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THE SALEM

PART TWO
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As the Salem began to draw its sword, Pol leaned forward, staring into its flaming red eyes.

He muttered a few words of an ancient, lost language, lips barely moving.

It immediately released the weapon, dropping it back with a bang, and lowered to one knee.

In front of Pol, it switched back to Kai, who looked around wide-eyed and disorientated.

He stared at the old man, who smiled up at him, calmly stroking his beard, leaning back in his chair.

“What is happening to me?” he asked, beginning to shake.

“You have the Salem” Pol stated, as if this explained everything in four words.

“The what?” Kai almost screamed, panicking.

“Take a seat.” Pol gestured towards the spot in front of the fire, where Kai had been before.

Reluctantly, Kai threw the blanket back over his shoulders and placed himself before the open fireplace. He hunched over, far from relaxed.

Watching him quietly, Pol leaned forward, like an elderly teacher addressing a room full of students.

“You have the Salem. The work of my brother, no doubt” he mused.

“What is a Salem?” Kai was shivering despite the fire, and looked reproachful.

“It is a demonic entity, that knows only violence. Few things on this world are a match for it, fewer can survive it.”

“What’s this got to do with me?” Kai demanded in frustration, his panic rising.

“For reasons known to a better man than me, certain people are chosen to host the Salem” Pol continued, “and it appears at times of duress or when you feel threatened.”

“But what is it?” Kai asked.

“I’m not the man to ask. Do you recall a ceremony or ritual, something happening to give you this power?”
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