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Content Warnings


●  Explicit sexual content

●  Age difference

●  Unintended sex work

●  Various terms used in reference to a trans man’s genitalia.
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Summer might be Mike's least favorite season, but he's at least out of class. Having to forgo his favorite denim jacket and jeans for a few months outweighs having to spend most of his time on research papers, but barely. 

He also misses the air-conditioned classrooms.

While he could look for a job that provides as much, that too comes with a surplus of sacrifices he's not thrilled to make. Not to mention that on-campus jobs are limited and most of them went to students with way better grades than his before applications even went up.

But whatever, he much prefers the freedom of taking random gigs all over town. Like doing Mrs. Carter's groceries, the old woman far too frail to do them herself. Or painting Mr. Ramon's fence while he recovers from shoulder surgery. It's the odd job that doubles as community service, good for both his pockets and his ego.

His pop says it's juvenile, insisting that this kind of work can't go on resumes or make enough money to put towards a proper retirement fund. That's why it's work cut out for high school kids rather than college freshmen.

Honestly, Mike could care less when all he needs is money right now. Money to get out of this town for good. Money to get himself 'fixed' up.

Dillon isn't really a bad place to grow up in. Everyone knows each other well enough that nobody ever locks their doors at night, but as it goes with most small towns, it's a dead end street for someone like him.

Maybe he does prefer being away at college. Billings isn't about it being a big city—he could care less about big city living—but rather the fresh faces that have more in common with him than he does with the folks he grew up seeing every day.

While Dillon isn't big or fancy enough to merit being on any map, its population does skew towards the upper middle class. Older families used to and still run ranches and farms, and newer ones have fallen into the technological boom.
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