Yserlynera opened her eyes and groaned.  An annoying squeaking and chattering noise was wailing in her head.  A strong, smoky odor of sulfur filled her nose and she found herself on cold concrete floor with an odd sensation nagging her.  Pain?  She hadn't felt pain in so long she had forgotten how obtrusive it could be.  Her body felt weak and barely able to move, but she managed to roll over and get to her knees.  She squinted at unfamiliar surroundings.  She was in an underground room lit by panels hanging above her.  There were pipes, ducts, and wires running through wooden beams of the ceiling.  Boxes and shelves piled with an assortment of items were against the walls.   There was a table and chairs, one of which had a plush animal sitting upon it.  Some piled clothing in baskets next to two machine boxes stood in one corner.  Brightly colored objects littered the floor.  Dolls, plastic food, teacups, toy machine carriages, as well as various objects she could not identify.  There were windows in the large room, but they were high up the walls and made of thick blocks of glass.  Was this a dungeon?

She touched the concrete floor.  There was her mark drawn onto the floor in pink.  Lying next to her there was a short rod of the pink substance with worn ends.  She picked it up.  Tasting it to confirm what it was made from.

A gypsum signet circle.

Her hands were small and pink with white fur starting at the wrists.  The tip of one of the fingers had abrasion where fresh blood was oozing.  A spot of blood marred the first letter of her symbol on the floor.

A fingerprint of blood.

On the final letter rested a colorful book.  Not a grimoire or holy tome, a child's picture book.  She lifted the book to find a creature underneath.  A spider that had been crushed to death.

A sacrifice.    

She'd been summoned to a living world!  Not only that, but whoever had summoned her had stupidly been inside the circle during the ritual so she's possessing them!  This isn't right!  Her symbol shouldn't even be available to the living.  All records of it were destroyed when she graduated from field work to middle-management.  Even if someone did recreate her symbol the routers should have prevented the summoning from occurring at all.  Those bastards down in transposition must have screwed up.  

Yserlynera stood up and everything around her seemed too large.  The body she was possessing was tiny!  She glanced down to examine herself.  She ran paw-like hands down the front of a tee-shirt with an image of a rainbow unicorn on it to find a flat chest and a soft belly below.  She was wearing a frilly, yellow skirt.   She had tight, striped leggings with dirty knees and pink feet poking out the bottom.  Reaching behind she found a thin, pink, furless tail protruding from the base of her spine.  

She's in one of the anthro worlds?  Her field work had always been confined to the human worlds.  Her spiritual resonance wasn't suited for anthro, furry, or beast possessions.  

She clenched her stomach and doubled over as ethereal rejection started to intensify.  That noise in her head!  It was louder and more insistent.  It wasn't just random noise, it was talking -- more specifically screaming -- but she couldn't understand it.  

"Quiet!  Quiet!" Yserlynera hissed as she pressed the paws on the side of her head.  It had been a long time since she had done this and it was hard to focus.  This brain was wired peculiarly compared to a human's and difficult to acclimate to in order to navigate and find the language.  Thankfully the body she possessed was young so the data within was limited, although very cluttered.  The eyes rolled back into the head as Yserlynera concentrated.  Find the switches and settle in place.  Don't force it, look for the places where her spirit fits.  Squeeze into the gaps.  
This hurts!  I want my mommy!  
The voice in her head finally started to make sense to her.  "Please be calm," she squeaked in the language of her new body, "I'm trying to make the pain go away.  Just one moment."  
Wh-who are you?
"One moment... please!"   

She gazed into the chaos, attempting to learn the pattern.  Don't fight against it, adapt to it.  The last thing she needed was to spend all her time jostling against a soul.  That leads to agony, head spinning, vomiting and being tied to a bed with a priest screaming in your face.  Just as she was starting to think her resonance would make unification impossible, she found spiritual clarity, slipping neatly into the occupied soul.  The pressing pain subsided.

Yserlynera sighed.  "Is that better, Bridget Gibbs?"
Y-yes!  H-how do you know my name?  Who are you?  W-why can't I move?
"I know everything about you, Bridget."  A lie, of course, she had managed to glean a name and her language, but most everything else about Bridget would remain a jumbled mess until it could be sorted through.  Yserlynera sat down on the floor, acclimating herself to the strangeness of breathing, a beating heart, physical sensations, and the agonizing passage of linear time.  "My name is Yserlynera, succubus of the second circle, third department head of carnal acquisitions and torment.  I am in full possession of your body."  
I - I dont understand, what are you?
"I'm a demon."
Daddy says there's no such thing.
Yserlynera smirked and shook her head.  "I suppose it's nothing that is controlling your movements then?"

There was a pause as Bridget considered that.
Why are you here?
"Because you summoned me."  
No I didn't!
The succubus pointed to her mark on the floor.  "You have etched my signet and fulfilled the ritual."  
I just drew some pretty circles with chalk!  I was drawing a flower.
"That's not even close to a flower!  Who taught you how to draw?"  Yserlynera held up the pink paw with the bleeding finger.  "And why did you mark it with your blood?"  
I scraped my finger on the cement.
"But... the sacrifice?"  
Spiders are gross!  I kill them when I see them!
Yserlynara rubbed at the temples of her new, furry head.  "Bridget, am I to understand that you accidentally made a pact with me?"  
I guess?  Can you go away now?
"No!  I can't go anywhere!  I'm contractually obligated to stay until the reason I was summoned is fulfilled.  Since you made no demands during the ritual, I'm here until I'm forced out!"
Well... then I demand you go!  Get out of here!
"You're the one that let me in!  You are also bound to the contract.  And you've already paid the price so it's too late to make any demands."  
But I didn't mean to!
"I believe you, Bridget.  Unfortunately the majority of those where I came from are there for things they didn't mean to do.  Lack of intent is no excuse.  Even so, this shouldn't have happe--"  

She had forgotten how taxing it was to be in the living world.  A huge wave of weakness suddenly swept over Yserlynara and she collapsed onto the floor like a rag-doll, followed by blackness.
 

 
