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Prom Night. A father’s worst fear. Truly can you imagine anything worse 
than your little girl, your precious princess, going off to an overrated, socially 
acceptable mating ritual? And there’s nothing you can do about it. It’s unjust. 
There’s seriously something wrong with society when a father can’t protect his 
child from some heavy handed buffoon, who has ever intention of destroying his 
daughter’s naivety. Mary was going with the king of goons.

When she had told me that Sam Schnieder ad asked her to prom, my 
immediate reaction was to laugh. Then I saw that she wasn’t joking. Sam 
Schnieder, every father’s biggest fear. The boy was captain of the soccer team, 
head of the national honors society, and all around douche bag. Somehow he got 
away with more things then any other kid in the history of high school. I know 
nothing substantial but you hear rumors…

The say Patti Hunts got pregnant. She mysteriously dropped out of school, 
no word to any of her friends, one day she was just gone. Actually the whole 
family disappeared. They were ashamed, the rumors say. How could they stay 
with a kid like that? And guess who her boyfriend was—Sam fricking 
Schnieder. 

On halloween he was somehow involved with the cops. Big prank down at 
the university parking garage. Eggs dropped from the top, widows broken, 
people injured. He wasn’t one of the ones arrested but some of his friends were. 
And he was there. That is a fact. He talked to the cops, no one can say why, but 
apparently they let him go. The official word is that he wasn’t involved. 
Horseshit. 

The list goes on and on: break ups and broken hearts, friends involved in 
major pranks, computers stolen from his middle school. And yet somehow he 
always gets off. This was the shining knight my daughter decided to “dance” 
with. 

So I did what any reasonable father would do, I grounded her. Turns out that 
wasn’t the best move. She hated me for months. My conversations with her were 
reduced to shouting matches or silent staring contests. Finally my wife made me 
give in. She could go. But I got in one small claus: the mighty Sam had to come 
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over to dinner the night before the prom. If Charlotte and I didn’t approve of the 
kid, Mary wasn’t going. 

That was it. I had won. Despite everything Mary put me through, I had won. 
And the best part was that she didn’t know it, she was even happen because of it. 
She thought that once we had met the cretin we would have to let her go. We 
that wasn’t going to happen, I had his number even if Mary did not.

I let Mary prepare as usual for the dance. I felt bad about it, but every time I 
hinted at Sam’s reputation she turned sour. So we bought the dress and the 
tickets and the corsage. I agreed to let her go to Candice’s for the pre-prom 
party. I even made the limo rental. Anything to make my girl happy… well 
almost anything. Charlotte had thought I was over my vendetta. She of course 
had been swayed but Mary’s stories. “He’s such a good boy,” she would say. And 
I would just smile and nod, knowing that in the end she would come back to my 
side. 

The day finally arrived. I didn’t know who was more excited: my daughter or 
me. Finally, after weeks of keeping quiet and grinning, both of them would 
know. My plan was set, I had thought it out long before. I couldn’t help but hum 
as I prepped the stakes and tossed the salad. My victory hour was almost upon 
us. I removed my freshly pressed suit from it’s hanger, made sure every button 
was flat and tight. I pulled on my best tie, the blue one I used for every big 
business meeting, and I did it up in a full Windsor. Nothing says intimidating 
like a man who can tie a full Windsor. 

At quarter till, I made sure to be downstairs. Both Mary and Charlotte were 
still getting ready—everything according to plan. When the doorbell rang, I was 
the first one there. I put on my best, most stern expression and opened the door.

My enemy. Finally. Face to face with the man I’ve been fighting for months. 
And now with my first look on him, I wondered if I should have even bothered. 
He was not the handsome, stud of a man I had expected. He was slim, a little 
shorter than me, his shoulders a little smaller than mine. He didn’t have a mane 
of luscious golden locks, but a messy black smear that might have passed as hair. 
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He stuck out his hand, a small uneasy smile on his lips, “Good evening sir, my 
name’s Sam.”

What an asshole. I grabbed his hand and crushed it in mine. How much pain 
could he handle? But I didn’t get much of a chance to find out. Just before his 
knuckles started to pop, there was a shriek from upstairs, “Sam!”

There at the top of the stairs was one of the most beautiful sights I have had 
the pleasure to lay my eyes on. Mary stood in a long golden sundress, her red 
hair flowing gracefully over her shoulders. She looked like the perfect sunset on 
the beach: the pulsing rays of a dyings sun, glistening in the water, lighting up 
the sand. She was glowing in every sense of the word. 

“Wow,” murmured the boys next to me. For an instant I had forgotten about 
him. I turned to glower at him but a yellow blur pushed passed me as my 
daughter launched herself into his arms. Her hands and lips were all over him. 
When she broke away, at least he had the sense to be embarrassed. It’s probably 
the only thing that kept him alive.

“Ehm,” he coughed, “sorry—“ he tried to meet my eye, but before he could 
choke out any more of his pitiful apology Mary dragged him into the dinning 
room. In that split second he knew. He knew I hated him and he knew he’d be 
lucky to leave this house alive. I reached into my pocket for the reassuring 
weight of the thing I had bought just days ago. Then I followed the pair to 
dinner.

Charlotte had been waiting for them. She greeted the boy with a smile and a 
hug and when he produced the rose for her she let out a cry of surprise. The sly 
bastard, he knew how to work a room. Maybe I hadn’t overestimated him. 


