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Their story




Paint your future with the colors of love! 

Seth Dickinson is an aspiring actor with two problems—he’s operating on a deadline, and he’s in love with one of his roommates. The clock is ticking away on Seth’s self-imposed expiration date to have a successful acting career. If he can’t get his big break within a few weeks, he’s destined to returned to Portland, Oregon, where he’ll be damned to join the family insurance business as a salesman and live an ordinary life.

Felix Morales is a real estate manager with two problems—his family doesn’t know he’s gay, and he’s in love with one of his roommates. Finding out the object of his hidden affections is giving up on his pursuit of acting and planning to return to his hometown, Felix has to decide if keeping his secret life from his parents is worth losing Mi Guapo Amor.

Won’t you come along with Seth and Felix as they undertake refurbishing a rental property and do their best to paint their future with all the colors of the rainbow! 

This low angst work of fiction follows two men as they try to decide what’s most important in life. It’s 21,000 words in length and ends with a happily ever after. Won’t you join them?
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Seth Dickinson prepared himself for the ribbing he was about to receive, and he swore he wouldn’t lose his temper this time. A job was a job, and for an aspiring actor, any acting job in film or on screen earned him hours toward his membership card in the Screen Actors Guild, which was the life’s blood of his chosen profession. 

Without a SAG card, Seth wouldn’t get an agent, and he wouldn’t be able to audition for bigger roles. Health insurance was a no-go. Surely he wasn’t the first person to ever ride the bus in blue grease paint and a black hoodie.

The high-pitched giggle from the other side of the door alerted Seth that, unfortunately, his roommates were home and would likely see his humiliation firsthand. Usually when the three of them were together, they had a great time, but today—Seth being blue and all—he would be the butt of the joke for the night, which was never fun.

Seth unlocked and opened the lovely craftsman-style oak door of the small bungalow he rented with two friends in Playa Vista and poked his blue head inside to see the coast was clear. It was a good thing he loved the color blue because his white-blond hair was now royal blue, too. The hairstylist at the rinky-dink, cut-rate studio where he’d filmed five commercials that day had said it looked great on him without even attempting to get the color out.

“It looks cute, Stan. If I had a little time, I’d add some navy highlights in it for you, and you’d be a trendsetter!” He didn’t bother to correct his name for her. With his luck, he’d probably never see her again.

Knowing he only had seconds before the security system chirped, alerting his roommates he was home, he quickly—and quietly—closed the door, set the alarm, and hurried through the front living room, making for the left to the hallway he shared with his best friend, Lena Olsen, the Swedish bombshell. His other roommate, Felix, had the primary suite because the bungalow belonged to his aunt. 

Ivelisse Torres, Felix’s aunt—or Ivy as she preferred—had once been an aspiring actress herself, as well as a damn savvy real estate investor. She’d bought up most of the bungalows on their street thirty-odd years ago with the money she made playing bit parts in films—usually, the maid or some other menial job assigned to Latinas in film before J. Lo came along with her luscious derriere. 

Ivy, a gorgeous woman of Puerto Rican heritage, showed the studio fat cats and haters that she was meant for bigger things than playing the sidekick. Now, she owned a multimillion-dollar real estate company based in Malibu. 

He closed and locked his bedroom door, not that it would keep Lena out if she wanted to bother him. In another life, Seth figured she must have been a locksmith or some equally questionable profession. In this life, she was his best friend who had been dumped by Felix Morales six months ago but had stuck around for reasons she hadn’t cared to share. 

Seth didn’t know why they broke up—it happened shortly after he’d moved in, but it wasn’t talked about in front of him. Lena would toss out playful digs on occasion: “Doesn’t our Seth look yummy in that sexy shirt he’s wearing to go out with friends in West Hollywood.” “Oh, Seth’s growing a little beard. Isn’t that cute, Lix?” “Oh, Seth shaved and cut himself. You wanna doctor it, Lix?”

The use of the nickname “Lix” always did odd things to Seth’s insides. He could easily imagine licking the handsome Latin man from head to toe, but those thoughts were best kept to himself. 

Felix knew he was gay—Lena couldn’t keep a secret to save her life, so spy wasn’t among her list of possible employment options. Even if she hadn’t opened her mouth, Seth wasn’t a shrinking violet by any stretch of the imagination. His time spent in West Hollywood with his “people” would be a tell if Seth played poker.

Seth shook off the black hoodie he’d worn on the bus to get home and looked at the blue paint on his arms and hands. How in the hell will I ever get this off?

He walked over to the mirror on his closet doors and lifted his pink and green striped t-shirt, seeing his chest and belly were just as blue as his face, ears, and neck. Without removing his jeans, he knew his legs told the same pathetic tale. He was doomed to walk the earth looking like Papa Smurf for at least a week!

“No, what was the cute one’s name?” Seth mumbled while he stripped to take a shower. He went to his backpack and grabbed his phone to Google “Smurf” names. “Vanity? Grouchy? I’ll actually take Smurfette at this point. At least she stood a chance in hell of getting laid,” Seth grumbled to himself.

BANG! BANG! 

“Seth, what the hell? We’ve been waiting for you to order food. I’ve got news to share, and Lix is badgering me to tell, so get out here,” Lena insisted. That didn’t sound like their strong, silent roommate at all, so he ignored Lena.

Seth glanced in the mirror at his naked form and chuckled. His junk and bikini line were stark white, which made him look like he was wearing a white swimsuit—except for the color of his cock and balls.

Lena banged again, so he huffed before he walked over to the door to keep from yelling. “I need to take a shower. Just order anything without anchovies or mushrooms, and I’ll be there in a minute,” he lied. Seth had no intention of coming out of his room until he was his pale, pasty self again. 

Seth retrieved clean lounge pants, briefs, and a long-sleeved t-shirt, pulling on his robe to go to the shared bathroom. He unlocked the door and jumped, shrieking in terror at the sight of both Felix and Lena resting against the wall outside his room.

“Oh, hell,” Felix commented with a poorly disguised smirk on his handsome face. If Seth wasn’t afraid of bruising that square jaw or blackening one of those beautiful green eyes that were so striking in Felix’s tanned face, he’d punch him. Sadly, Seth imagined Smurfette throwing a punch, and her form was less than manly.

“What was the bet over?” Lena taunted.

“Ha! Ha! It’s grease paint, and it was for a role in a commercial,” Seth announced, knowing it was best to face it than continue to be vague about why he was blue.

“What commercial? You didn’t tell me you had a commercial,” Lena pried.

Seth huffed a little. “I don’t have to run job opportunities by you, but yes, I got a commercial which was why I took the day off at the store. It’s for Gowdey Automotive Park in Encino. I shot five commercials today, and if they all air, it should be exactly what I need to get my SAG card. I played a genie.”

Lena took off toward the kitchen without a word, shocking Seth, but Felix stepped closer and rubbed his thumb over Seth’s jaw before pulling away and holding up his thumb. “At least it comes off, guapo.”

Seth sighed dreamily at hearing the unknown word roll off Felix’s silver tongue. The man smoldered just standing in front of him, his hair rumpled from Felix’s habit of running his right hand through it when he was thinking. Seth was sure with Felix’s job as a leasing agent for Ivy’s real estate business, he was doing a lot of thinking.

“What did that word mean?” Seth asked, kicking himself for never having taken Spanish in high school back in Oregon.

Felix chuckled, a sound that sent chills down Seth’s spine every time. “That’s for me to know, mi amiguito azul.”

Without waiting for any response from Seth, Felix walked away as he loosened his tie and pulled it free from the collar of his white dress shirt. Of course, he made the move with more panache than Seth believed he had in his whole body.

Lena returned with a bottle of dishwashing liquid that caused Seth to let out a little shriek of horror. “Eep! What do you propose I do with that?”

“Grease remover… See, it says it right here on the bottle. Wash with it and then come out here and explain to me why you agreed to be a Smurf for a commercial,” Lena ordered. 

Seth wasn’t surprised at her Smurf reference—they were best friends because they thought a lot alike.

The two met when Seth got a job working as a stock person at the same trendy boutique in Beverly Hills where Lena was the assistant manager. Seth told her he was living at a youth hostel on Hollywood Boulevard, taking the bus to a stop two blocks from Wilshire Boulevard and walking to the boutique so nobody saw him get off the bus.

Lena seemingly took pity on him and offered for him to sleep on her couch in West Hollywood for free, which he took her up on immediately. For a year, they fought over her inability to use a hanger and Seth’s constant nagging at her to put the dishes in the dishwasher, and then one night, Lena met Felix at a birthday party for a mutual friend and told Seth that she’d met the one.

They dated for three months and then Lena moved in with Felix. Seth had the apartment to himself for a month before the landlord sold the building, and Seth was evicted. 

Thankfully, Lena extended him an invitation to move into one of the extra bedrooms in Felix’s aunt’s bungalow, and after the two of them went away for a weekend to Miami, they returned to L.A., and Lena moved into the bedroom next to Seth. No blow up; no explanation; no discussion.

Seth took the bottle of dishwashing soap and went into the bathroom, locking the door—not that it mattered to Lena if she wanted in—before he dropped his robe and took his full moon into the shower with the Dawn.

Forty-five minutes later, he emerged with the empty squeeze bottle and wrapped a towel around his waist before he turned around and looked into the mirror. His skin was a very light blue color, and his hair had actually changed colors to match the teal blue towel around his torso. “Damn,” he groaned. Just when he thought Smurf blue was humiliating, it seemed Avatar aqua was even worse.

Seth quickly dressed, knowing Lena would probably be at the end of her patience for food, and he ventured through the living room and into the kitchen where Lena was painting her nails. Felix, who had changed into shorts and a t-shirt, was having a bottle of beer while he worked on his laptop.

When Seth pulled out the chair from the yellow, retro-style Formica table, both of his roommates looked up at him, and Lena immediately fell on the floor into a hysterical heap. Felix looked up and swallowed his beer before he coughed. “Wow! It really brings out the blue in your eyes.”

Felix then proceeded to join Lena on the floor, both laughing until they were crying at Seth’s expense. It was too much for him to bear, especially after the day he’d had, so Seth went back to his room and closed the door, falling onto his bed to cry himself to sleep.
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