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I arrived in Los Angeles early one Monday morning after driving 
across the continental US. It was the beginning of summer and 
I was tanned, felt relaxed and ready for my new adventure for a 
career in porn. Having moved from Florida to California, knowing 
no one in town and having nowhere to stay, the first thing I did was 
look for available rooms to rent. I had no real idea what I was doing, 
not having done any research on which areas to live in or the real 
estate. All I knew was that the porn industry was located in the San 
Fernando Valley, which was on the other side of the hill with the 
Hollywood sign. If I wanted a career in porn, wouldn’t that be the 
logical place? I logged online and made appointments for viewings 
for that afternoon. Rather than look for a place of my own I decided 
to rent a room. That way I would meet more people and it would 
give me more flexibility in deciding where to settle. 

Some of the rooms I saw were just awful, with paint peeling off the walls, or stained carpets (carpets! In LA!). While for others the 
room was nice but the landlord was odd. As the sun was beginning to set and since I still had not found a place I was beginning to 
worry. I had only been in LA for one day but I wanted to find a place quickly. 

By the fifth appointment I knew I found the place I wanted to rent. It was a room, a small apartment really at the back of a large house. 
The garden was filled with palm trees, bushes and shrubs and even had a small pool in the middle of it. The owner of the house was 
Mr Humphrey, an old man who rented out his rooms to actors and mostly gay men who arrive in the city. 

‘Kind of like you,’ he said smelling either the gayness or my freshness of being in LA. Mr Humphrey, smiled as he showed me around 
his home. Just his kind demeanour made me decide to take the room. The house, with its yellow and blue tiles that lined his living 
room walls and the smell of laundry, as well as the pool and garden was a bonus.

‘So what brings you to LA?’ he asked me.

I hesitated answering. I expected to be asked that question but I was taken aback when I was finally asked it. What should I respond 
with? Should I lie? In the end I decided to be honest and tell the truth. He would find out anyway and why risk anything by being 
deceitful?

‘I’m here to begin my career in porn,’ I said and braced myself for a response that would show me the door.

‘Oh how interesting,’ he said, as if he half expected that reaction. ‘I had a few of those porn star wannabes come in and rent the 
room from time to time.’

‘Oh cool,’ I said. ‘And are they in the industry? Where do they live in LA? Can you introduce me to them?’

‘I sure can introduce you to them but they probably won’t help you. They’re probably back on their farm in Nebraska or Montana, 
or whichever midwestern state they come from. Didn’t last long in LA. Nice bodies. Nice smiles. But not willing to put in the grit to 
make it as a porn star. A smile and a small-town attitude will only get you so far in this city,’ he went on. ‘Though it will open some 
doors,’ he added as an afterthought.

Hearing Mr Humphrey I was left winded.

‘Is it really that tough?’ I asked him.

‘Oh son, I wouldn’t know,’ he said. ‘But I do know that those guys came in, stayed three months, did stuff they didn’t really want to 
do, probably gave a few blowjobs as a promise for a role, didn’t get the role, and seeing that it was going nowhere decided to leave 
for home. Or maybe they got one or two parts, and then decided it was not worth the endless auditions, difficult directors, mean gay 
colleagues and left. Yes, I know you’re kind, the ones that want it all but are not willing to put in the time. I hope you’re as hardworking 
as you are cute,’ he said scaring me and complimenting me at the same time. 
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I once heard the phrase: if you haven’t made it by the age of 30 you’ll never make it. Now as I entered my new profession it never 
rang more true. What if I was about to set myself up to fail?

‘So you want the room or what?’ he asked, snapping me out of my thoughts.

‘Sure, I’ll take it,’ I said, not only liking the room but liking Mr Humphrey who, I had the feeling, would become my new LA advice guru. 

I moved into the small apartment at the back of the garden a couple of days later having stayed in the hotel I booked until then. It 
also gave me some time to buy furniture such as a new bed, shelves, and a TV. I had a small kitchen which I knew I was hardly going 
to use, and for such a small space I had both a bathtub and shower, which I was going to use all the time. 

As part of my tenancy I could also use the pool as much as I wanted. 

‘But no pool parties,’ Mr Humphrey warned me. ‘I don’t want to be kept awake at night by all your shenanigans.’

‘Would it be possible if I used your pool for some photoshoots? You know… for my auditions?’ I asked him.

He paused a moment and looked at me. I was sure he would reprimand me. 

‘Sure,’ he said his face breaking into a smile. ‘And if you make it big then give me a signed photo of you naked in my garden.’
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