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DETENTION AT THE HANDS OF MY BEST FRIEND'S BLACK DAD


THE UNINVITED GUESTS had turned the villa into a battlefield of empty bottles, scattered food remains, and destroyed furniture. Drunken party guests I didn't even know padded happily around the pool among large pieces of garbage that had once been garden furniture. This was not what I had in mind when I set up the party for my 21st birthday on Facebook. 

I had tried to throw out the rowdy guests, but they’d just laughed at me.  Nalah, my best friend, kept running from one room to the next like a headless chicken, trying to save what could be saved. We had already called the police, but unfortunately they were a long time coming.

And now I was standing in the middle of our hallway, utterly helpless and on the brink of a full-fledged panic attack. Because this wasn’t my house or my parents’ house. No, this house belonged to Laurence, Nalah’s dad. 

Nalah had talked him into allowing me to celebrate my birthday at their house, because there was simply so much more space than in my small two-room apartment. Not to mention the atmosphere in this villa: there was a large garden with exotic plants between the side wings of the villa. At night, that garden was illuminated in a very atmospheric and romantic way. There was also a large, heated pool and next to it was a bar where guests were served drinks and snacks. All in all, it was just the perfect location for a birthday party in summer! But all this had been turned into a battlefield within a few hours.

Some drunken guy who looked like the quarterback of a college football team staggered towards me, stupid drunk and holding the African bronze head sculpture that Laurence usually kept in a display cabinet in his library. He was waving it around, yelling drunken nonsense. 

I felt the blood drain from my face when I realized what he was holding. Now I was in real trouble; that bronze head was an heirloom of Laurence’s, made sometime in the 13th century in North Africa by one of his ancestors, and passed down from generation to generation for centuries. He valued it above everything else he owned.

"Oh God!" Nalah, who was suddenly standing next to me, moaned. "Dad will kill us if anything happens to that sculpture."

Well aware of the futility of my endeavor, I planted myself in the quarterback’s way, intent on getting back the heirloom of my best friend's dad. 

“Hey, you!” I began. “Give me that!”

Drunken quarterback looked at me as if I were an annoying fly buzzing around his head. And just like he would swat that fly away, he unceremoniously pushed me out of his way and staggered on, on his merry way. 

I tripped and fell against the wall, slid to the floor, and lay there in a heap. I was no match for that guy. No wonder! How menacing could I possibly appear, with my 5´1˝ frame and my thin arms? Once again I regretted not taking advantage of one of the gyms that Laurence owned. I probably could’ve trained there for free, as he owned the entire chain. But I was much too busy with school and had no time left over to get into shape. The lack of exercise showed around my middle, although it wasn't that bad just yet.

But that was the least of my concerns right now. Laurence was due home in a few minutes, and he wouldn’t like the mess his daughter’s best friend had turned his house into while he was at his business dinner. I buried my face in my hands and sobbed as I thought of what I’d gotten myself into.

No sooner had I finished my thought than the front door swung open and my best friend’s dad strode into the hallway. As usual, he looked impeccable. His custom-tailored suit fit his tall body so perfectly, it almost looked as if someone painted it onto his broad, toned chest. A five-o’clock shadow graced his chiseled face. I could see why so many of my girlfriends were envious of me for running into this man so often, just because I was close friends with Nalah.

The smile he was sporting after his undoubtedly successful business dinner vanished in an instant when he noticed the smashed vase and plates on the hallway floor. Then he noticed me, crouched down in the corner, looking a tearful mess. And Nalah next to me, pressed up against me and not looking any better.

He opened his mouth to say something before his head perked up at a sound coming from upstairs: it was the unmistakable slapping of naked skin on naked skin, interspersed with loud moans. And judging by the direction from which these sounds came, whoever was doing it had decided to use the bedroom of Nalah’s parents. 

Oh boy, were we in trouble! Clearly, Laurence recognized that sound, too. His face turned towards us again—but now it was contorted with anger.

Jabbing his index finger at us, he snapped, “Stay where you are. I'll deal with you later.”

Shit. He stomped up the stairs, and I could hear a girl shriek as he pulled open the bedroom door without warning. Only seconds later, that girl came hurtling down the stairs, butt-naked and carrying an untidy bundle of clothes in her arms. An equally naked guy followed suit, his dick still halfway stiff. Together, they ran out of the door, terrified by the menacing, muscular, black man. A second shriek from outside probably meant that they had just realized they were still naked. Laurence’s heavy steps came stomping down the stairs again.

“Danielle, Nalah” he said, “what in the world happened here? What were you thinking?”

Well, that was the question I’d been asking myself throughout the night. This was not what I’d planned for my birthday party. I couldn't hold back anymore.

“I didn't mean to do that, Sir!” I cried. “I just wanted to invite a few friends over for my birthday party, so I put the party on Facebook. But I forgot to make it a private event, so it was visible to everyone on Facebook. And so everyone came, and did… did all this!” I sobbed, gesturing around. “I'm so sorry!”

My sobs gave way to bawling, and I buried my face against Nalah's chest. She had told me Laurence wasn't a very strict father in general, but he had his standards and expectations, and was willing to enforce them. And given the result of this screw up—his house in shambles, some of his stuff, including his most treasured item, presumably stolen—I doubted very much that he’d give us a pass on this one. 

And I was right. Looking at my best friend’s father, I could tell that he was doing everything in his power to wrestle down the impulse to yell. He took a few deep breaths before he continued. 

“Okay. Look, Danielle, I understand that you didn’t do this on purpose. But here's the thing: the way I’ve come to know you, you're a smart girl, and you should have paid more attention. But you didn’t. And I feel that’s something you need to learn.”

Oh boy, here it came. “So, that means what?” Nalah asked tentatively.

“It means you're both under house arrest until you’ve cleaned up everything.”

“House arrest? Daddy, we’re adults,” Nalah said.

I was flabbergasted. I wasn’t even living here! But on the other hand: it had been my fault that had led to the chaos around here, after all, and not Nalah’s. So it was only fair I joined her in the house arrest—and particularly in the cleaning up.

“Yes, you’re an adult. But apparently you haven’t yet learned how to take responsibility and plan your actions like an adult.”

“But Daddy...”

“Apart from that, may I remind you that you agreed to do what I say for as long as you still live under my roof?”

“Yes, of course, but Daddy...”

“No, not but Daddy” he interrupted Nalah. “This is not up for discussion! Danielle—I can’t force you to do what I’m asking you to do, but I think you know that it would be the right thing to do here.

I nodded with my head down. “Yes, I’ll stay here and clean up.”

“Good. During these four weeks, you'll clean up the place, and get everything back in order. And I’ll personally supervise it by working from home until it’s finished.”

“But what about school?” Nalah said, clutching at straws.

“I'll hire a private tutor. Don't you worry about that.”

Great, so I would not only be locked up here to work, I would also not get a pass on school. It was an endurance test I wasn’t sure I could pass. 


* * *


For the following two weeks, my days were long and monotonous. I hadn't expected the mess to be so bad. It didn’t really matter to Nalah’s mom, since she was away on business trips all over the country, as usual. But Laurence spent the first three nights at a hotel because the master bedroom had been absolutely destroyed. There wasn't a single room that had remained untouched by the mess. 

And what was infinitely worse was that Laurence's bronze head sculpture hadn't turned up again, which clearly distressed him. I felt worse about this part of the story than about anything else. The private tutor, who I’d hoped would be a hot young guy, turned out to be an elderly, very strict, and very stuck-up lady. She reminded me of the chaperones in movies about the Victorian Age. I wanted nothing more than to get out of this situation.

And there were constant arguments between Nalah and me, because she blamed me for everything—and of course, she was right about that. We avoided each other, which made the house arrest even lonelier. All in all, I wanted nothing more than to escape from this situation.

But then came the day that changed everything. It was afternoon, and I spent it as usual: cleaning up. I was busy getting some nasty tomato sauce stains out of the carpet in front of our couch when I heard a loud splash. I looked up absent-mindedly and saw that Laurence had jumped into our pool. We had cleaned it a few days ago already. How I would have loved to do as Laurence did in this heat!

I’d never seen him dressed only in swim trunks before. My eyes followed him as he made his way around the pool, swimming breaststroke with his strong, muscular arms. There was a reason he’d gone into business as a gym owner. He loved working out, and it showed on his body.

When he got out of the pool and started towards his deckchair where a margarita and his laptop waited for him, I dropped my cloth in awe. His pecs and six-pack were gorgeous as the sun reflected off his wet skin, making him look like an ancient sculpture of an African warrior. He had a healthy suntan that looked great with his short, black hair. I couldn’t believe a 42-year-old man could have a body like that. In fact, he looked better than a lot of the guys my age. 

Casually, he settled into his chair, an image of healthy masculinity. His biceps flexed as he reached for his margarita. He took a sip, turned his eyes upwards as if it was a particularly good one, then set it down again. He grabbed his laptop, donned his sunglasses, and began typing.

Meanwhile, I had completely forgotten where I was. Without intending to, I’d gotten up, walked over
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