IT’S THAT TIME AGAIN.
HERE’S THIS WEEKS SHORT STORY.
LEAVE YOUR COMMENTS ON THE BACK OF THIS PAGE.
REMEMBER, AT THE END OF THE SAIL THESE WILL BE COLLECTED AND AN ELECTRONIC COPY WILL BE SENT TO ALL THE CREW.



[bookmark: _GoBack]Two figures stood in the center of a dirt ring while hordes of drunken gangmembers, bikers, meth addicts and the finest of the lowest members of society screamed and yelled for blood.  And if not blood, then at least spit and broken teeth, maybe mixed in with urine and shit.
Walking in the shadows further out from the crowd were even lesser men, but men with power.  Shamans and failed priests circled the edges of the crowd, eyes keen for anything that might slip through and make it into the greater world.


Chris Jenkins, heavyweight, former drug addict and father of two who hasn’t been able to get a decent job or knock over a thriving liquor store, is unaccompanied and had arrived for a three-round bout. Battling Chris is a monster, or more specifically, a man infested with a demon.  
Chris is supposed to be possessed by a demon as well, but he has chosen out of some kind of animal cunning or self-preservation, to only pretend to have opened on of the shaman’s flask.  He made motions of swallowing deeply that evil entity, writhing on the floor in agony as he had seen other opponents do.
If he wins, he gets money.  Enough to keep his pathetically kept family to become a moderately kept family.
Chris doesn’t care what the goal of his opponent is.  All he knows is he has to survive three rounds at the very least, and if he doesn’t, he will die.

Drooling bile, fingers elongated into a perfect form for strangling, his opponent shudders and looks around as though lost.  His left arm seems half chewed, and he seems to have no defences on that side of his face, because it just keep looking to the right, looking in a circle trying to get out.
The edges of the ring are a mix of unbroken salt and electrified wires so that escape is mitigated, so it knows it can’t leave.  Chris can’t tell if this is some kind of feint, as though the demon is trying to get his guard down by acting like it doesn’t know what’s expected.
Chris has smashed black mascara into his eyes so that they at least appear sunken, and his real tears have spread black lines down his face.  He gets down on all fours and barks like a dog.  If this is stupid, he doesn’t know, and if the crowd has caught on that he’s not possessed, they probably don’t care.



