
 

Komodo 

 

Yellow and black tape attached to dangling power lines, flapped against the breeze. The 

buzzing of poker machines, cigarette dispensers, and the collision of billiard balls, pervaded into 

the damp, murky night. A vaporous drizzle of rain inundated inebriated drunks. Sitting outside 

underneath orange florescent street lights, two men sat with their beers. Their 

noses scotch red, hands calloused, and fluoro jumpers. Frank arched his shoulders forward, 

hoping to protect his cigarette from the icy breeze. He sucked the last remnants from it as if there 

were a pot of GOLD at the end. “Wanna head inside, Martin?” Frank muttered, whilst chittering his 

teeth. 
                                         

The two made their way into the pub. Martin carefully avoided walking into the large, 

wooden pillars that supported the venue. A Myriad of splinters d  from the pillars, 

                                                                                                      w    a  iting to be lodged into the backs                                                                                                                                                                  

ffff                                        of unsuspecting drunks. A reptilia   n  snout, protruded from betwixt her 

vaginal lips. Her taut cunt be g an to bleed. The reptile’s scales   s   c   

r   a   p   p   e   d along the walls of her uterus. Her hands c      l    enched the steel bed posts. The 

lizard slowly emerged, covered in a thick, black slime. It squ  e aled helplessly, as a pair of latex 

gloves lifted it from the stained BED. “Quickly!” the          d octor shouted, placing the Komodo 

dragon into the arms of the midwife. The doctor pushed his hands DEEP into her VA-gina. Lipid 

liquids effused from her vagina. Informing her to push, the doctor pulled out a limp, blue 

faced baby. The midwife placed the Komodo dragon into the arms of a FAT nurse. 

Her screams e-e-c-c-h-h-o-o-e-e-d-d throughout the corridors, the doctor crept to her side, “do you 

want to see your son?” She rushed her palms up to her eyes, unable to articulate a sound.  

 

                                                           raised 

 

Sitting at a marble table, Frank               his hand into the air. Martin looked out the window into the 

street. Two youths pattered a  

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

lonesome, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

black Doberman chained to a lamppost. A white bucket filled with water was 

placed beside the dog. The words ‘woof woof’ inscribed on it. “Frank,” Martin asked. “Has your 

dog gotten any betta’?”  

“Nah, not at all” Frank grrrrrrrroaned. “Its eyes are still fucked. The vet said he needed surgery on 

‘em.” 

“And are you going to?” Martin waved circles in the air with his hand. “Ya know?” 

“Pay for it? Fuck no! I mean, I like the dog, but not six thousand dollars’ worth.” The two sat in silence, 

eventually spotting a waitress sauntering over with two two beers. 

 

She was short. Dyed blonde hair. Thinly plucked 

eyebrows. Metal lip piercing. Once broken nose. 

Slightly crooked smile. Impotent young voice. 

Vibrant blue eyes. Youthfully exuberant gait. Nice 

smooth hands. Well-manicured fingernails. Small 

wedding ring.  

 
“Well, well, well, what’s your name?” Frank asked. 

“http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_9h4NfuShWU” she replied. Placing the two beers on top of 

the table. She immediately turned away and left the two.   

“Fuckin’ slut” the words were muffled from Frank’s glass. A layer of water resided on top of the 

table. Martin tapped his glass, sliding it between his hands.  

“Frank” Martin spoke. “How long has it been since Maryanne left ya’?” Frank quaffed 

his drink.  

“Fuck me, Martin. What makes ya’ ask that?” 

Just curious 
“Well, ‘bout two years now, I’d think.” 

Have ya’ fucked anyone since? 
“Nah. I haven’t. And thanks for reminding me.”  

“What about your Mrs. When’s ya’ next one due?” 

‘Bout one month. 
“Ah” Frank muttered, punctuating his expression with a drink from his beer. Martin patted Frank’s 

calloused hand.  
‘Ya know I’m always here for ya’ mate 
“Yeah, I know.” Frank shrugged. Bashfully rolling his eyes. Martin left his hand on top of Frank’s. 

Always. Frank looked into Martin’s eyes. “Yeah, mate, and I’ll be here for you.” The two 

looked at each other. Frank placed his glass on the table. “And ‘ya know what” said Frank. “I think I l 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_9h4NfuShWU


 
 

Martin rang the doorbell. He could hear the scuffing of shoes approach the door. A black bowel cut 

opened the door.  

“Hi dad” It spoke. Bobbing up and down. Martin walked inside.  

“Where’s mum? Watching t.v?” 

It bobbed its head. Running back down the corridor.  

 

A distorting buzzing sound emanated from the kitchen. Martin walked across the checker tiles. The 

buzzing grew louder and louder. A blowfly laid on its back, throttling on the ground. Its wings cut off. 

Its legs slapped the top of the kitchen bench. Emitting a sound similar to a child-like trumpet, it spun 

in circles on the ground. Martin ran into the kitchen and picked up a potato peeler. Sauntering 

towards the blowfly, Martin stood back, its spiky legs lunged towards him. Martin waited as its 

abdomen spun towards him. Martin lunged, jamming the potato peeler into its soft flesh. A green 

liquid flew from its gashes, covering the walls in slime. Martin jumped off. The blowfly’s trumpet 

sound degraded to a weak croak. Martin dropped the peeler onto the floor. Leaving the blowfly to 

itself.  

 

“Sigmund!” Martin yelled.  

The bowel cut came running into the kitchen.  

“Why was this here?” Martin admonished. The bowl cut shrugged it’s shoulders.  

“I dunno” It said. “I was bored.” Martin rubbed his eyes.  

“Right” Martin said. He walked over to the kitchen draws. It flinched as Martin walked past. He 

opened up a draw and pulled out a wooden spoon.  

“Please dad! Don’t!” It cried.  

“Come ‘ere” Martin paced forward. It looked for an escape route; It tried to goose step Martin. 

Martin’s hand grabbed the back of It’s collar.  

“No ya’ fuckn’ don’t!” Martin declared as he jerked It to the ground. He turned It around. Sitting 

down beside It, he pushed It onto his lap.  

“Please, dad! Don’t! I’m sorry!”  

“No, ‘ya not” Martin raised the wooden spoon in the air. Slamming it against It’s backside. It yelped a 

violent squeal for help. The spoon’s smack distorted to a light thud against It’s grey track suit pants. 

Weeping violently, snot and dribble leaked from It’s mouth. Martin pushed It off, standing back up, 

he glared at It.  

“Ya’ don’t make an animal suffer. If it’s in pain, you put it out of its misery. Ya’ got that?” 

 

A blue aura seeped through the bottom of a closed door. Martin opened it. A ballooned women sat 

on the couch. Her eyes transfixed on the television set. On the T.V, a host of a game show grinned. 

 
Host: So, Jacque, did ‘ya want me to repeat the question? 

 

Jacque: Yes please, Eddie. 

 

Host: Alrighty! (Host shuffles his cards). In France, the 14th of 

July is known as what day! Is it. 

 

 



 
 

 

  

 

 

 

 

  (Audience erupts in laughter at D) 

 

Jacque: Eddie 

 

Host: Yes, Jacque?  

 

Jacque: I think I’ll lock in B, Freedom day. 

 

Host: Are you sure, Jacque? 

 

Jacque: Um, well, No, not really. 

 

Host: Ten seconds left. 

 

Jacque: (Nervous) Well, oh, I don’t…… 

 

(The crowd erupts into a tumultuous riot. Screaming all of the 

answers at once)  

 

Host: Five seconds, Jacque 

 

Jacque: Oh, I guess I’ll lock in A. 

 

Host: A locked in. (Sound effect buzzes) Jacque. 

 

Jacque: Yes, Eddie? 

 

Host: The 14th of July, in France (pause) is known by the French 

people, as (pause) BASTILLE DAY!  

Confetti rains down on, Jacque. A bikini clad girl walks on stage 

and hands Jacque a large cardboard cheque. 

 

Martin let out a deep sigh. He took off his orange fluorescent jumper and laid it across the ground. 

He placed his hand on his head, rummaging through his hair. He grabbed a zip attached to the apex 

of his head. He pulled it down across the back of his head. Further and further, his sides split apart. 

Shrugging his skin off, a Komodo leapt onto the floor. “You’re disgusting, just look at you” the girl on 

the couch spoke. Martin crawled over, his black claws tearing the carpet floor.   

 

 

A 

                 Bastille Day 

 

 

B 

                    Freedom Day 

 

C 

                Monarchy Day 

 

D 

           National frog and snails day 



 
 

Martin placed his head between her thighs. “You really disgust me” She said. His fork like tongue 

flicked back and forth across her snow white thighs. Her pubic hair etched into his beady eyes. An 

effluvium odour whisked through his nostrils. Martin scratched his claws into her cunt. Clawing 

frantically like a crazed mountaineer.  

“Please god save me!” he screamed, crawling further and further inside her. Snuggling beside the 

foetus, he whisked his tail around its neck. Its pinkish face turning into a hue of blue.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


