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To J.M. Snyder and JMS Books,

Happy 16 to you!

I appreciate your wonderful idea of bringing ourselves back to the ‘80s and tweaking it a bit. Thanks for trusting me to merge 1980s campy horror and modern-day MM romance. I hope you like it.
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June 14,1986

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

Vinnie put his blow dryer down, and studied himself in the mirror, turning from left to right to make sure his jet-black hair had maximum fluff.

“Not bad,” he said, running his hand through it one more time, and then pulling a black Polo over his head.

He had finally bought the colored, low-riding jockey shorts that all the models in the magazines seemed to be wearing. He pulled his khaki shorts over them and looked down at his legs. He practically ran to the closet and pulled out a pair of new boat shoes his mother had bought. He slid his feet into them and walked around a bit.

“Today, Vinnie Balducci looks quite preppy, and no one at this camp knows that my father runs the Balducci family,” he said to himself as he took one more look in the mirror. “Still, I need something to remember who I am.”

Vinnie walked to his dresser and reached for the gold chain that he had taken off on his way to the shower. He walked back to the mirror and placed it around his neck.

He stood back from the mirror for a second and took a good look. “Oh, yeah. That is hot.”

In the living room, Vinnie looked around. Suddenly, his mother was behind him, hugging him tight.

“You are going to be the most handsome camp counselor, ever,” Bernadette Balducci said. “I know your father wishes he could be here to see you off. It’s just that something came up with the business today. There were some people that he had to take care of, if you know what I mean.”

Vinnie rolled his eyes and smiled. “I know exactly what you mean. Say no more.”

“Exactly,” Bernadette said. “Your father always reminds me not to ask too many questions, that way no one can ever ask me about them in court.”

“Hey, he loves us,” Vinnie said, opening the front door and pointing to a black Trans Am. “If he can’t be here sometimes, I understand.”

“And he paid for your expensive college, and now he’s going to pay for your expensive masters,” Bernadette said, and then seemed to consider something. “You know, you really don’t have to get a summer job. It’s not like we need the money. You could stay here with me all summer until you go to graduate school.”

Vinnie leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “I think it’ll be good for me to get out of the house. Anyway, I told Dad I’d go. He kind of loaned the guy who’s opening the camp the money, and he wants it to be successful. There’s been some problems with it in the past. I’d tell Dad to send Eddie, but Dad’s got him working on something else.”

“Yeah, your brother didn’t seem to have a whole lot of motivation when he finished college, so your father put him to work. You he wants doing something else. You hear me?” Bernadette said, kissing Vinnie on the cheek.

“Yeah, Ma. I do,” Vinnie said, kissing his mother on her cheek.

“Okay, so call me when you get there,” Bernadette said, adjusting Vinnie’s collar. “They do have a payphone, right?”

“I’m sure,” Vinnie said, giving his mother a last minute hug, picking up his bag and heading to the car.

* * * *
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June 14,1986

Owings Mills, Maryland

Chad waited impatiently by the station wagon. He was starting law school in the fall, and he still didn’t have a car. His mother stood at the front door, calling up to his brother.

“Thadeus, hurry up! Your brother can’t be late! It’s his first day!” Margaret Turnwell turned to Chad, nervously smiled, and called out. “I’m sure he’ll be along shortly. When he gets these leave days from the army, I think he just gets a little too relaxed.”

Chad nodded. He knew his parents always did the best they could, and he knew they had a lot on their plates. It wasn’t until a few years ago, when he’d gone off to college and had to start taking care of himself, that he’d finally realized all of the millions of things they did.

A beep-beep from a car horn made both Chad and his mother look toward the road. Chad watched as his father turned into the driveway, pulling his Bug right behind the Buick station wagon.

His father had barely packed the car before he rushed over to Chad. “I knew I could get here before you had to leave.”

“You didn’t have to, Dad,” Chad said. “Really, I don’t want you to miss work.”

Clint Rogers waved his hand as if he were waving the idea away. “I’ve been at that company for so long I don’t think anyone’s going to miss me taking a Thursday afternoon off. Now why haven’t we left yet?”

Chad’s mother looked from the front porch. “We’re waiting for Thad. You know he always takes forever getting ready.”

Tom looked from his wife to his son, to his old Bug, and then back to his wife. “Maybe today’s the day, Sharon.”

Sharon Rogers looked back at her husband. Chad had no idea what his father was talking about, but his mother sure seemed to be in on whatever it was.

“Maybe you’re right,” Sharon said, looking at her son, and then back at her husband. “Are you sure he wants it, though?”

“Oh, yeah,” Tom said. “He’s wanted one for a long time, and I can assure you, he doesn’t care what it looks like.”

Sharon smiled at her husband and nodded. “Okay, then today’s the day.”

Tom walked up to Chad and placed his hand on Chad’s arm. “We’ve got a surprise for you. We were going to hold on until you went to law school, but maybe today is the day you need it most.”

Chad looked at his father. Was he really saying what he thought he was saying?

Tom reached his hand into his pocket and pulled out his keys to the old Bug, reaching over and placing them in Chad’s hand.

“Seriously, Dad?”

“Seriously, Chad. It’s old, but it should get you to Camp Clear Lake and back, and hopefully it’ll get you through law school.”

Chad reached over and grabbed his father, hugging him tightly. “So I don’t have to wait for Thad?”

“Not today,” Clint said.

Chad ran to his mother and hugged her, and then he ran back to his father and hugged him again.

“Okay, Chad, we love you,” Clint said. “It’s time to go though.”

“We don’t want you to be late. It gets dark in those mountains,” Sharon said, and then raced down and handed him a stack of bills. “Go ahead and go, and get something to eat on the way. We were going to take you to dinner somewhere on the trip.”

“Then I’m off,” Chad said, hurrying to the Bug, and backing it up.

As he pulled out of the driveway, he waved to his parents, and to Thad, who was now finally in the front yard.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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June 14, 1986

Dismal Falls, Pennsylvania

Vinnie sat at the diner finishing his last bit of Coke, and contemplating the empty plate in front of him before he left. Maybe the pot roast hadn’t been made by somebody’s mother, but the guy in the back had done a half-way decent job, and God knew it was the closest he’d get to good cooking for the next few weeks.

Automatically, Vinnie turned his head as the bell tied to the front door jingled as someone walked in.

Not bad, he thought, watching as a blond guy about his age walked in the door. I’m not sure why I find the preps so hot, he thought, but I do.

The blond guy looked a little frazzled, as he walked up to the hostess. “I’m wondering if you can tell me how to get to Camp Clear Lake. I think I got turned around.”

The noisy diner was suddenly silent. The hostess hesitated.

“Are you sure you want to go there, hon?” she asked.

“Pretty sure,” the blond guy said. “I’ve got a summer job there.”

“Me too,” Vinnie said, getting up from his booth, and walking toward the hostess counter.

The prep looked at Vinnie and extended his hand.

“Chad Rogers,” he said.

Vinnie grabbed his hand and smiled. His hands were warm, and a little on the big side. “I’m Vinnie Balducci. Nice to meet you.”

Vinnie reached for his wallet and took out a ten-dollar bill. He handed it to the waitress whose name tag read Marge. “Is this enough?”

“Oh, yeah,” the hostess said. “It’s way too much for some pot roast and a Coke. Let me get you your change.”

“Keep it,” Vinnie said.

“Oh, wow!” the waitress said, pulling the change out of the register and putting it in her apron.

“You think we could get those directions?” Vinnie asked.

Marge took a deep breath and shook her head. “If it’s what you guys really want. Just be careful up there, boys. Some bad things have happened in the past.”

“Like what?” Chad asked.

“Like college kids like you dying,” Marge said.

Vinnie looked at Chad and put his hand on his arm. “I’ll explain outside.”

Chad nodded.

“You just take State Road Two Hundred straight up,” Marge said. “It’s that road over there. It’ll cut to one lane in a few miles, and get wooded. It’s a straight shot from here. When you’re about three quarters of the way up the mountains, you’ll see signs for the camp on your right. They just made a new one.”

“Why’d you roll your eyes when you mentioned the new sign, Marge?” Vinnie asked.

Marge shook her head. “Let’s just say this isn’t the first time they’ve tried to reopen this camp.”

“Well, what happened the other times?” Chad asked, a drop of concern in his voice.

Marge looked around the diner
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