Guardianship
by Allen Baker

As the owner of a gay leather bar, you see a lot of things ... a lot of people.  Over the years you learn to recognize the types, anticipate the actions, know when to throw someone out before the trouble starts.

I had watched the kid from the moment he(d entered.  New.  Green.  Nervous and excited.  Not really knowing how to act.  Novice, but of age ... so I let him be.  Actually somewhat amused at his naive fumbling.  But then it got later and busier, and I didn(t have time to observe for a while.  I was too busy helping Karl tend the bar.

When things slowed down a bit, I saw him with two guys who weren(t regulars.  They were a bit soused bookended him along a wall, each leaning on a shoulder facing him.  He was clearly excited ( one look at the tent in his jeans told me that.  But nervous as well.  I could see they were making a move, and he seemed reluctant to go along.  Something about them didn(t seem quite right to me.  Instinct, I guess.  I even asked Karl if he knew them.  He didn(t.  I wondered if I should intervene, but shrugged and decided it was none of my business.  The kid was of age.  None of my business.  The kid finally nodded, and the threesome left the bar.

So I really felt somewhat guilty and peripherally responsible later.  As things were slowing up, and it neared closing.  I grabbed some trash and went to the back alley dumpster.  There he was, lying on the pavement, depantsed and castrated.  I dropped the garbage and rushed back in.  I yelled at Karl to close up and without explanation grabbed my jacket, some of the trash bags, and a bag of ice.

Opening the back of my wagon, I put spread out some bags and loaded his bleeding form.  I lodged the sack of ice where his used to be and peeled rubber.  The hospital emergency entrance was only eight city blocks away, but I(m lucky nobody was killed as I ran every light getting there.  His pants were gone, so he had no ID.  They just logged him in as John Doe and keep my info as the only known contact.  One they let me know he was stable, there was nothing more I could do, so I went on home.

Too early the next morning, the police called and wanted me to drop in to make a statement.  Bleary eyed, I told them the little I knew.  I guessed the two bastards were gay-bashers out on a sadistic lark.  I gave vague descriptions, but said the kid had spent more time with them and would be able to do better.  They agreed that he might, if he came out of the coma.

That sent me for another loop.  In a coma and castrated.  Poor kid.  I decided I(d keep tabs on him for a while.  I called in to the hospital for three days, before they said he(d finally come about.  He seemed to have his memory straight and was able to tell them his name and next of kin.  They said his family had already been in, so I didn(t see any need to rush right over.

Later that afternoon, I decided to drop in.  The male nurse who was a regular at the bar gave me a heads-up on the day(s happenings.  They hadn(t told the kid everything about his condition at first.  They waited for the mom and step dad to arrive.  Then all hell broke loose.  Step dad shouted holly hell when he found out the kid had been to a gay bar.  Disowned him in violent terms and dragged the tearful mom out the door.  At the same time, the kid had gone into understandable hysterics at finding he(d lost his prized family jewels.  Pure pandemonium until they had the kid sedated.

And so that(s how I found him as I went into the private room.  The lights were dimmed and, of course, he had hardly seen me in the hazy bar.  That, combined with the drugs, it was understandable he had no idea who I was.  And he hardly cared.  I could tell by the dead light in his eyes that he felt life had ended at age twenty-two.  The fraternal instincts I didn(t know I owned kicked in.  I just wanted to gather him up and croon to him, but figured that would freak him out right then.  Me, too, actually.

So I just sat down on the edge of his bed and tried to comfort him.  (Look, kid. ... By the way what is your name?(
After an indifferent delay came the listless reply.  (Kevin.(
(Well, look then, Kevin.  I know a few nutless guys.  They get shots or pills and lead normal lives.  Even normal sex lives.  Your life has changed, but it isn(t over by a long shot.  So you won(t be able to spawn kids.  So what gay guy gives a fuck?(
There was silence as he continued to stare at the wall.  I couldn(t tell if even heard me.

(Kevin, I know there(s been a family feud.  If you need anything ( anything at all, you just call me, ok?(  I wrote my cell phone number on my business card and put it on his tray.

There was no reaction.  (Ok, you need time to take this all in.  I(ll stop back tomorrow, ok?(  No reaction.  Finally, I reached out and grasped his thigh inside the blanket.  That got a reaction.  He jumped a bit, and he turned to look at my hand.  (Ok?(  He never looked up, but finally gave a small nod.  It would do for a start.

The next day, the doctor was just going into his room when I arrived.  Kevin, didn(t say anything, just nodded to a chair in the corner.  I sat quietly while the doctor talked.

(Well, Kevin, all the tests show you have no concussion or permanent head damage of any kind.  Though you may have some headaches for a couple of months yet.  That(s normal.  Your groin injuries are healing, you(ll just need to take it easy for a bit.  While you(ll need to have some sessions with the urologist to get you on hormone treatments, you should do just fine.  I think we should be able to release you today.  Do you have someone at home to look after you for a few days until you(re totally back on your feet?(
Kevin just shook his head.

I didn(t even know I was going to open my mouth before I heard my own voice.  (Yes he does.  He(s coming home with me.  I(ll look after him.(
Finally, he looked into my face for the first time.  He didn(t smile, just had a somewhat suspicious, questioning look.  Then slowly I saw trust spread into his eyes.  He didn(t say anything, just gave a small twitch of his head in acquiescence.

