
  
  
      
        
          Prince

          A Daddy for Summer

		      
          Rain Carrington

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2024 Rain Carrington


Cover Copyright © 2024 Rain Carrington


All rights reserved


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


The purchase of this ebook allows you to only one legal copy for your own personal reading on your own personal device or computer. You do NOT have resell or distribution rights without the permission of the publisher and copyright owner of this book. Do not copy in any way. 


Warning: This book contains scenes of sexual situations between two or more consenting men. There are also scenes of BDSM. Please to not attempt any of the activities in this book without knowing how to be safe. 


Agreeing to read this book, please understand that it’s fiction. Not all acts will be spoken about on page, but it’s understood that each act is safe, sane and consensual. 


Edited and formatted by Double A Author Services










  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Rain Carrington
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Rain Carrington
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

Chapter One
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Sunlight reflecting off the lake water was bright enough to light up an entire room, like the sun was trying to push its way through the window. At least that was how Prince viewed it when the fiery ball in the sky so rudely woke him up that first morning at the camp.  

He groaned and slammed his flat pillow over his face, and when that didn’t work, he pulled up the scratchy blanket Prince suspected they’d gotten straight from a prison yard sale. 

“Hey, vato, get up. We gotta lot of work to do before the kids get here.”

The voice belonged to Silvio Chavez, one of his cabin mates at the Camp of Desperation, or Camp Downtrodden, or whatever the hell it was called. “Fuck off,” he tried to cry from beneath the bedding, but it came out muffled. So much for sounding tough.

Not that he ever really sounded tough. Even his name was soft, pretentious, and flowery. Literally, flowery.

Prince Hyland Rose was his name, one he hated. He’d considered changing it since he turned eighteen. His father would lose his mane of silver locks if he did, though. That Prince’s mother had named him held a lot of power over the situation. 

“Seriously, vato, you’re gonna get assigned to the latrines if you’re late. Them things been sitting all winter. Nasty.”

Latrines were bathrooms and Prince Hyland Rose would sooner eat a McDonald’s hamburger than clean a bathroom. Throwing the pillow to the bottom of his bunk, he groaned before he realized he was alone. All the other counselors were already up and gone, which meant he’d be last to the meeting, and he’d likely get latrine duty, anyway.

He got up and rushed to dress, remembering the jeans he’d brought along for the rough surroundings. After he pulled them over his ass, he blanched at the feeling of the denim. He wasn’t a denim person. 

The camp had its own T-shirts made especially for the counselors, emblazoned with the actual name of the camp across the maroon polyester/cotton blend in bright neon green. Camp Sunnyside. Well, that they got right. It was sunny.

He ran out after getting on his loafers and hurried down the few steps before he ran on the trail the wrong way. He only realized he was heading in the wrong direction when he kept passing cabins that were yet to be filled with poor kids, foster kids, and all the other kids from cities that never seen the country. Frankly, Prince could not understand why they’d want to.

He'd gotten a tour of the place the previous afternoon. It was rustic. All the buildings were made to look like log cabins, but the interiors of the buildings were walled with planks of wood, some painted, most not. The electric bulbs hung down without covers, and the furniture was old. The one thing he could say of the place, though, it was clean. He’d fully expected mold to be growing everywhere and rats roaming the walls, but so far, he hadn’t seen that. 

Hating himself a little for being so snobbish, he ran a little faster, determined not to have everything. That was short-lived once he got his breakfast. 

When he finally got into the dining hall, what Silvio had called the mess hall, which was more à propos, he saw the camp leader, Harry Granville get on the short stage. 

“Welcome, camp counselors,” he cried out with such fervor his bloated, ruddy face jiggled. “Welcome to our tenth year! We are a packed camp this year with campers arriving from all over the state! It promises to be our best year yet.”

He gestured to the woman next to him, a woman around thirty with very short black hair and a warm smile and a no-nonsense stare. “I’m Sabrina Landon, second in command around here. Welcome to our returning counselors and those who are joining us for the first time. We’ve got a lot to do before the campers arrive on Friday. Your work assignments are already posted and will be switched daily until we are officially open. That way, no one gets stuck on dining or latrine duty more than others.”

Prince glanced over at Silvio, who was looking right at him. Silvio gave him a wink and then pointed to the stage as if to tell Prince to pay attention. Prince didn’t know how to take that, but he turned his attention back to Sabrina. 

“Now, we have plenty of food and supplies here, but we will get a new delivery on Thursday. That day, everyone should be by the dining hall to help unload. As it is, it’s likely to take a couple hours, so no one gets out of that. Other than that, we’ll be going over safety procedures, checking everyone for their first aid certification, and going over individual cabin assignments. I’ll call you all in separately for first aid and cabin assignments, but the safety procedures will begin an hour before the last meal this evening at five. Remember, you’ll sleep in a counselor cabin only until the kids get here. Then you’ll stay with them, but you may keep your belongings in the counselor cabins. The kids tend to be a little nosy.”

Harry stepped back in front and cheered, “And the most important thing! Having fun!”

Sabrina didn’t seem to share in that sentiment and whispered harshly in his ear, causing his already red face to brighten. 

Once she stepped back again, he said, “Safety first, then fun! Always safety first!”

Everyone smiled and wanted to laugh but restrained. Prince didn’t even smile. He was miserable already. 

As he got in line after the meeting to check his assignment, he shrunk in on himself some. It wasn’t like Prince was shy or meek normally, but he was in a place where he didn’t know a soul. The cabin he shared with Silvio and a couple of the others was his new home and his cabin mates had told him their names and shook his hand. That was about it. 

The thing was, he shouldn’t be at the camp. He wasn’t poor and didn’t need a freebie camp for the underprivileged and he certainly didn’t need the job. The trust in his name would free up on his twenty-first birthday. No, the summer of drudgery was all about the fact he was flunking out of college. 

Prince ran a hand through his chestnut hair, the same deep, shining color as his mother. The mother that died the moment he was born. He knew about her, though, read her diaries, saw her portrait, a beauty queen with brains too, the one that his father had loved more than anyone on earth. Prince, yeah, his name was the one she’d wanted for him. To her, he was her little prince, even before he was born. Prince’s father, Leonard Rose, granted one of her dying wishes in giving him the name she’d chosen. He’d have done anything for her. Now he was whipped on another much younger woman, Tory, his wife of five years. 

As he stepped up to the bulletin board with the work assignments, he was relieved to see he’d be helping set up the craft cabin. That sounded the least disgusting of the bunch.

He started for the line that had begun when breakfast was being dished up in trays, again, like he’d imagined prison would be, and thought about the professor that had sent him to the camp. 

Professor Gadsden had set him down in his office just two weeks previously and told him he was in some trouble with the dean. Prince had flunked three classes. Prince had never flunked a class in his life, but college held nothing for him. He loved computers, but his father had insisted he go into business. One day, he was to run the family business, which was computer software. No, he wasn’t allowed to do the actual work on the software; he was just supposed to run the company that hired people to make the software for them. It was infuriating. 

His father would lose his normal cool and calm if he flunked, and Gadsden knew that. So, he told Prince he’d talked his other professors into giving him a makeup final for all three classes if he worked at the camp that summer. How the hell could he say no?

When he got to the front of the line, he was given a serving spoonful of what he only guessed to be scrambled eggs, a formed patty of hash browns, and another sloppy spoonful of applesauce. He picked up a barely buttered piece of toast at the end along with utensils. 

Silvio waved him over to the table where he sat, and Prince was skeptical, but he went to it and sat across from Silvio. “Hey. Sorry about getting you up that way, but they will fuck with you if you are always late.”

“It’s…it’s fine, I guess.”

Another man set next to Silvio and reached a hand over their trays. “I’m Anton.”

He took it, though he harshly judged Anton’s lack of etiquette. “Prince.”

Anton laughed a little before Silvio said, “It’s really his name.”

“Oh! Oh, cool. Like that singer from the eighties or whatever?”

Before Prince could deny that was where his mother had gotten the name, Silvio scolded his friend. “Anton, whether or not he’s named after Prince, he wasn’t some singer from the eighties. He was a rock god!”

“Rock god? How old are you, man?”

“I like music, all kinds of music from all decades. Don’t judge.”

The eggs were terrible and bland and the hash browns cold in the center, so he pushed his tray away to munch on a corner of his toast. 

“So, were you?” Anton asked. 

“Was I what?” Prince responded, setting the toast back on the tray. 

“Were you named after the…sorry, rock god?”

Silvio snorted a laugh, but Prince only smiled tiredly. It wasn’t like it was the first time he’d been asked that question. “No, it wasn’t from that. My mom was…I don’t know, a romantic, I guess you’d say.”

“Ah, I see. Well, cool name regardless.”

“What’s a cool name, gentlemen?” A man behind Prince asked, but before Prince could turn to match the voice to a face, the guy was sitting next to him. “Silvio, so good to see you’re back.”

“Yeah, Toby, it’s great. Aren’t you the CEO of some company or something by now? Still slumming?”

“Yeah, it’s my way to give back,” he said as he placed his hand over his chest in mock sincerity before his head spun to Prince. “I’m Toby Blake, and you are?”

“Prince Rose,” he said while inwardly cringing. The name usually brought jeers or laughter, but not from Toby Blake. 

“Rose…interesting. Your father isn’t Leonard Rose, by any chance, is it?”

How he could know that Prince was at a loss, as were his two new companions, Silvio and Anton, by the way their jaws hung. 

“Yes, he is.”

“So, you and I have things in common, like we’re not. Common that is. I’m here to pad my resume, and I’m assuming you are as well. You’re what, twenty? You’re about to apply for grad schools, right?”

Not if he didn’t bring up his grades, but generally speaking, he was. “I haven’t picked one yet.”

“I’m going to Wharton in the fall. They’ve had my place set for years now.”

La-di-da, Prince thought. His father could buy Wharton and toss Toby out on his ass, but he wouldn’t say that. “Good school,” he said simply.

“Oh, well, I see some friends at the other table. If you gentlemen will excuse me?” Toby asked politely as he stood and picked up his tray, heading two tables down from the three. 

“What the fuck is up with Ivy Leech?”

It was Prince’s turn to snort a laugh. “Ivy Leech?”

“Anton’s little pet name for Toby. He’s…well, maybe we should just let you judge for yourself.”

It didn’t take long for Prince to do just that. When Toby sat at the table with his buddies, laughter came like a boom that had all the other tables full of counselors turning to see what the laughter was from. 

“Prince,” they all heard Toby say to them in the jeer Prince had expected and the laughter roared again. 

“Ah, and there you go,” Silvio said, then started in on his food. 

“He’s talking about me? Why?”

Anton explained, “Toby is an insecure asshole. You being you, likely with as much or more money than him, he’s jealous so he’ll likely try to make your time here miserable. I think his mother didn’t hug him enough or something.”

“Anton, shit,” Silvio hissed, then lowered his eyes to his tray. 

Prince understood that Silvio was worried the comment about a mother’s hugs would bother him. He’d never had a mother or a hug from her, so he didn’t know if he was missing something important. In fact, hugs weren’t exactly a common thing for him. “It’s okay, Silvio. It happened when I was born, so it’s not like I knew her.”

“Don’t tell Toby that,” Anton warned. “You’d think something like that would be out of bounds, but not with guys like him.”

To change the subject, Prince asked, “When to we get our electronics back?”

The camp had collected all phones, tablets, and computers to give the counselors a chance to be unplugged for their time there. “You get it back on your days off. Never while you are watching the kids,” Silvio explained. “One kid almost drowned one day while the counselor was busy texting his girlfriend.”

Anton quipped, “How Friday the 13th is that?”

“That you know, but Prince was just a singer?”

Getting them back on subject, Prince pushed, “Only on our days off? What if there is, I don’t know, an emergency?”

“There are landlines and walkies,” Anton said, laughing a little as he took a bite of eggs. 

After rolling his eyes, Prince started to rise from the table. “I’m going to get to the craft cabin. Where is it?”

“On the other end of the camp, just down from the boathouse.”

“Thanks. See you guys at lunch?”

Silvio was chewing but gave Prince a thumbs up and Anton nodded before Prince turned and went to the huge trashcans by the door. Wanting to throw the tray and all in the big metal can, he saw there was a stack of trays on a table behind it. He let the rest of his food slide off into the can with all the rest of the discarded food and stacked the tray, already dreading dining hall duty. The thought of cleaning them made him want to wretch. 

The lake was really beautiful, but he’d much rather recline on a nice lounge chair on the shore while sipping wine and checking his Insta. How anyone liked camping, he’d never understand. Dirt, bugs and wild animals were not his idea of a good time. 

And then he saw someone that had him rethinking his stance on camping. Just as he neared the craft cabin with wooden letters painted to announce just that across the side of it, he saw a man fishing maybe thirty feet from where he stood, gaping. 

Shirtless, tattooed and so hot, Prince felt a trickle of sweat rolling down his temple. 

Casting out the line, then reeling it taut, the man’s dark hair shone in the light that came off the lake. He had on sunglasses, like he was driving a Ferrari on the highway of the Amalfi Coast. Yes, that dark olive skin covering the perfectly muscled form, Prince was sure he was of Italian descent, or at least Greek. The summers he’d spent in both places were the most memorable of his childhood because his budding gayness had awakened staring at men just like the one on that lake shore. 

He could have screamed as a girl’s voice interrupted his drooling. “Are you Prince? I hope I’m saying that right.”

Tearing his eyes from the vision down shore, Prince saw an awkward girl standing near the steps of the cabin. “I’m Prince. It’s pronounced like it looks, yeah.”

“Oh! Oh, good,” she said as she hurried over to him, her hand out the entire way from the stairs to him. “I’m Caroline.”

“Nice to make your acquaintance,” he said as he shook her hand. 

“So glad it’s you. I mean, I know I don’t know you, but you’re not,” she started, then lowered her voice. “You’re not Toby and his friends.” She realized she didn’t know if Prince was indeed on the list of said friends, so she backtracked. “I mean, if you are his friend, that’s just great, but…”

“I’m definitely not his friend,” Prince said, assuring she was off the hook for the comment. 

Relief flooded her visibly, and she shook his hand again. Her nose wrinkled as she laughed and said, “Thank goodness. He’s not a very nice person.”

“No, he’s not.”

She was cute, terribly thin and boyish looking. Her hair was even shorter than Sabrina’s, but purple. “Come on, let’s get the crayons sorted.”

“Sounds good,” he said, suddenly glad he’d come. As much as he loved being rich and all that came with it, he was pretty low on people he genuinely liked to be around, and so far, he’d met a few he could tolerate. With one more glance over at the perfectly beautiful man on the shore, who was probably so straight, Prince could get punched just for leering, he followed Caroline into the cabin. 








  
  

Chapter Two
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The fisherman was gone by the time he took a break from unboxing craft paper, markers, crayons and round ended scissors. Disappointed, Prince took a stroll that way to see if the guy had left anything behind to give Prince a hint who he might be.  

The shore was soft and sandy, almost like a real beach, and his white sneakers would be a mess by the time he got back to his cabin. No matter, he’d be throwing them away when he got home, anyway. The new styles for fall would drop soon after that, and he’d replace most of his wardrobe. 

There was a prefect circle in the sand where the man had set his beer, and his shoe treads were all over the area. Other than those prints that hinted that someone had been there, there were no other signs. Nothing to tell Prince a name or where he might stay around the lake. 

After he walked back to his cabin, he got on his bed and pulled his suitcase onto it next to him. In it were the clothes his maid had packed, his toiletries, including the best sunscreen money could buy. He spread some on his face as Silvio came in, huffing and stomping his feet over the wood planks of the floor. “That asshole!”

Prince guessed, “Toby?”

“Of course! Who else in this place is as big an ass?”

“What did he do?”

Silvio waved a hand in the air and mumbled, “Never mind, it’s no use.”

There were a few things about Prince that he rarely wanted anyone to know about him. One was that he was very lonely. It wasn’t easy to make friends in the circles where he usually ran. Oh, fake friends abound, a kiss-kiss on each cheek, veiled criticism made to sound like compliments and the ever-present competition about what one had that the other did not. 

Silvio wasn’t exactly his friend, but he hoped there was a potential there. He pushed away the worst parts of himself to have some empathy and maybe cement a friendship. It would be something good that came of the ordeal. 

“If you need me to help, I can help. He likely hates me, and that’s okay. I’ve been hated by guys like him all my life. I don’t rise to the same levels as them as far as treating other people like they’re beneath me. Or…I don’t do that all the time.”

Silvio gazed over his shoulder at Prince, laughing silently. “You’re one of those good-hearted billionaires, is that what you’re saying?”

Slamming his mouth shut, he felt tears well in his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. He blinked them away, turning his head to hide it. 

When he felt the bed sagging at the end, he turned to see Silvio sitting near him, his dark eyes warm. “Sorry. I used to come here when I was a kid. The counselors were mostly like him, rich, doing this to pad their resumes for college or some fancy internship. One even had to do community service because they killed a guy driving too fast down some steep road.”

He was going to ask about that, but it came to him quickly. “He had a very powerful lawyer, right?”

“Three, if the rumors were true. The point is, I came here to be someone these kids could look up to. I made it out of the barrio, made it past being hungry and never having new clothes. Guys like him only push it their faces that they’re gonna have to work a hundred times harder to get half the life that he has without doing a thing.”

“Like me.”

With a whisper, he said, “Yeah.”

“I get it. I’m one of them, but…I’m not. Not really. I have more money than he does, I’m pretty sure, and I enjoy it, sure. What these kids might never know, though, is that we don’t know real people. We don’t have real friends or real family lives. At least, I don’t. Rich in one area usually makes a person poor in another.”

“Poor little rich boy syndrome, right?”

“I guess,” Prince said, laughing. “Sorry. I’m sure my problems seem stupid to you.”

“No, vato, they don’t. We have the same issues in my neighborhood. Our folks gotta work all the time just to keep the lights on, you feel me? So, we know that shit, but I get it, Prince. Things really are difficult for anyone.”

“Thanks. And, you know,” he said in a whisper, casting a glance around to assure they wouldn’t be overheard. “I can make his life miserable. Just give me the word, and he’ll have a lot of trouble.”

“How?”

“Wharton, for starters. If I asked my dad to get me Toby’s place there, he would.”

A slow smile spread across Silvio’s full lips. “You got evil in you. My grandmother would say Hail Mary’s over you.”

“I don’t think it would work.”

“Probably not. Listen, I can take the shit he throws my way. If he messes with the campers, then I’ll turn you loose. Do your worst.”

“Deal,” Prince said, holding out a hand to seal the deal. 

Silvio shook his hand and offered, “Want to come help me clean up the floats for the littler kids?”

“Is it gross?”

“Snob! No!”

He smiled happily and finally felt that way, too. Then he thought of Gadsden. He was right to send him to the camp. As much as Prince hated him for it, he was suddenly pretty grateful. 

When Sabrina found him helping Silvio, she smiled at us both. “I was hoping the two of you would be friends.”

“Why’s that?” Prince asked, suddenly stressed that everything about the camp had been set up for him, as he was used to the rest of his life. He needn’t worry, though. Sabrina was no fool and didn’t suffer them either. 

“Silvio is our best counselor. He was our best camper before that, and you’re new to the entire thing. Why wouldn’t I want you two to be friends instead of…others?”

Prince got the hint. Rich boys gravitated to rich boys. “No reason.”

“Okay, well, since you’re both here, I’ll get you checked off together. You both can work Cabin C, that’s the ten to twelve-year-old boys. You’ll make sure they’re awake by seven each morning. They get to breakfast, and they stay away from the lake except for group activities there. Which is not easy, Prince. Silvio likely has some stories for you on that front.”

“You should feel honored. Cabin C is the hardest of all of them,” Silvio said with a smile thrown to Sabrina. 

“Why?”

Sabrina explained, “They’re children transitioning into young men. They’re mean and hate authority, all those new hormones kicking in gives them the feeling of invisibility. They will swim, take off, climb trees, pet bears, you name it.”

“P-pet bears? You’re joking, right?”

She didn’t say a word but stared into his eyes until he blinked. 

Silvio could only laugh. 

“So…I’m never going to get a break, in other words.”

“Nope! That’ll teach you to not study,” she said, then left with a flourish. 

“She knows?”

A hand came down on his shoulder as Silvio warned, “She knows everything, vato. That woman has ESP or something. Eyes in the back of her melon, you feel me? Never try to get one over on her.”

“Heard and heard,” Prince said with awe. 

Before the last meal of the day, they all met in the dining hall to go over procedure for safety and rules for the counselors, the interactions with each other and the kids that were coming. Prince watched Toby as each thing was listed and he laughed with his buddies about them, as if he fully planned to ignore the rules. 

Silvio leaned over to whisper, “He’s got the boys thirteen to fifteen this year. I really hate to see what he’ll teach them.”

“Like what?”

“Like how he treats girls. He is a complete ass with girls. He thinks they all want him, and he takes advantage of that.”

Prince couldn’t count the number of his peers in boarding school that had felt the same. They were gods of the civilized world; they thought. Money bought them whatever they wanted and bought them out of trouble, too. 

He didn’t have that problem. From the time he was a little kid, he knew he was into boys, but he hadn’t told his father that. He’d listened too many times to his father dreaming about the day he’d have grandsons to keep the family name going, but what he really meant was the family blood. Adopting wouldn’t be accepted. It had to be a true Rose child. 

“Like I said, all you have to do is say the word.”

Silvio stared at him with his lips twitching. He wanted to smile so badly. Still, he warned, “No, revenge isn’t good, especially with people like that. They’ll only keep it going. More revenge, more hate. It’s better not to.”

Prince read between all those lines. If Prince took some act of vengeance, it wouldn’t be under Silvio’s name. 

Dinner was gruel much like breakfast and lunch had been, but Silvio noticed how Prince picked at his food. “The cook here sucks, but every Friday, even after the campers come, we do a big barbeque and Sabrina might let us do the cooking.”

“Me? Cook? I’ve barely seen a kitchen!”

A roll of his eyes, and Anton busted up laughing. “God, could you be any more unaware of the shit you say?”

“I was just being truthful.”

“Truth can hurt, my good man. Next time, leave it at you can’t cook. Then poor guys like me won’t plan to hang you from the flagpole.”

He smiled shyly, and whispered, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

After dinner was free time for the counselors, so Anton, Silvio and Prince went to the end of the lake, almost the exact spot where he’d seen his mysterious fisherman with the tattoos and fine body. 

As he scanned the area for him, Anton noticed. “Okay, what the hell are you looking for? I promise, there are no ax murderers lurking in the trees.” He lost his smile and glanced over each shoulder in turn. “At least, I hope not. I’m a terrible runner.”

“Then we won’t have to worry. He’ll get you while Prince and I get away.”

“Nice! You’d leave your best buddy to die at the hands of some eighty’s slasher?”

“You have issues with the eighties?” Prince asked him while laughing at the two of them. 

“Right? It’s the decade his folks are from, so he thinks he has to rebel against it.”

Prince sighed, “Well, I’ve got a boomer dad and millennial stepmother. My mom was Gen X, but I never knew her. I’d have to rebel about everything.”

He finally noticed them gaping at him. Silvio was the one to ask, “Your dad is married to a child, what? Thirty years younger?”

“Yes, well, actually thirty-five. My mom was twenty years younger than him. He’s sixty-six.”

Anton fell back on the sandy shore and Silvio snorted, “Old playa.”

“Old rich player,” Prince corrected. “My mom was really in love with him, though. Everyone’s told me how happy they were. Tory, my stepmother, she’s into his money. It’s obvious. They vacation separately and everything, but she’s okay, I guess. She doesn’t boss me around or anything.”

After he was done contemplating the love lives of the rich, Anton stripped off his shirt. “I say we get wet. Who’s with me?”

“Me,” Silvio said, but Prince crossed his arms over his chest. “No thanks! That water is just a degree or two above freezing!”

“Nah, it’s summer. It’s at least five degrees above freezing,” Anton casually dropped. 

“Climate change, my friend. At least ten degrees,” Silvio said as he started for the water. 

“Right, climate change. Come on, Prince. You look like you could use some baptism.”

“It’s…not clean! It’s filthy and fish shit in there. You realize that, right?”

Silvio stopped when he was only ankle-deep and laughed at him. “Have you never dipped into a lake? Ocean?”

“The ocean? Are you serious? Jellyfish and sharks and more filth?”

Anton came out of the water, running right for Prince and once he reached him, started shaking his head like a dog, the water from his hair flying out around him. 

The water was freezing on Prince, but he couldn’t stop laughing, either, even when Anton and Silvio both pulled him toward the water. 

“Unhand me! I’ll sue,” he yelled, but laughed even louder until he was hip-deep in the water, and the laughter was frozen right out of him. “It’s freezing! I knew it!”

As his teeth chattered, Silvio soothed, “Don’t get out. You’ll get used to it, believe it or not.”

He refused to believe that. There was no way it was true, but he was too cold to move, so he had little choice. 

Then, in the trees not fifteen yards from the shore, he saw the shadow of a man standing, watching them. At least Prince thought he was watching. It was hard to tell in the dark, but he looked to be the same shape as the fisherman he’d seen earlier. 

“Silvio,” Prince whispered as he waded over to him. 

“Look at you! Told you you’d get used to it.”

Turning his back to the shore, Prince whispered as low as he could, “Do you see someone watching us?”

As Silvio took the time to see, Anton came over to them, wondering what the whispering was about. “See that guy, Anton?” Silvio asked his friend. 

“Who is that?”

My dream man, Prince thought with a smile. It was truly pitiful and cliché, but that tattooed god would make Leonard Rose have a hissy fit that could be epic. The thing was, he was exactly the kind of guy Prince liked and he didn’t know if it was because of the fact his dad’s head would explode or not. 

“Look it this,” Anton said to Silvio. “I think our new friend is a member of the alphabet mafia.”

“Oh, shit, I think you’re right,” Silvio agreed. 

Prince side-eyed them. “And?”

“This ain’t the Middle Ages,” Anton said. “Or even the eighties. It’s cool and better yet, that cute mysterious thing you got going would drive the women crazy, so keep on liking the vitamin D and leave those ladies to us.”

Silvio groaned, “So gross, Anton!”

“It’s true!”

The cold water was an afterthought. They accepted him. Prince felt for the first time in his life that someone liked him for him, and not his money or status. His father had been careful to keep him only around those of means. Even his nannies were paid so well, they’d left and bought million-dollar homes. 

He’d longed for diversity, and after finding it, treasured it. 

And for that night, it only lasted for a moment. Toby and his buddies strolled to the shore, cutting off the line of sight he had in seeing the man in the trees. “Hey, guys! You skinny dipping and jerking each other off in there?” Toby called, and his friend, Fabian, laughed like Toby was a true comedian. 

“Really original, Toby,” Silvio called, and the three started for the shore together. “And even more mature!”

“You all were literally all clustered together in the lake. What else would someone think?”

“Fuck off, frat boy,” Anton said as he got out of the water. 

Prince was so cold his teeth were chattering again. The light breeze hit his wet skin like liquid nitrogen was being poured over him. Unwilling to let Toby see him weakened that way, he forced his teeth to stop smacking together. “Why, Toby, do you ask? Wanting to join in?”

Toby’s eyes narrowed hatefully, his body tensing as he stared at Prince. Fabian was watching Toby closely, obviously unsure of how to proceed without his friend’s lead. “What was that, Rose?”

“Just asking. I don’t know you. In fact, no one that I know has even heard of you, I’m sure.”

Fuming, Toby gritted, “Funny, Rose.”

“Thanks. I’ll let my father know you think so.”

When Fabian and Toby ran off, Silvio and Anton rolled around the shore laughing, then got up to pat Prince on the back and shake his hand excitedly. “He’s gonna be out for blood, vato, but man, you got him. You got him good.”

“You’re right. He’ll be after me now.”

A noise came to Prince, a cracking sound in the forest to his left. He saw the back of a man as he walked off into the woods, and Prince felt a chill running down his spine. 

“That him?” Anton asked.

“That’s…him.”

“A mystery and an adventure. Welcome to camp, Prince Rose,” Silvio teased. “Come on. Let’s go get a beer.”

“Beer?”

Anton confessed, “We all bring a bunch up with us to have on the nights leading up to the kids coming. Then we stock up in town again for the week after the kids leave. Enjoy it while it lasts, we say.”

“I’ve only ever had beer once, when we were in Germany.”

Silvio groaned, “You’re gonna really hate this cheap stuff we get here. Sorry ‘bout that, but we’re all not rich.”

“If I come next year, I’ll bring the good stuff.”

“I knew I was gonna like you,” Anton sighed as he slung an arm loosely over Prince’s shoulders. “This is gonna be a helluva summer.”
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