magazine.
“Is there anything wrong?”

“My daughter called and said you slapped her
across the face.

“No, I didn’t. She’s lying.”

He stood up and told her, “I’ll go get my
daughter and the three of us can hash this out.”

“She’s upstairs. Locked in her room. She
hasn’t come out all day.”

“She told me that she was going to the
library.”

“See there. Another of her lies.”

“I’ll go see what’s wrong.”

He took the stairs to Snow White’s room and
knocked on her bedroom door. “It’s me, honey. Let me in.”

She ran to the door, opened it, and embraced
her father. Through her tears, she told him, “I’m so glad you’re
home, Daddy!”

“Let me look at you,” he told her. “Where did
she hit you?”

“On both sides of my face.” She pointed to
each cheekbone where she’d been hit.

He turned on the overhead light to get a
better look. “Hmm…they do look red and puffy. Are you in any
pain?”

“No. Not right now, but I hurt after she hit
me.”

“What did you get two get into an argument
about?”

“She doesn’t want me to go to law
school.”

He looked angry. “She has no say on your
college plans. That’s what your mother and I want for you.”

“My real mother, you mean.”

“Yes. Of course.”

At that moment, her stepmother came into the
room and Snow White told her, “We’re having a private conversation
right now.”

Her father intervened. “Let’s all sit
down.”

“See the way she disrespects me,” her
stepmother complained.

He motioned to a chair in the room and told
his wife, “Please have a seat.”

Sitting down next to his daughter on her bed,
he told her, “Try not to provoke her.”

“But she can’t go around hitting me,
Daddy.”

Druella butted in. “Why is she calling you
Daddy? Clarissa’s almost 18, for heaven’s sake. She’s not a little
girl.”

“She can call me whatever she wants.”

Her eyes flashed. “I don’t know how much
longer I can put up with this.”

“You’re welcome to move out anytime,” Snow
White snapped.

Her stepmother stood up and glared at her
husband. “Once again, a sassy brat!”

He put his head in his hands. After a few
seconds, he told them, “I’m going to get some aspirin and the three
of us are going to go out to dinner. We need a neutral ground right
now.”

“Can we go to Zov’s, honey?” his wife
suddenly turned sweet.

“Sure. It’s been a long time since we went
there.”

“We used to go all the time when we were
dating. Just the two of us.”

He shook his head and told her, “Why don’t
you go downstairs and grab your purse.”

To his daughter, he said, “Not another word
out of you two until the three of us are together again.”

“Yes, Daddy. I promise.”

***

When they entered the restaurant, the owner
of Zov’s walked up and shook hands with Snow White’s father. “It’s
been ages since I saw you. Where have you been?”

“At work too much of the time, I guess.”

“All work and no play make Jack a dull
boy.”

Druella told the owner, “That’s what I tell
him all the time.”

“I’ll have to make more time for you, dear,”
her husband sweetly told her.

She took his hand and the owner led them to a
table.

Once they were seated, he asked, “What would
you folks like to drink?”

“How about a bottle of champagne for the
adults.”

He turned to his daughter and asked, “What
would you like?”

“Just some sparkling water, please.”

After the owner left to get their drinks, Mr.
White looked at his dinner companions and said, “Well…isn’t this
nice. The three of us all here like one big happy family.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” his daughter
reminded him.

He took a deep breath. “Can we just forget
our differences and try to have a good time. This restaurant’s not
cheap.”

“Speaking of money,” the step-mother said, “I
don’t think we can afford to send Snow White to law school. She
needs to get a job and get her own place.”

“Druella, she’s going to law school and
that’s that.”

She glowered at Snow White but kept her
tongue, for his sake.

A waiter came back with a bottle of champagne
and popped its cork. He carefully filled two flutes to the brim and
gave Snow White her sparkling water. “Salut!” he told them and
asked if they were ready to order their meal. Snow White ordered
angel hair pasta, her father, the Moroccan salmon salad, and
Druella wanted filet mignon.

Once the waiter left, Mr. White raised his
champagne flute for a toast. “To family,” he said, and Snow White
and Druella looked a bit sour at his choice of words, considering
what had just happened at their house; but each forced a smile.

Druella turned her attention to her husband.
“Did you get a chance to apply for more life insurance, honey?”

“Yes. And you can rest assured. I’ve made
provisions for you and Snow White to get a half a million
each.”

Upon hearing this, Druella’s eyes lit
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