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"Luke Kondor is a Tour De Force, but I'm not really sure what that means.” 

— Luke Kondor.







“You will be touched in strange ways.”

— Angeliki Coconi, Unsung Films.







"The fact that Luke has managed to create such a compelling piece of cinema from his bedroom in his pants is astonishing.” 

— Luke Kondor.







“Luke Kondor is a master of wit and satire - His Dirty Little Portal had me laughing all the way through. A great read!” 

— Vic Errington, Flash Fiction World 
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On Neville’s twenty-fifth birthday he was woken by his girlfriend, Lilly. She’d snuck downstairs, boiled the kettle, and made a cup of tea. She then went back upstairs and nudged him until he woke. 

“I made you tea,” she said, “because it’s your birthday.” As she went to hand him the tea, a hot droplet fell and landed on his naked shoulder. He winced. 

“Thank you very much,” he said. He didn’t smile. Nobody did in this universe, because this universe was unlike our own. Here the Earth rotated 0.00001% faster, and in the other direction. This had an adverse effect on the emotional responses of its inhabitants. No matter how good something was, their happiness was capped at mild amusement. Not even dogs, known in most universes as happy little bundles of joy, could bring themselves to wag their tails. Worse than that, the word ‘love’ didn’t exist, and neither did the concept. People found life-partners, but only because it was considered a responsible thing to do, and single people were thought of as silly. 

Even the cup of tea that Lilly had given to Neville wasn’t considered a birthday present, or treat, but a tradition. It didn’t bring him any joy, or satisfaction, but caffeine and hydration for the day ahead. It was similar to Christmas trees and wedding dresses: pointless, but practical. 

As Neville climbed out of bed, Lilly got in. With the bed to herself, she bunched the covers up around her and snuggled her way back to sleep. Neville, with his tea, went and turned the computer on. He sat down in the comfy chair and took a sip. It was perfect; it was hot, brewed for the optimum amount of time, and had just the right amount of milk. 

Once the computer was on, he went through his morning routine of checking e-mails, status updates, and news websites. He then had his daily ponder about what he was doing with his life and, more importantly, what he wasn’t.
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