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“First, let me introduce myself. I’m Ray Errington, freelance journalist and sometime biographer. For years no-one fascinated me more than the gay porn star, Ryan Challoner. You could almost call it an obsession. And there was no-one whose biography I yearned more to write. God knows I tried to persuade him to let me, but he wasn’t having any of it. I lost count of the messages I sent, pieces about him I’d written, contacts I’d met he might know. Nothing worked. Then disaster! He went off the radar; no-one heard anything from him or knew where he was. Including me. But unlike those others I wasn’t prepared to leave it at that. It took me years, but my persistence paid off. I finally tracked him down and got to meet my idol. In fact, to spend quite a bit of time with him. But did I write that bio? Well, no. And he had a very interesting way of ensuring I never would. But more of that later. Let me take you through his life from the perspective of some of the guys who got to know and work with him. First, his classmate Nathan Silverstein. Nate was not only a friend and ally of Ryan’s but was pivotal in the launch of their first film, Locker Room. Despite the film’s success, or maybe even because of it, they fell out and drifted apart. I met Nate when we were both at Columbia. It took a while to gain his confidence but when I did this is what he told me.

“Hi, I’m Nate. When I was a kid, my folks moved from upstate New York to California. They were hippies, I guess, and wanted to get as far away from ‘normal’ people as they could. And Orange Valley, our new home was certainly that! We were out in the boonies, and I hated it. No neighbors for miles, apart from Ryan and his crazy aunt. They lived up the side of a steep hill in this old ‘Psycho’ house. The place was a wreck, but it had a pool that must have been fancy one time. It was almost derelict when I first saw it. And there was a gazebo, though calling it that is like calling Disney World a theme park. Ryan and I hung out in the summer house most times, only now and then bothered by his aunt shouting from the house. I never saw her, not once. And Ryan hardly ever responded to her. He’d lost his parents in a car accident, so she was responsible for him. Seems she was loaded but her nephew saw very little of that money and I think he may have been a little envious of me. Crazy to say that! ‘Cos Ryan was everything I was not. Tall, slim, muscular, with curly blond hair and green eyes that always got your attention. I used to think folks would see us and think of Jon Voight and Dustin Hoffman from Midnight Cowboy. We got close because we traveled to school together. But once we got there, we saw very little of each other. He was studying languages. I remember he wanted to learn German, but the faculty couldn’t oblige, so he organized his own distance-learning course, and they let him get on with it. He nearly always did his own thing, spending most of his time in the language lab. He never joined in any other activity at school if he didn’t have to.

“My folks were well off. Dad was a salesman and rarely home. And my stay-at-home mom was often bored. She’d sit on the step strumming her acoustic guitar, pretending not to be high. She thought she was Joan Baez but sounded more like Joan Rivers. She couldn’t give a shit. She didn’t like my new friend, though she wouldn’t say why. I resented that because he was always very respectful around her. Ryan was into physical fitness. He and I started running together late in the evenings when it cooled down. After we finished, I’d shower and change in my bedroom. Ryan went to our basement where there was a wet room next to the laundry. One evening my mom came down while he was showering. She saw where he’d placed his clothes in a neat pile. She was critical about this, saying it wasn’t ‘typical male behavior.’ Boy was she in for a surprise! But another occasion lives in my memory. Ryan showed up one evening in the wildest cowboy boots I’d ever seen. They were python skin, pointed and knee high. I laughed and said, ‘Dolly Parton’s on the ‘phone, she wants her boots back.’ He sat down, crossing his legs and stroking the three-inch heels. ‘Yeah, they’re ladies, size 11, and a bit tight, but they were $25 at the Thrift shop.’ ‘You don’t care, do you?’ I commented, not laughing. He got serious for a moment. ‘It’s the Tom Cruise thing. A small guy wants lifts because he’s desperate to be taller, but in fact if you’re over six foot already, why not be six three?’ He pulled off the boots then undressed, stacking his clothes meticulously. We went running, then once back I headed to my bedroom to shower. Ryan went down to the basement, unaware that mom was hovering. Cut to the chase, she stood and watched him shower, and wash. Ryan did everything thoroughly. When he washed, he ran the suds smoothly and seductively all over his body. It was a performance. And when he got to the genitalia it was no different. He'd lather up then spread the soap around his over-size organ but giving it no more attention than any other part of his body. This all must have freaked mom out. Christ knows what was going through her head. A teenage boy twice the size of her own husband! Mom burst into my room without knocking. ‘I don’t think you should see him,’ she said, in some kind of weird voice. When I asked why, she could only blurt out stuff about him ‘being a man,’ and ‘overdeveloped.’ I brushed it off. She’d just been ogling the perfect male body. And maybe she was the first; soon there would be millions more.

“I didn’t see Ryan much that summer. My folks took me to Europe, that was a bore. He stayed home and helped the builders repair the swimming pool. When I caught up with him at the beginning of school his transformation was sensational. He'd grown out his curly blond beach hair, which was now below the collar, and his skin was tanned, highlighting his green eyes even more. But it was his physique that stood out. That yard work had broadened him, stripped away any fat, and developed his six pack. He’d perfected a slow, purposeful walk that complemented the new look. He was fearless. I worried he might take some heat from the jocks at school who were always ready to call some kid a ‘fag’, but that was killed stone dead the first day they checked him out in the shower. I wasn’t there but he described it to me. ‘No-one came near me. I just took my time in there, washing. Yes, I’ll admit I played with my cock, why not? By the time I emerged from the steam it was plumped up and as big as a dick gets before it points north. It went quiet, they were all looking. I felt great.’ Thereafter the guys left him alone. By contrast the teaching staff loved him; he was a straight A student and had no trouble dumping his P.E. lessons in exchange for more academics. Some girls tried their luck with Ryan, and here I ran interference. They knew we hung out and thought I might put in a word for them. The rumors about his size were widespread and I played on that, trying to get attention for myself. I claimed I’d seen him a bunch of times, swimming naked. That was true. But so far as girls were concerned, I had no more chance fixing a date between him and them than he could have done for me.

“Then one weekend early in September, he invited me around to celebrate the ‘opening’ of his new pool, and suggested I bring the drinks. We swam, hung out, drank a little, then once it got too hot, we laid down in the gazebo. It felt like there was no-one else in the world, and I liked it that way. We talked about stuff, school, the other kids, but nothing serious until he raised himself up on one elbow and stared at me. ‘No more study for me. I plan to do porn. I’ve figured it all
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