The seventh and three hundred day of the fifteen hundredth and nine and eightieth year.
Today teacher showed the draft for a new machine to some possible buyers, but all did not go well. The idea had to be scrapped due to some new technology from the Orient. Teacher seems more concerned with his work than his health. I’m not sure what to do anymore, with all the other apprentices gone. Three and twenty years of knowledge, and I cannot help teacher. I feel useless.
The young man quickly closed the journal at the sound of breathing. His teacher stood behind him, peering over his shoulder.
“You write your entries in English. Why is that?”
“I’m embarrassed, teacher. I fear for prying eyes.”
The Florentine-born man laughed. “Like mine, I suppose. No matter of it, I want to show you something.” A heavy tome is placed on the writing desk in the younger man’s personal room. It’s old, and faded. There may have once been some intricate and beautiful artwork on the leather cover, but it had long faded into the endless brown.
“Maestro, what is it?” The young man was curious.
“I don’t know!” his teacher replied, too exited it would seem. The young man gave a knowing, exasperated sigh.
“Why would you have it then? Don’t tell me-“
“A merchant bought it from the south. Claimed it to be a surviving relic of Alexandria.”
“Maestro, it must be a fraud of some kind.” The young man attempted to push away, but the elder stopped the chair.
“But look, open it.” Sighing again, the student did so. What was inside was amazing. A page had been marked, and he instinctively opened to it. On the left hand was a series of notes, scribbles, and markings, none of which were readable to the young man. But on the right, plain as day, was a red sun dripping with red fluid, artistically illuminated to look as if it were real. Around it twisted a black snake, patterned with white and yellow upon its back, biting into its own tail. 
“Maestro, I…” There were no words the man could find to speak what he felt. His teacher, however, had some.
“The Elixir we have sought, this must be it, no?”
“Is it…could it be possible?”  The young man was in awe.
“Well, yes and no. You see, the language it is written in is lost, but I think I can translate it. If given time.”
“Then we must get to work,” the student suggest, now eager to unravel the mysteries of the world.

Years pass before the teacher and student, and in the year 1519, Leonardo, son of ser Piero, of Vinci passed with them. A student carries on his will, though, studying into the properties of things such as homunculi from Orient, golems from Eastern Europe, and the universal solvent, the alkahest.
Soon though, his studies send him down a dark path. One that leads to a wide cave with a tall curved ceiling. As he leaves the dirt road, he lights a torch before him. Set up inside, deep in, is a circle of blood. The blood had been taken from many cattle of the surrounding farms, not so much as to hurt any of the animals. The young man had always held a certain love for beasts, downtrodden as they were by men. The earth itself seems to urge him forth as he ignites the five torches at equal intervals of the circle. Stalactites and stalagmites are all around, occasionally forming pillars. The shadows they cast played along the walls at the far ends of the cave, sometimes making a coherent design before the flickering light moved them. Monsters appear in the dark designs; some imagined foreboding on the part of man. 
The man waits for the middle torch, soaked in flammable liquid, to burn to a black husk, but not so much that it ceases burning. With a ringing call of “Veniat ad me, et canis daemonumbra!” he watches the circle intently. For a short while, there is nothing, but before long the shadows have stopped moving. They reach towards the center of the circle, at the apex of the complex designs therein.
The shadows reach up and form a roughly humanoid shape, but some immediate differences form. The being is easily canine, or possibly feline, in appearance, with fur, snout, ears and the rest. It fixes its eyes on the man, and the would-be summoner can see the glowing red of them clearly in the dim light.
The demon says something in a language unknown to the man, who looks confused. In hopes he was asked his name, he replies, “I have forsaken the name my parents gave me, and taken on one that society has given me. Since entering the Slavic territories, I’ve been labeled Vedmak. May I ask, what are you called?” “Kain Mephisto.” The demon looks around, possibly for flaws in the summoning.
“I was quite careful. Blood is not cheap. I take it some agreement of service must be made?”
“Yes,” the demonic entity replies. Vedmak takes some time to look over the demon slightly better. It -he, rather, Vedmak notes- has some basic demonic traits the summoner had expected. Spade-tipped tail, otherworldly presence, the like. But he has plenty of animalistic features the human was not prepared for. The demon’s, Kain, ears are long and controllable it seems. Black fur covers his body, as well, and a long snout. Vedmak mentally berated himself for staring.
“Sorry, where are my manners.” He hands Kain a small stool and sits in one himself. The demon looks at it for a moment before taking a seat. Vedmak leans forward in his own, nearly passing over his barrier. “I can only imagine being trapped is unpleasant, so I’ll make my point. I wish to learn the secret to capturing human souls.” And this is when he begins to interest Kain.

They speak late into the night, and past the creeping sun above the horizon. Kain faces question after inquiry, inquiry after question, and again. They're mostly questions about Kain’s origins, what hell is like, and so on. But both in the cave spend much time thinking about Vedmak’s first, and most noteworthy, question. Some time near noon, Vedmak brings it up again.
“It seems too simple,” he proclaims curiously.
“The artifact must be well known,” Kain replies.
“It is, amongst certain circles. Common knowledge of it may well be lost.” Vedmak sat back and whispered to himself. “The Eye of Demzorah…”
“Yes,” Kain continues, “well normally you would need some storage device for the soul to be contained in, and it was often used to make men immortal. But your plan may work.”
“I hope so. I suppose, as promised, our trade must be completed. Freedom is yours.”
Kain smiles. “But first, the initial part of our agreement.” Vedmak nods.
“But of course. The price for knowledge is one I am willing to pay.” The one-time student of da Vinci shows little hesitation as he disrobes. “Equivalent exchange, the binding law of the universe.” Vedmak presents himself, though he is nothing special. Dark hair and eyes, rough body marred all across by various scars. His penis, flaccid, is a modest size, nothing more or less expected by a demon from a human. With a single word, the forces preventing Kain’s escape dissipate.
“You trust a demon fairly quickly, Vedmak,” Kain remarks.
“I made a promise. The circumstance of our creation is different, yet that does not mean we are so different. You and I both seek freedom. In a way, you understand me more than any human before. So, this is my thanks.” He turns and places a palm on his own tight rear. “And it is not my first time, in several ways.” Kain smiles, exiting the ring. The candles, which have now begun to fade, leave a smoky density to the cave air. He steps behind the prostrating summoner, and quickly starts the get a feel for…stretchiness. He finds Vedmak’s rear more than accommodating, thumb infiltrating the barrier with little resistance. Kain presses his less than modest length in. When he bottoms out, little over half of the foot long member fits. With a primal grunt, the demon withdraws until nothing remains in the young man, then he pushes his way back in, getting an inch more in. 
"Rough," Vedmak grunts. "Not complaining, though." He completes words in between pumps and moans, starting to push back against the rear assault. "I think we can be good friends."
Kain grunts, though it isn't clear if it's in confirmation or pleasure from the squeezing from the Vedmak. As he grows accustomed to the demonic pounding, more of the thick length is forced in. The sensation is amazing, almost unbearable. It takes little time for the summoner to find the peak of bliss and the relaxing release. Kain redoubles effort to get all of his length in, but by the time he can fit ten inches, his own climax is fast approaching. With a primal growl, he empties into Vedmak, who collapses and brings akin with him. The two lay, panting, until the recover enough to part. 
"Out of practice," Vedmak says between breaths. "Me, not you."
"You were wonderful." Kain smiles. 
"I'm nothing special. But you, I mean to make no remark of comedy, are out of this world." As the minutes pass, the two make ready to go separate ways. Fate has her own way of keeping people bound by more the physical. The young man's teacher would have once called it metaphysical, had he not left the physical world himself. And as it would be, years longer than Vedmak was alive, they would meet again.
