When I Was Still A Man

Ten years ago, when I was still a man, I dreamed as a man dreams.  My wishes were simple, and seemed to match those of my peers.  I wanted a house, larger than I could easily afford, and well appointed.  I wanted land – acres of it – fertile, verdant, and more than I could maintain.  A car - red, sleek and as hard as I wanted my cock to be  - to announce my virility.  A full head of hair and an athlete’s body – too well muscled for me to keep that way - were also part of the dream.  I wanted one or two showpiece children, as well bred as their mother would be.  Yes, my wife would be beautiful - not too bright, that could be a problem - and would hold onto her attractiveness with a grip so firm, it could never slip away.  

When I was still a man I wished for a brood of sexual partners – all willing, all gorgeous – of all persuasions; more of them than I could comfortably service.  I wanted my bank accounts filled with more money than I could ever hope to spend.  And happiness, ah – happiness.  That would follow, of course it would - I’d be happier than any man deserved to be.  When I was still a man, I dreamed as a man dreams.

When I was still a man I graduated from university as an accountant.  I lived my life as a man lives.  I held my dreams before me as a standard, and prepared to work to the death for them.  I had my home, large and expensive, but still not enough, and I appreciated it not.  It sprawled on a lush suburban section, groomed by a gardener who came once a week (in my wife, it turns out, but I was ignorant of that then).

As proud as I was of my quarter acre paradise, it still wasn’t enough.  I burned for more. 

My wife said she loved me, and was loyal and accepting of the need to maintain her appearance.  She never questioned my wishes, doubted my excuses, nor spurned my advances.  She cared beautifully for our house and two healthy but average children.  I took lovers when I could, female and male, but still thought of myself as Hetero sapiens sapiens.  These lovers gave me fleeting glimpses of the willing bevy I had once fantasised about.  When I was still a man, I loved as a man loves.

I worked hard – every hour in the office added to my bank balance; every dollar earned bore mute testimony to my success.  It wasn’t enough – when would it ever be enough?  I dreaded to spend it, hence was always striving to earn more.  When I was still a man, I worked as a man works.

When I was still a man, I drove like a man.  Fast, impatiently, and not as skilfully as I imagined.  The sleek red car of my dreams waited for the kids’ orthodontic work and the wife’s annual liposuction and overhaul to be paid up.  Mine was a high-maintenance family, you understand.  A big, blue European sedan was my temporary chariot, and I whipped those horses into shape.  Soon I would be able to afford my dream car.  Always soon…

I would commute to work along a notorious stretch of the coastal State Highway; a road driven by other men, other driven men.  The death toll along this stretch was extremely high – flocks of white crosses attested to its grim reputation.  I would fly along this road.  Ah, when I was still a man, I drove like a man.

The last morning of my life as a man is etched into my brain – the memory accessed so often there must be a neural pathway devoted solely to its maintenance.  That last day still feels like the here-and-now.

It begins when my wife - beautiful, smooth, ageless, newly overhauled at my expense – tells me she has taken a lover of her own: the gardener.  He is younger than me, and virile, with the face and body I’d once dreamed I would possess.  She says he has more time for her – he has none of my relentless ambition.  My manhood is threatened – she effectively castrates me with her confession.  I rage like a man.  

I leave the house in a fury, slamming doors, too mute with anger to stay there and fight.  I drive like a man possessed.  My foot presses the accelerator flat to the floor, the engine screams, the sea wind wails past the opened window.  I tailgate and overtake crazily, as I blindly flee the life I once thought I wanted.  I overtake blind, on a bend, and lose control of the car – spinning, spinning, and yet miraculously missing other vehicles before it slams headfirst into a bank.  My senses have never been more alive.  I hear every crunch of metal, glass and bone, smell tyre rubber, hot oil and my own blood and urine.  There is a fleeting heat between my legs, then numbness.  I am fully conscious all the time, knowing I am hopelessly pinned by wreckage.  The only movement I seem to have is in my face and eyes.  I am too mentally stunned to have full cognisance of what this might mean - thoughts of permanent injury are still far away.  Other motorists stop to assist; I can hear some of them saying I got what I deserved, for driving like an idiot.  Someone uses their cell phone to call the EMS, who arrive very quickly in a flash of red and blue lights.  

My mind seems fine –if a little shocked.  I can see, hear and speak, and believe that once I am free of this cruel metal carapace, will surely walk.

“It’s okay, mate – we’ll get you outta here  - you’ll be right’ says a fireman.  His eyes tell me he’s lying.

The paramedics are professional and upfront.

“Can you move your fingers?”  An arm must be free – why can’t I feel it?

“I think so, can’t see or feel them though”.  My brain sends messages to the fingers.  I assume they’re getting through.

“Any pain, mate?”

“Not really.  I can’t feel much at all, actually.”

“I’ll give you a shot anyway – it could hurt like buggery getting you out of this mess.”  The EMS man is kind, his face professionally neutral. I have no idea how bad things must be.  It’s funny – I can hear the seagulls.  I’m in this mess, and I can hear the bloody seagulls.

“Just a small needle in your arm now.”

I feel nothing, but see a bag of fluids being held high by a medic.  They must have put me on a drip.  An oxygen mask is placed over my face, the smell of the ocean replaced by that of old rubber.  I can still hear the sea though – the waves and the cries of the winged rats they call gulls.  

“It’s just oxygen, breathe deeply.”

I go a bit woozy; they must have given me something through the drip.  I lose my hold on consciousness.

There are scattered scraps of memory here - a half-awake state that seems endless.

I don’t know when it is I wake fully, but now I’m deaf, and blind, and have no voice.  I have sensation again though.  My toe itches – the middle one on the left – I want to scratch it, but it seems I can’t move.  It will only be a matter of time, though - surely -before I’m back on my feet.  My optimism is wavering a little now, but I hold it closely, like a shield.  Maybe the drugs they’ve given me are making me paralysed.  

I am recalling more of the crash every day.  Initially it was the type of piecing together you do after a hard night on the booze – the way I drank when I was still a man.  I feel I’m in a kind of limbo at the moment – a hiatus until my manhood resumes.

Being an accountant, a practical man, I don’t panic, but take the time to exercise my brain.  In my periods of wakefulness I devise new tax avoidance schemes, perform complex mental arithmetic, and flex my intellectual muscles.  I think of my faithless wife and our children.  I wonder - do they visit me?  Does anyone hold vigil over my body?  Does anyone weep?  I fear not.  I suspect I am alone.

As I think of my latest lover, I feel a heat in my groin, feel my cock begin to thicken.  My ‘phantom’ cock I call it now, as although I am aware of it, I cannot touch or see it.  Its tumescence is real to me, but there is no way I can effect its release.  

I sleep - probably more than I used to – the mind is poor company when deprived of sight, of sound, of taste, of speech, of touch.  Thus dislocated from my surroundings I can no longer think of myself as a man.  I wonder how they’re feeding me, but know they must be – no hunger or thirst troubles me. I can’t wait till they wake me from this drug-induced sleep.  I’ll follow my dreams then – throw over the cuckolding wife for a hot new lover or two, and buy myself that Ferrari.  I now occupy my mind with protecting my assets when I divorce the two-timing bitch.

***

As Brain WPM47 schemes away in its plastic nutrient bath (lovingly known as the ‘Think Tank’), the electrodes attached to its convoluted pink-grey surface monitor its activity.  It is a miracle.  It’s been close to ten years since the brain was harvested, and it still shows sign of intense mental activity.  The sexual arousal centre in the ‘primitive’ area of the brain still functions, but that is no surprise, as this area is always the last to die off.  No, the fact the cerebral cortex – the ‘human’ part of the brain is still active, is nothing short of a triumph.  This functioning cortex was, in fact, the very essence of the man whom this brain once controlled.

The code number, WPM47, shows the donor was once a white professional male, who was aged 47 at time of harvest.  Perusal of its file notes shows the donor’s body died in a motor vehicle accident, leaving an intact, uninjured intellect.  The man’s crushed and useless frame would never recover, a fact that eased the conscience of the ICU specialist who was bribed to declare him brain dead, freeing the brain for harvest.  The dead body was divested of its grey matter in a highly secret, experimental procedure, without approval from any ethical committee.  This reaping of human brains with a view to transplantation was then in its infancy.  A covert research facility had been removing the brains of primates and lower animals for several years, and had now developed the technology to the point that their successful transplantation was occurring.  The facility needed to access a human organ, and this chance – an intact cerebrum atop a dead body, was too good to turn down.

Mr WPM47 had his brain removed at autopsy; he was buried without it.  So, this procedure did not yet have ethical approval, but social mores do have a habit of catching up with technology, especially where mortality is concerned.

***

Mrs WPM47 is living with the gardener.  She grieves not for her lost spouse.  She is enjoying the freedom of ‘letting herself go’, and the space she has now the children have left home.

Meanwhile WPM47 himself floats in his think tank, full of schemes and his memories of how things were when he was still a man.

The End (
