The joy of sexlessness

I am in flight

Beating veined wings

Thin and diaphanous

Slicing summer air

Antennae quiver

As I chase a queen

My airborne Gretel

Betrayed by her hormonal contrail

Swifts wheel above us

Harvesting the gene pool

Taking weak and strong

Hunger isn’t selective

My strength fades with day

Though my desires remain

And I’m torn apart

As my body drops the pretence of trying

So here I rest

On a whitewashed wall

My black contrasting armour
No obstacle to those that wait

With jaws and fangs

And lidless, multifaceted eyes

Those vicious insomniacs

With the patience of Job

I try to preen

With an air of nonchalance

But I’m flotsam, genetic jetsam

Bitter with unfulfillment

Unable to continue

Spent and dashed upon the shore

Of this thin, gaseous ocean

And the beachcombers stir

