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Misapplied Magic Part 1
"Well, of course magic isn't real." Nora laughed as she sipped at her tea.
Maggie simply smiled and nodded. It was always hard to say anything when a sprite was doing cartwheels on someone's head, especially when that person was saying patently ridiculous things. Sometimes she wondered why she even tried to talk to normal people anymore. Her life was so far outside their perceptions that she may as well have been speaking an alien language.
"Really, then how do you explain those two?" Maggie pointed over to a rather odd couple as they strolled down the street. They were just a good distraction, but perfectly fit for it. The man was tall, well dressed and absolutely stunning, while the woman was too short, a bit too round and she had a face that probably saved her plenty of costuming time at Halloween. Despite the fact that they weren't a complementary pair, it was obvious from the way she hung on his arm and the way he smiled down to her that they were in love.
Maggie truly wasn't one to be shallow though she knew Nora could be, and the sprite needed a new place to play. Sprites loved short people for some reason, and this one quickly bounced off of Nora's head and found its way to the small woman and started to play again. Maggie breathed a sigh of relieve, sprites had a way of enjoying things too much and their effect on people could be wickedly unpredictable.
"I've seen love do stranger things than that, and I've never seen any magic involved." Nora scoffed.
"Fair enough, there's just no reasoning with you today." Maggie flipped her short black hair out of her face. There wasn't any use arguing the point. Nora may have been one of her oldest friends, but like most people she couldn't see the magic all around her.
"So you're not going to regale me with one of your stories?" Nora sat back in her chair expectantly. Ever since they were young, Maggie had tried to convince her friend of all the things that she could see that others didn't seem to notice. There was so much to tell, and yet no one believed her, and no one saw any of it. Sprites were just a small part of it, though they were the easiest to spot. Most mythological creatures existed, almost all of them moving around in plain sight, though many of them did try to avoid being too public. There were always wizards and sorcerers around and such magical beings were much sought after.
"Not today, I've actually got something to do." Maggie finished her tea. The truth was, she hadn't expected to run into her friend here today. It had complicated her plans, because it meant she needed to come up with a distraction. "But I was wondering if you could give me back my little black dress for tonight."
"Really? I thought you said you wouldn't need it for a while? Did you happen to get a date and not tell me?" Nora grinned wickedly. The two women were much the same size, close enough that swapping expensive dresses was a great way to extend their budgets and wardrobes. The particular dress was especially alluring, with a short skirt, tight waist and plunging neckline that showed of either woman's best features.
"Well, it's not exactly a date, but you know how I like to put my best foot forward." Maggie blushed a bit, doing her best to sell it. Given that it was already three in the afternoon, Nora would have to go straight home to get the dress. That means she wouldn't have time to wander the shops.
"Ah," Nora smiled and winked. "Okay, you want me to bring it by your place then?"
"Yeah, you can just pop it in my drop box, by six would be great." Maggie tightened the screws a bit more. She knew Nora was easy to distract, but for a good cause she was reliable. Helping her friend snare a good man was always a worthy mission.
"In that case I better get going. You'll have to let me know what happens!" Nora stood up and gathered her things.
"Thanks, I appreciate it. We'll have to come back here tomorrow and do some shopping and I can fill you in." Maggie stood up herself. The hairs on the back of her neck were nearly straight up now. She really didn't have much more time to fool around, but thankfully she managed to get Nora on her way to the nearest train station.
Now Maggie turned around and looked at the street, she'd just managed to keep her friend out of. The magical energy was starting to spark through the air. She hadn't felt a burst this strong in months, and even at this distance it was starting to have an effect on her.
Magic has always been a strange thing. Sure the creatures were interesting and unruly, but raw, untamed magic was something else. It liked to pop into existence at random and would enchant virtually anything. In truth, most of it was benign. Everyone has those moments when they're walking down the street and everything is just right with the world. Well, half the time they happened to walk past an enchanted tree or signpost. Magic simply added a bit of flair to reality.
Other magic, however, was not benign. If it was strong enough, it could alter reality and create little pockets where people would be changed depending on the nature of the magic involved. Sometimes the pull was so strong that people couldn't escape, not without help.
That was where Maggie came in. She was a sorceress, or so she had been told. She'd always had an affinity for magic that went beyond her ability to see it. The most powerful mages could draw the magic in, cleanse it and store it. She'd been a teenager when a wizard found her, and found her brimming with magical energies that she'd just instinctively absorbed. He'd taken her under his wing and taught her what she was, what she could do, and helped her understand the true nature of magic.
Even an outburst of this size could be tamed, and she could pull it in and absorb the power. That meant walking into the enchantment, however, and Maggie gulped as she felt the ripples of power bouncing off the buildings. Sometimes it was hard to gain control over chaotic magic, and plenty of times she had been under the sway of that power before she could pull it in.
That's why she'd gotten Nora to go home. The swirling mass of energy in front of her had already drawn in several people, and Maggie didn't want her friend being pulled in as well. Normal people wouldn't notice the changes, but if they stayed too long inside a powerful outburst, they could end up permanently affected. The alterations were hard to remove, even for the most skilled mages.
Luckily, this outburst was still new, and simply absorbing it would be enough to reverse any effects for the people under its spell. Maggie knew it wouldn't be easy though. First she'd have to walk into it and probably get enchanted before she could begin to unweave the power from the place it was embedded. In theory she should be used to being changed by wild magic, but it was so random that she could never anticipate what she'd end up becoming before she could regain control.
She took a moment to look around before proceeding. It was always so strange to watch people going about their normal lives while a surging ball of magic flashed and sparked only feet away from them. Occasionally, a wisp of magic would hit someone and they'd turn, drawn in by the spell, but usually no one paid it any mind.
Maggie was not so lucky, though. She could see the way perception was already being twisted. The power was real, and she got a twist in her stomach as she considered her options. The truth was, she really only had one. Walk into the middle of it, let it work its spell on her and then use that link to pull it in and tame it.
So she took a deep breath and walked towards the swirling energy. It had wrapped around a single store, a small boutique that Maggie had never really cared for. She could feel a few people inside, already bound in the magic, and knew that the world inside had already been twisted and shaped into something else. The trouble was, from the outside she could never tell what it had been changed into.
The spell was already working on her as she neared the store. Her clothes had changed. With every step, her T-shirt and jeans morphed into a black skirt and matching top. Her shoes slowly became a pair of glossy black high heels and her socks slid up her legs until they covered up to her thighs in bright white lace. Her panties shifted into a ring of white ruffles under her skirt that left her bare between her legs. Her top continued changing until it became a wrap around that hugged at her waist and exposed her cleavage. The top of her shirt split off and turned into a white lace collar as her sleeves turned into a pair of white gloves the ran all the way up to her biceps.
While her clothes were busy being rearranged, she could feel her body shifting as well. Her short black hair kept its color, but grew long and wavy until it spilled over her shoulders and nearly reached her chest. Her breasts couldn't escape the spell either, her ample bosom tingled warmly as she gained a couple of cup sizes. Her waist drew in a bit and her hips expanded slightly. Maggie shuddered as the magic coursed through her.
"Well, this is a bit undignified." She muttered to herself as she made it to the front door of the shop. She had become the embodiment of a sexy French maid, with all of her curves on display and a ticklish draft between her legs. Maggie lamented the limited imagination of people at times like this, even as the magic was helping to arouse her.
That was the trouble with wild magic. It was looking for purpose, for direction and when it touched a person, it would often bring to life their fantasies and dreams, especially those being imagined at the moment of contact. The first person to be enchanted would find their imagination becoming real, and when the magic was strong enough, reality itself would be changed to match those thoughts.
That fact, combined with one other truth, people thought about sex a lot. An awful lot. Maggie could barely count the number of times she'd ended up in the middle of someone's sexy fantasy. Becoming a hot little French maid was far from the biggest change she'd gone through. She'd learned to enjoy it, having to work her way through an erotic enchantment was a lot more pleasurable than getting caught up in someone's daydream of revenge.
The energy flowing through the doorknob was the final mark. She knew as soon as she touched it, she'd enter the little pocket that was now filled from the imagination of the same person that wanted her in a short black skirt and white lace. It wasn't their fault, but she'd be pulled into that reality just the same. Maggie took a deep breath and extended her hand. There was only one way to tame this magic and gain the power it possessed.
When her hand wrapped around the knob, she could feel the enchantment engulf her. It was more intense than the simple effect that came from being changed. Her head swam for a moment as everything around her shifted. Her vision blurred, and then just as quickly everything settled again.
Maggie took a deep breath as she adjusted. She could feel her body flushing with arousal as she wavered. She was inside the pocket reality that the wild magic had created. Now all that remained was to find out what she’d gotten into. She opened her eyes and looked around. She was standing at the edge of a large room. It looked like a party. Well, not the kind she usually went to, not since most of the guests were in varying degrees of undress.
The room was filled with apparitions, magical approximations of people. To a normal person, they would seem real, but she could see through the illusion. In truth there were only six real people that she could see, four women and two men, all clustered around a couple of couches while the apparitions completed the ambiance of an orgy.
The people were quite busy as well, and Maggie could feel the raw power of lust reverberating as their flesh writhed together. Each of the guys had a girl fully in the throes of passion while the last two girls were busy stroking each other. They were all dressed in one kind of costume or another, though the men had pretty much stripped naked. There was a cheerleader uniform on one woman, and a harem outfit on another. The last two were down to their stockings; whatever they’d started with was now discarded on the floor.
“Wonderful isn’t it?” She heard a voice whisper into her ear. She spun around only to get caught in the arms of a rather strong man who had been standing behind her. He was a good deal taller than her, which left her first staring into his overly muscled chest before she got a chance to look up at his chiseled face. The firm jaw, penetrating gaze and lustful smile simply made her melt.
No matter how many times she jumped into wild magic, she never quite got used to just how untamed it could make her. The magic wanted her to conform to the fantasy, and she did, she wanted it just as much. When he pulled her close, she gushed, her enlarged breasts pressing into his firmness. He was so hot, and her pussy quivered eagerly.
“Yeah, like you.” Maggie stammered. She could see the way the magic had altered him, making him a perfect specimen of a man. Even if she hadn’t been enchanted she would have jumped at the chance for a date with him. Sure, maybe his personality stunk, but for at least one night she could ignore that just so she could run her hands over his rippling muscles.
She squirmed in his hands as he caressed her curves. Her transformed body was so much more sensitive than her normal one, and she couldn’t help moaning lewdly when he squeezed her round ass cheeks. Maggie wasn’t about to let him have all the fun. She sent her fingers tracing his muscles and exploring his bare back. It was becoming hard to think about anything other than sex as she felt the wild magic pulsing through her.
“I see you’re enjoying the party.” He smiled down wickedly as he slid a hand between her parted thighs. Maggie whimpered as his fingers ran along her wet slit. She bit her lip as he teased her, emphasizing the need boiling inside her. It was almost too much for her, but she managed to keep from completely losing out to the pleasure.
Even as her body quivered with need, she managed to assess the situation. The magic was powerful, and had bonded with the man who was busy teasing feminine moans from her as he gently rubbed at the top of her mound. She did her best to trace the currents as they spread out from him and coursed through her and the other people that had been drawn into his reality. The magic had changed everyone and made them wickedly aroused. It wasn’t hard to guess what that resulted in.
“Oh, yes, it’s amazing.” Maggie cooed as she slid her hands down to his boxers. She didn’t always like to admit it, but she really did enjoy playing with wild magic. In some ways it was addictive. She never knew exactly what she’d be turned into or what she’d end up doing, but it usually felt so good. The way this transformation was affecting her told her that this was going to be a good one.
The easiest way to dislodge the magic was to distract the person it had bonded with. That’s why the sex fantasies were the best. The easiest way to distract someone in such a reality was to fuck them silly. When they were reeling from the heights of passion the magic could be pulled from them and she could tame it, at least enough to get it back to her workshop. There she had the tools to help her absorb the magic or store it in a more stable form.
“Oh my, you are wicked, my dear.” He laughed as Maggie slipped her hand under the waistband of his boxers and started to stroke his massive hardness. His cock was huge, both thick and long. Her pussy quivered as she rubbed him. She always loved the feeling of a big hard cock in her hands, and one thing guys always did in these magical fantasies was give themselves a huge dick. If she weren’t so happy to play with them, she’d probably have laughed at their insecurity issues.
Maggie didn’t bother to answer him. She knew the perfect way to show him how true it was. She went down on her knees and pulled his boxers down at the same time. His cock popped free and jutted out towards her, while she leaned in until her lips were barely an inch from his bulging cock head. The smell wafted into her nose, the unique masculine aroma only heating her up more.
“Oh.” He moaned as she bent forward and traced around the tip of his cock with her tongue. Before he could say anything else she opened her mouth and started to suckle on the head. Maggie loved the strange sounds she could elicit from men when she caressed their cocks with her tongue and lips. She had to admit it was pretty thrilling being able to get a man so hard as well, and she did her best to keep him that way.
The flavor and texture of a man’s shaft were also a strange inducement for her as well. She remembered thinking it was gross a long time ago, but now, she’d come to rather enjoy it. The fact was it was the very core of masculinity, and she couldn’t deny her appreciation for having a cock inside her mouth where she could appreciate it so fully.
Maggie continued, taking him deeper and deeper until her mouth was full. Then she dove in, letting his cock slide down her throat until her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft. While he moaned, she squirmed as she sucked and licked on his hardness. Existing in a magical pocket reality gave her a chance to do many things that reality liked to get in the way of, and she’d never managed to deep throat a guy in real life without gagging. In his fantasy, however, her gag reflex was gone, and even her ability to breath wasn’t imposed upon. If not for her body aching for his cock in other places, she could have enjoyed simply bobbing her head over his crotch for a while.
The yearning of her empty pussy only grew more intense as she sucked. As fun as it was to tease him this way, Maggie knew how good he would feel inside her. Even his brief fondling of her naked pussy had been enough to tell her that she’d be writhing in pleasure easily once he managed to mount her. She could barely wait for that, and she suspected that he felt much the same way.
So with one final, long suck she pulled her mouth off of his hardness. She made sure to lick every vein and ridge as it slid by and made one last aggressive lick around his bulbous cock head before she let it pop out of her mouth. Maggie slowly worked her way back up from there, licking and kissing at his carved abs and firm chest before she was standing on the tips of her toes so she could nuzzle against his neck.
He looked down at her writhing flesh for a moment and then leaned down for a ravenous kiss. Their lips smacked together for a moment before she forced her tongue into his mouth. They pressed their bodies together as their tongues danced. Maggie embraced him. Her entire body was starting to ache with raw desire, and pressing her soft flesh into his hardness only enhanced that heat.
Just when she was getting ready to break the kiss, she felt his hands slide down and she squealed when he gripped the top of her thighs and lifted her up. Maggie wasn't a very large woman, and he lifted her with ease. She threw her arms around his neck and let him carry her across the room. Maggie could feel the magic swirling around her as they neared the orgy. A cushioned bed swirled into existence in front of him and he tossed her onto it.
She was lost in a flurry of silken sheets before he jumped on top of her. He dragged her back towards him, forcing her legs open as she cried out in surprise. Maggie swooned, enjoying the dominant play as he moved to mount her. Magic could make even timid men far more assertive, and she had come to enjoy being dominated in these encounters.
When the head of his cock began to press against her wet slit, she was panting with desire. He teased her for only a moment, rubbing his hardness against her tender folds as she writhed helplessly. The magic assured that they were both ready, and she looked up at him with a look of pure need painted on her face.
"Oh, yes!" Maggie moaned as he mounted her with one hard thrust. Her whole body quaked as he speared her. His thick shaft had her stuffed to the breaking point and she squeezed down on him as strongly as she could. It was hard to think about anything else as she ground her hips against his. There was simply no feeling to compare to that of fantasy sex.
He leaned down to kiss her again, and Maggie threw herself at him. Her legs rubbed against his thighs and her finger dug at his back as she reeled from the powerful feelings between her legs. Her lips met his with a wild passion, and she nibbled and licked at his lips and face as she let her needs wash over her.
She wailed as he began moving inside her. The feeling of his hardness slowly retreating had her quivering and then she shook from raw ecstasy as he stretched her pussy open again. The magic always made sex feel so good, and she could enjoy being ravished so fully without worry.
"Harder, fuck me harder." Maggie begged as he drew up a slow, measured pace between her legs. She did her best to entice him, but he maintained his discipline. No doubt he was enjoying the sound of her begging and pleading for more as he took her. His long hard thrusts were as much taunting her as they were pleasurable. Her body craved more, needed more.
She nearly yelped with joy when he suddenly pulled out of her and then flipped her over. Maggie had been in enough fantasies to know what he wanted when he gave her a stinging slap on her bare ass. She squeaked at the rush of strange pleasure that shot through her along with the pain. She long ago learned that when she was this aroused that pain could feel just as good as pleasure, and often times it was even better.
She scrambled to lift up her hips and spread her legs for him. Maggie quivered with anticipation. She realized she was still wearing that lewd maid costume and she only hoped that seeing her bare ass and needful pussy peering out from the lace ruffles of her skirt would entice him to giving her the hard fucking she ached for.
"My my, what a frisky filly." He laughed as he slapped her ass again with one hand while the other cupped her hips and drew them back. Maggie wiggled her upturned ass for a moment before she felt his cock press against her again. She moaned as he ran it along her slit, letting her feel the full length of his hardness before pointing it towards her needful gates.
"Please, take me hard!" She begged again. She strained to look back at him. His firm hands were holding her in place and he smiled as he pulled back and let the tip of his cock slide between her nether lips. Then she let out another cry of pleasure as he stuffed her empty pussy with a perfect filling thrust. In this position, she could feel him rubbing hard against her more tender spots, and her body quivered from the raw sensations.
"Yes! Oh yes!" Maggie panted as his fingers sank into her hips and he started to hammer her. She savored the hard fucking and the savage feelings he was coaxing out of her with his aggressive assault. She loved the way she could just let go and enjoy this kind of magical sex. She couldn't get pregnant, or infected. She couldn't even get injured, she could be slapped and bit while her pussy was stretched to the breaking point and tomorrow she wouldn't have even the smallest bruise or ache. There was simply no better way to have sex.
He played his role to a tee. His cock ravaged her tight flesh and they pushed past the heights of pleasure that two people could normally share. Maggie did her best to squeeze him and work her hips back against his plunging hardness, but he kept her firmly in place as he pounded her. Occasionally, he would smack her bottom as he thrust and she would squeal at the powerful mix of pleasure and pain.
Time slipped away as her body shook with unending thrusts. The raw pleasure of his handling left Maggie quivering and lost in a tidal wash of sensations. It was all she could do just to keep from collapsing into a melted puddle of seething joy on the bed. She whimpered, cried and begged for more as her body rode wave after wave of passion.
She barely even noticed as his thrust became more frantic until he was pounding hard and his hands were trembling around her hips. That moment of realization hit her just as he grabbed onto her hard and then drove deep into her pussy. She cried out at the same time his cock exploded inside her. Her insides filled with his seed, and she wailed from a soul crushing orgasm.
The pleasure was an unreal rush of joy, her entire body seemed to be glowing as the ecstasy flooded her. From the unreal sensation of her fully stretched pussy to the tips of her quivering breasts Maggie's body shuddered. She panted and moaned as she milked his pulsing cock, barely believing anything could feel so good.
Maggie allowed herself a moment to enjoy the feeling, but the sense of magic rippling around her brought her back to the reality of why she was here in the first place. He had collapsed onto the bed with her, and was panting as the wild magic swirled around them. It had started to come loose from his soul as his focus wavered. Normally, it would rejoin him in a moment, but this was her chance.
She rolled around so that she could rub his chest and abs and help draw out his pleasure as she turned her focus to the energy whirling around them. This was always the hardest part, with her body still enjoying her recent orgasm she had to draw the magic to her. It was hard to explain just how it worked, but there was a way of thinking that seemed to draw magic in, and she had been born with the raw talent for that.
In truth, it had taken years of practice to reach a decent level of skill, and there were still times that the magic got the better of her. She got stuck for four days in an eroticized medieval fantasy once. Maggie still quivered just thinking about how good it had felt to be taken by a nearly endless stream of well hung knights while she was adorned as a princess of the realm. If she couldn't take control of this magic now, she'd get pulled into another cycle of sex and pleasure before she'd have another chance.
Sometimes that was tempting, especially when it felt as good as it did today. Still, she knew that was a trap, with each round of pleasure, she'd be weaker and find it harder to focus the way she needed to. If she wasn't careful, she'd end up as just another enchanted trollop and forced to wait for another wizard or sorcerer to come along and rescue her. It had happened before, and it was always rather embarrassing. Of course, she'd also done her part in rescuing others as well, it was a snare that everyone fell into eventually.
Today was not one of those days however. She managed to pluck the last strand linking the magic to her host and then concentrated. Maggie didn't need it attaching to her, even as it flailed. She focused her thoughts, and slowly managed to tie the strands, forcing them to run together until she was left with a ball of self contained energy. It wasn't perfect, a few wisps of energy still snaked out of the ball, but it would hold long enough for her to get it back to her laboratory.
The residual energy began to dissipate as soon as the wild core had been contained. This was almost the hardest part. Maggie had to turn her focus back to the room, and discover what condition everyone was in and try to keep them from truly realizing what had just happened. Even though normal people usually just ignored the magic around them, when they were hit by something this strong, it was always possible they would remember, and that could cause all kinds of problems.
First, she made sure the door was locked and the shops closed sign was set. She was lucky they were in such a confined space. It was always harder to do cleanup in public because she had to worry about outside observers as well as those that had been trapped by the magic.
Maggie turned her focus to the six people who had been busy pleasuring each other when she'd arrived. They'd collapsed into a heap after the last blast of pleasure from the orgasm she'd shared with the host. That helped, and she turned her attention to each one in turn. She had to search for the echo of their old body and clothes and then needed to cast a spell to restore them. Luckily the magic had only been here for a short time, which meant the changes to reality were still weak. The longer changes lasted, the more set they were until they would become reality. Once that happened, they would be almost impossible to reverse.
With the others taken care of, she turned her attention to their host. Maggie sighed as she looked down at the carved flesh of his naked form. She hated having to reverse such a work of art, especially when she discovered what she would be restoring. The poor guy was nearly the opposite of his fantasy self, a short, almost effeminate guy without a bit of ruggedness to him or even a nice endowment to compensate.
This was one place where she did have discretion. No one really forced her to clean up the effects of magic, it was simply something that wizards and sorceresses did to keep from having to deal with the havoc that such changes could bring. There was no authority to check her work, in fact the only thing others cared about was that no one made or left a mess that would cause normal people to suspect magic was real.
Maggie concentrated on a new spell. Restoring him to his original form was easy, but what she had in mind would be a bit more difficult since it involved altering reality instead of simply returning it to a previous state. She managed the number of ripples by only going half way. She didn't make him taller, but left him with most of the muscles and a cock large enough that women would love it without risking permanent injury.
He'd never even realize that he'd been changed, that was part of the way magic worked, but Maggie felt better giving him a reward after he'd brought her such pleasure. She didn't do that too often, but some days she just couldn't walk away without making things better.
The magic had faded away as she stood. It rarely took long once the core of the wild magic was contained. Everyone would simply wake up and go about their day. None of the others would remember what had happened, though they'd be confused about the missing hours, it would be little more than a nagging feeling. Even the rest of the world would barely notice their absence. It was the way magic worked for normal folk. It operated in the background, masking perceptions even as reality changed.
The final step was restoring herself. She stood up and closed her eyes. As fun as the big breasts and curvy frame could be, Maggie preferred her more svelte form. A quick swirl of magic left her wavering as her body shifted and her clothes changed back to their original form.
With that done, she slipped into a corner and watched as everyone woke up. There were a few moments of shared confusion and then everyone wandered off. They'd go back to their lives, none the wiser. Maggie smiled as she held out her hand and looked down at the pulsing glow of trapped magic. It had been a good afternoon, and she knew just the necklace that could use another charged stone.
Life was never dull with magic. Sometimes she wished she could share the truth with everyone else, but Maggie enjoyed the secrets as well. She opened up her senses, searching for another outburst of magic, and felt the smoothness of a world at peace. She let out a sigh of relief, this had been enough fun for one day.
There was always plenty of magic for tomorrow.
The End 
Misapplied Magic Part 2 - Pleasing the Professor
 "Maguire! Well, it has been a while!" Maggie turned around to see her old history professor, Jeffrey Krimmel, waving from across the street. Well, he wasn't really that old, more like his mid forties, but he had a penchant for the old school jacket with elbow patches and wire rimmed glasses. He also had a moderately scruffy look to him, the kind of appearance that made it hard to take him completely seriously with his tousled hair and mismatched socks.
Maggie waited for him to cross the busy street. He managed to avoid the puddles that a little spring rain had brought without stumbling over himself. Finally, he was huffing and puffing as his bags fluttered to a stop next to her.
"It's Maggie, you know." She smiled at him and thrust out a hand to help take one of his bags. He was a bit overloaded. He was also one of the few people that made a habit of calling her by her full first name. She didn't know what her parents were thinking when they named her Maguire, but most people had the decency not to remind her of that fact.
"Now, now, that's a lovely name." He paused to shuffle his bags and then gave her a couple of the lighter ones.
"Yes, and you look like you're on a shopping extravaganza!" Maggie laughed. "That doesn't seem like you."
"Well, I have a couple of old friends coming by this weekend and I needed to pick up some things. I don't exactly stock up you know." He wobbled as he tried to balance out his bags again.
"I see." Maggie nodded. "And here I thought you were just trying to get more stories out of me."
Jeff averted his gaze at the accusation and Maggie laughed. He had a way of making sure to bump into her every so often. Usually, his motives were not entirely pure.
"Well, you can't deny that your stories are interesting." He tried to regain a bit of poise.
"Kinky you mean." Maggie turned back and gave him a burning stare. The truth was, Jeff was one of the few normal people who actually listened to stories about the magical world and her adventures within it. It probably didn't hurt anything that she kept in all the arousing details of dealing with wild magic.
"You do have quite the imagination. I still say you should try writing them down. It's not hard to sell stories like that these days." Jeff turned to compliments to deflect her.
"Ah, but then I'd be giving away all my secrets. You normal people just think they're stories, but other sorceresses and wizards would just steal my techniques." Maggie explained. It was true too. Other magic hunters were always jostling to tame magic outbreaks. It wasn't just the fun of jumping into little fantasy realities, it was the power that came with capturing those loose balls of enchantment.
"Well, I'm happy that I can enjoy them at least." He trudged along with her as they headed towards his apartment. He struggled to keep his groceries from wavering too much, but it was pretty clear he'd overloaded himself. Maggie just shook her head. She'd offered to help, but there was only so much she'd do for someone who was intent on making things difficult for themselves.
"I imagine you're just looking for more masturbation fodder." Maggie skipped around him. She had to admit she'd started telling him the stories as a way to tease him way back in her college days. It had morphed from that into a wonderful kind of therapy. She really didn't have anyone to talk to about all the weird stuff that happened to her, but Jeff would listen and take her almost seriously. He still sounded like he didn't really believe her stories, but he did work with them as fiction.
"Well, they are good for that sometimes." He nodded. That was something that Maggie liked about him, he was actually pretty honest about his sexuality. In a world where people took great pains to deny such things in public, it was refreshing. It wasn't just the honesty, it was the fact that he wasn't vulgar about the subject.
"And you're just the kind of guy who likes to listen. Have you thought about getting a girlfriend?" Maggie gave him a stern look. He was attractive enough to not scare away a nice woman if he was careful to actually groom himself a little.
"And ruin a perfectly quiet bachelorhood? I would never commit such a crime." He attempted to wave her off, but managed to send himself flailing for a moment before he regained his balance. Luckily, he kept from slamming into a gaggle of coeds that had been waiting for the crosswalk.
Maggie breathed a sigh of relief. He'd caused enough damage, she figured and shuffled over to grab one of his bags when she felt a strange tingling on the back of her neck.
"Jeff, I think we should..." She gasped as a rush of energy slammed into her. A sudden whirling blast of magic was engulfing her. She tried to summon up a shield, but this was wild magic, until it was tamed none of her normal sorcery would work.
Maggie flailed for a moment, suspended in an energetic bubble as the magic tore at the fabric of reality. Everything around her twisted and shifted as the enchantment took hold and created a new bubble universe. It was rare for a burst of wild magic to pop up around people, and Maggie had certainly never had it happen to her.
The effect was disorienting, even as she began to regain some of her senses. The magic had bound itself to someone, and their fantasies would lay the foundation for the enchanted reality she was being pulled into. That much, at least, was normal, wild magic would latch itself to someone and make their daydreams into reality.
Maggie had never seen that process from the very beginning before. Normally, she felt the bubble form and then hunted it down. She could capture the energy and use it to grow her power. It also let her fix reality, so that those who had fallen into the fantasy world were brought back out and returned to normal.
Now she got to watch as the enchantment took effect, warping what she saw around this street corner. Things seemed to stretch out, and then snap, until the bubble formed, and they were all safely inside the fantasy. The nature of that world hit next. The normally slow transformation that came from walking into a bubble became a much more jarring rush of changes.
Maggie went from a casually dressed, petite woman in her mid twenties to a girl with rather large breasts, in a blouse and pleated skirt that ended well above her knees. When she finally let out the breath she'd been holding she felt a rush of heat between her legs when she filled her lungs again. In that moment of transformation, she'd not only gained some new curves, but a rather fierce burst of arousal.
"Now, ladies. You need to take your seats."
Maggie turned to see Jeff standing at the front of what looked roughly like a classroom. The edges still shimmered from the effects of the magic, but around her were a horde of other women, all dressed the same as she was. They were milling around the rows of college style chairs with fold out desks. Everyone wavered for a moment and then decided to sit down.
Maggie swooned as well. There was something in his words that just made her want to listen to his directions. She could feel the magic coursing through her, working into her thoughts. It wanted her to be part of the fantasy, and it had hit her so suddenly, that she wanted it as well. She had to focus harder than normal to keep from just letting this little reality from become hers. Normally, she had time to prepare, to ground herself so that she wouldn't lose herself to the power of the magic.
It didn't help any that Jeff had also been upgraded by the magic. He was still wearing his jacket, but now it was perfectly tailored to match his new frame. He had become a paragon of education, his tight shirt outlining his sculpted muscles, his shoulders were now square and he held himself with unquestioning confidence. His chin had even become chiseled, and his messy hair was now coifed. Finally, his gaze had turned powerful and with just one glance he could render any coed into a quivering, eager bundle of lust.
Maggie felt his power all the way to the depths of her pussy. It didn't help that she had thought about Jeff before. She'd always had a bit of a soft spot for hapless professor, and he was kind of cute. Magic loved to feed off of fantasy, and Maggie was certain that he must have daydreamed about her before. The wild energies around them was now using that link to strengthen the power of the fantasy world they were in.
It was so easy to slip into the role. It hadn't been that long since she really had sat in one of his classes and quietly fantasized about just what the two of them could do together with a little private time. Maggie quivered as she squirmed her round bottom in the chair.
This was the point when she realized she wasn't wearing any panties, or a bra. She giggled to herself. It was just so typical. How would a lustful professor want his luscious female students to dress for one of his classes? Short skirts, plunging necklines and no inconvenient under garments to get in the way.
"All right, ladies, settle down. It's time to start the lesson." Jeff chastised the group and then opened up a text and started reading passages.
It didn't really matter what he was trying to cover. All the real action was in drawing his attention. Maggie was sitting a bit off to the side, and she could see one girl or another slowly escalate the game. First, it was a lascivious wink or a dropped pencil that gave a girl the opportunity to lean over and give him an easy view of her unrestrained breasts.
What surprised Maggie the most, was how long the competition continued. Every passing moment seemed to up the stakes, but everyone was still dressed. Of course, she couldn't help getting into the action either. In fact, she needed to win this little game if she wanted a chance to tame this magical outburst quickly. She would need to live out a bit of her own fantasies this time, so she could dislodge the enchantment and diffuse it. That meant that she'd need to seduce the professor before the other girls had a chance.
It was a lot easier said than done. The other girls were as attractive as she was thanks to the magic. They were also just as eager to grab the dirty old man's lustful gaze. Maggie worked through the preliminaries with everyone else. She made sure to give him a seductive smile each time his eyes passed over her. Her lips wrapped around the end of her pen as she caressed it with her lips and tongue as if it was the cock of a long lost love.
None of these simple acts could hold his gaze, though he did smile back at her before he'd turn to the next page of his lesson. It was frustrating, and Maggie knew she'd have to up her game. She slid back in the chair and folded away the little desktop. Before any of the other girls could match her brazenness, she slid her legs open wider and lifted one up.
Jeff's eyes bulged for a moment as he did a double take. He stumbled over his words as he gazed down at Maggie's exposed and hairless pussy. When his eyes popped up to look at her, she was smiling back, still sucking on her pen while one hand calmly squeezed at her left breast. His surprise melted into a shared lustfulness. His gaze and smile showed how much he approved of her display before he returned to his lesson.
The other girls weren't about to let Maggie have all the fun, and it wasn't long before they were doing their best to up the stakes. One girl had unbuttoned her top and left it open such that it barely covered her nipples. Another simply stripped off her shirt entirely and let her long hair do the work of protecting her modesty. A pair of girls started to make out on the other side of the classroom, while making motions for Jeff to join them.
Maggie wasn't sure just how he did it, but he was actually continuing the lesson. By now it wasn't hard to see his erection straining against his slacks, and yet he continued droning on about some esoteric point of history. She giggled again. It wouldn't be hard for her to believe that this was actually his fantasy, to teach a class of desperately horny coeds.
Or perhaps it was more. Maggie knew that he really did love his work. There was no way a man could talk for so long about a subject like that if he didn't love it. Perhaps he was looking to seduce the student, not just for sex, but for an appreciation of the very topic that he cared about so much.
So now she started to listen. It wasn't easy, in fact, she had to reach down and start rubbing her clit to relax a bit of the sexual tension so she could pay attention to what he was saying. It still wasn't easy. She'd never really paid much attention in class. History wasn't really her strong suit, it was just so boring. Now, it was something she had to do though.
Maggie squirmed in her seat. No matter how hard she tried, she just couldn't keep anything straight in her head. Jeff was trying to go on about peasant life in medieval Europe, but not much of anything was sticking. The fact was she knew she had to take the next step or she'd end up forced to pleasure herself while one of the other coeds managed to nab him.
Finally, she pulled her hand away from her aching pussy and slid out of the chair. As the other girls watched, she crawled over to the professor as he continued trying to instill a love of history into his fallen classroom. All eyes were on her when finally, Maggie was kneeling in front of him.
Even now, Jeff didn't stop his lecture. Maggie could understand, the same drives that were making her aroused and needful were pressing him to embrace his fantasy. Even as his classroom descended into debauchery, he was still the center of attention, and clearly he dreamed of connecting with his students.
Well, Maggie was determined to fulfill at least part of that dream. As he rambled on, she unfastened his belt buckle and unzipped his pants. A quick tug later and she was staring at his black boxers and the thick cock that was making them poke out lewdly from his crotch. Carefully, she reached up and wrapped her fingers around the waistband of his shorts and pulled down. They stalled for a moment, the elastic hanging on the tip of his manhood and then with a lewd bounce, the underwear slid to the floor and his erection jutted out.
Now, everyone except Jeff was focused on the throbbing shaft that Maggie was kneeling before. She quivered as she gazed at it. Over the last few years, she'd gotten to see many magically enhanced cocks, and somehow she'd managed not to become jaded, but this was something special. She couldn't say why, but as she reached up to caress it, she felt as if she was worshiping before a living god.
Her fingers moved slowly along his thickness. He was so warm to her touch, and she was panting as the raw power of his manhood radiated through her. He was strong, hard and thick. Her fingertip traced along the bulging veins, from his tip to the base and back again. All the while, he barely misplaced a syllable as he continued his lesson on the lasciviousness of peasant women.
"In some places it was thought that a woman could not control her urges and it was the duty of a husband to pleasure her on demand." Jeff explained while Maggie leaned in and started to kiss and lick at the tip of his cock. He stood speechless as she took the entire head into her mouth and sucked hard. For a moment, all that could be heard were the ragged pants of pleasure from around the room.
Maggie pulled back again, taking the time to look up at him. Jeff returned her gaze, and they shared a deep smile as they stared into the other's sparkling eyes. It was a rare instant of depth, and Maggie savored it, before her taste for cock returned and she went back to licking and kissing.
Jeff didn't return to his lecturing. The class had already lost most of the pretense of education for quite a while. Now, that the professor was clearly engaged, the other girls turned to each other for attention. A lesbian orgy was breaking out, but Maggie was far too interested in attending to the professor to notice.
His hands started to stroke her hair while she licked and sucked her way up and down his shaft. Maggie had done everything except swallow his massive cock, and now she started to do just that. The taste was strongly masculine, and she couldn't get enough of it as she slid her mouth down inch by inch. When she heard him moan from the pleasure of her tongue, she stopped to give him an even more thorough sucking as her tongue slid firmly around his shaft.
Maggie took her time. She always loved playing with and pleasuring the hardness of a man's cock. Men were so easy, once they were in the throes of passion, it wasn't hard to know what they enjoyed. All she had to do was listen and she knew that he enjoyed the way her tongue slid around the rim of his cock head, or when she sucked hard on a mouthful of his manhood. His cries of pleasure when she started to tease her balls told her everything she needed to know.
She let herself get lost in the moment. While her mouth caressed him and one hand stroked his sack, the other was busy between her legs. Maggie moaned with pleasure as she was lost in a hedonistic blur of perversion. All that remained now was for her to push him towards the next level of pleasure.
"Oh, Maguire!" He shouted as Maggie brought him closer to the raw edge of release. His hands tightened around her head, holding her in place. His cock throbbed, as hard as ever, in her mouth. She pressed her lips tight, but held back her tongue, letting him quiver on the edge.
His fingers dug into her scalp. They gripped and released as he struggled on that edge. Maggie started to pull up. Jeff's fingers fell away, sliding down the side of her head and onto her shoulders as she started to rise. She took her time. She was careful not to let his fervor slip. All it took was a flick or her tongue or a quick moment of sucking to make him gasp and left his shaft throbbing.
Finally, he popped free from her mouth. Maggie took a moment to appreciate the pure beauty of his cock. Magic had a way of making the perfect man, just as it had a skill at making the perfect woman. That was one thing she'd come to appreciate, and when she could, she took the time to savor that wicked altering of reality that allowed for perfection to be crafted.
There was one other thing that Maggie loved about getting lost in wild magic, and that was the raw depths of pleasure that it could allow and induce. It was so easy to indulge, and with Jeff, she wouldn't even feel a twinge of guilt. She began working her way back up his torso, unbuttoning his shirt as she went.
Her hands ran over his sculpted stomach, tracing the lines of her perfect abs before moving on to his hardened pecks. In this little realm he was all the man he could have ever wanted to be. When she was finally standing before him, with his shirt opened and her hands caressing his chest, she moved onto his shoulders. With a quick brush she pulled off his shirt and jacket.
Now it was his turn, and his hands moved down and pulled at her shirt for a moment before the buttons gave way. He tore open her top, letting her breasts spring free. Maggie moaned when his hands moved over her tender flesh, sinking into her softness. His touch was firm, and she quivered from the pleasure of his hands squeezing her roughly.
"Oh, yes, professor..." She whimpered when his fingers found her nipples and began to pinch and twist those sensitive nubs. Maggie had come to enjoy the rough handling that so many men enjoyed in their fantasies. No matter how gentle they were in real life, within their own dreams, they wanted to dominate and possess. She'd rather come to enjoy it, but there was something else that she also loved to share with the men in their fantasies.
"Please, take me." She gazed up into his eyes. Maggie fluttered her eyelashes, doing everything she could to convey her need to submit to him. That was something she was still coming to grips with. The power of the magic made her submissive, the one thing she was not in real life. So many men liked to dominate their women that she often found herself getting absorbed by that desire. Each time it happened, a part of her wanted to try fighting it off, but she needed to resist that urge. No matter how she felt about it, she needed to give the man his desire if she was going to be able to claim the magic from him.
The worst part of it was, she really did kind of like it. The part of her that wanted to fight back, was just her stubborn streak that didn't want to admit that having a man in charge could be fun sometimes. That didn't mean she wanted to always be the one on the bottom, but she didn't always need to be on top either.
Now was certainly the time to let Jeff take charge. He bent down and gave her a full and passionate kiss as his hands lifted up her skirt and started to play with her firm round ass cheeks. Maggie moaned as he squeezed her, and her breasts pressed into his firm chest. She quivered in his grip, savoring the way her soft flesh melted into his hardness.
The hardest part of all was his throbbing manhood. It was pressed into her stomach, rubbing against her soft belly as she ran her hands around his waist and over his muscled back. Only inches away, her pussy ached to feel his girth inside her, but it wasn't quite time for that yet.
Maggie cried out when he suddenly broke their kiss and tossed her towards the lectern. She stumbled for a moment before he grabbed onto her and turned her to face the class. He took her hands and placed them at the top of the stand, and she opened her legs for him. There wasn't any mystery in her mind exactly what he wanted to do.
So she stood there, with her breasts dangling out of her open shirt and her pussy angled to be taken. Maggie looked out at the writhing flesh scattered around the room. Most of the girls had paired off, though there were a couple of larger groups. They'd all stripped down, only the occasional pair of socks or glasses were still being worn. Maggie couldn't deny the raw eroticism of the scene, the way each girl was joined to another by hand, breast, pussy or mouth. It was a pure descent into raw debauchery, and it was only the feeling of Jeff's firm hands on her waist that drew her attention away.
"Please, oh, please..." Maggie moaned as he directed his shaft between her legs. The way his cock rubbed against her sensitive nether lips had her burning with anticipation. It was time to feel him inside her, but instead he was teasing her. She squirmed in his hands as his hardness slid up and down her wet slit. He would part her lips and almost push inside and then he pulled back, forcing her to whimper with need.
"Yes! Oh god, yes!" Maggie shouted when he finally took hold of her hips and plunged inside. His massive cock met her tight pussy and left them both straining. He pulled back his hips and slowly thrust into her again, pressing deeper each time. She did her best to relax, to let him drive deeper despite the overwhelming desire she felt to squeeze her pussy around him.
It was always an impossible mix. Some men liked their woman to be nearly perfect matches for their enlarged manhood, but many more enjoyed the feeling of really stuffing a tight woman full of cock. Maggie never knew which kind of fantasy it would be until the man was half way inside her, and either way she was left a quivering, lustful wreck.
The friction was almost too much as he pressed even deeper. Maggie savored the feeling of fullness, and the way her pussy lips would wrap around a plunging cock. Today was no different and she began to meet his thrusts as he came closer to completely impaling her.
Maggie threw her head back and gripped the lectern when she felt the base of his cock grind against her nether lips. She let out a deep, satisfied moan as she savored the feeling of throbbing cock inside her. There was a fleeting moment, just when a man had finally impaled her completely, that was divinely perfect before the need for more pushed them into the wild abandon of coupling.
She savored that moment, taking deep breaths as she felt his hard warmth inside her. Then it passed, and her hips started to writhe against him. Maggie needed more, she needed to be fucked. From the way his hands started to shake, she knew he was at the threshold as well.
Their moans twisted together as he slowly withdrew. Her pussy contracted as he slid out of her, aching with the desire to be stretched out again. It was just so impossible not to have that hard cock inside her. Maggie was left quaking when he left just the tip of his manhood rubbing at her gates.
Her world fell away when he thrust into her again. The feeling of his hardness drilling fully into her depths left her quaking from the tips of her toes to top of her scalp. The tingles seemed to just vibrate inside her. There was no feeling like it, and she was moaning in rapture as he slowly stroked in and out of her seething flesh.
As he found his pace, his hands started to roam. One followed the curve of her hip until it found its way to her hanging breast. Maggie gasped with pleasure when he started to squeeze at her soft orb. She couldn't deny that having large sensitive breasts was quite enjoyable at times like this. His other hand soon distracted her from those thoughts when his fingers began rubbing the hot nub of her clitoris.
Maggie lost what little grip on reality she had as he fondled and thrust with abandon. It was all she could do just to keep her grip on the lectern so that she didn't fall. When he leaned in and started to nibble on the back of her neck, she just dissolved into a quivering mass of helpless arousal. His masterful strokes filled her as his fingers sent her voice echoing around the room.
She'd never imagined he could be so powerful, so perfectly wonderful in mastery of her flesh. Maggie had daydreamed about him years ago in class, but this was so much better than anything they'd shared in her fantasies. Of course back then she'd been so much more naive.
The skill of lovemaking was something that even magic could not enhance. Certainly, wild magic had a way of creating perfect bodies, and enhancing the anatomy of those enchanted, but not everyone knew how to use their new assets. Certainly, it wasn't hard to make a woman orgasm in an enchanted fantasy, her body was primed for sex after all, but it still took skill to take a woman to the heights of pleasure possible when none of the normal rules applied.
Jeff was just such a lover. Sex with him was more than just thrusting his cock into her willing pussy. He was a master of rhythm and his fingers played her like she was a fine musical instrument, taking her up to a crescendo of ecstasy and then back down again always moving higher and closer to that ultimate peak.
She was simply beyond words as he claimed her flesh. His hands moved up and began squeezing both breasts as he continued driving into Maggie with hard thrusts. It wasn't until the whole lectern was shaking with her that she realized he'd been increasing his pace. His thrusts were frantic, and his hands gripped her soft flesh firmly. She moaned from the assault, his rough handling was only making her hotter.
Maggie wasn't about to let him be the only one controlling the game. As he filled her, she squeezed down, increasing the friction, and she could hear his groans of pleasure each time she did so. It was hard to keep any discipline, especially given how good it felt. It didn't matter for long though, as his breath grew even more ragged and his thrusts more frantic.
"Oh! Yes! Cum in me, Professor! Fill me up!" Maggie cried out. She couldn't take much more, she'd been kept just short of release for so long that she would do anything to draw him over the line. This was the realm of male fantasy after all, and nothing was more natural here than for a woman to orgasm as he did, with his seed flowing into her.
Jeff didn't disappoint. His frantic thrusts dissolved into pure ravishment. Maggie could feel her body tearing through the last vestiges of restraint and she squeezed down hard on him when he gave her one last hard thrust. She cried out in pleasure as he pulled her tight. His moans joined with hers when his seed began shooting into her. The feeling of his cock pulsing finally threw her over the edge.
Her orgasm exploded from between her legs. All the pent up desire was now rushing through her. Her body tingled and her legs shook. If he hadn't been holding her up, she would certainly have collapsed on the floor. The whole world melted away into a ball of pure joy.
Maggie floated on that cloud of warmth for all too long. It was hard to pull back. She rarely had orgasms that were so powerful, so wickedly alluring that it was almost impossible not to just enjoy it. It was just so hard to even care that she had a job to do here.
Thankfully, Jeff was just as deeply affected. The wild magic had been almost completely dislodged thanks to the depths of their pleasure. Maggie was thankful for that, in her post orgasmic haze she wasn't sure she'd have had the will necessary to pull out a more deeply rooted enchantment.
The magic didn't even put up a fight as she bound it into a temporary containment ball. When she finally came back to reality with the ball of magic in her hand, she was resting on the floor with Jeff's hands wrapped around her waist.
Before she could even begin to make plans she could sense the enchantment starting to tear itself apart. Without the wild magic powering the fantasy reality, it was snapping back to the real world. Maggie had managed to tame the magic so soon after it had appeared that it hadn't been able to create a very robust bubble realm.
Normally, Maggie would have had to use at least a little of her own magic to return those inside a magic bubble back to their original forms. In this case, as the enchantment broke, the girls had their clothes and bodies returned to their natural state automatically. Maggie felt it as well when her breasts and hips returned to their more svelte forms and her underwear returned along with her normal shirt and pants.
In the end the only thing that would have raised suspicion that anything had happened was the fact that about a dozen people were all laying down on the sidewalk in various lewd poses. Even that didn't last as the dazed girls snapped out of the spell. They wouldn't remember what had happened, or even that anything was strange. It was one of the effects of magic that made Maggie's life easier. No matter what the wild magic created, once it was tamed normal people would simply not notice or remember what had been there.
"Maguire?" Jeff stared out blankly when he realized he was lying down on the sidewalk. His arm was still over Maggie's waist, even if it was now clothed, and his crotch was rather firmly pressed against her ass. "Did something just happen?"
Maggie laughed and pulled away from him. She wondered exactly what to tell him as she helped him to his feet. Certainly, he knew enough of her stories to make some guesses. In the end, she decided just how to play things. "Well, that'll have to be a story for some other day, Professor."
He blinked, clearly surprised. She imagined that he'd fantasized about ending up in one of her kinky wild magic situations, but probably never believed it was really possible. "You'd tell me if I ever wound up in some magical fantasy right?"
Maggie just shook her head and laughed. There were some things she wasn't quite ready to share, even with him. Maybe someday she'd tell him just what had happened. Until then he'd just have to use his overactive imagination to fill in the details.
She reached down without any more explanation and grabbed the bags he'd dropped. She had to get him home and then she had to get off to her laboratory. She had a tamed bit of magic to store and journals to keep. Then maybe, she'd give him something much better to remember than one of her stories.
She did need to find out if he could play her just as well in real life after all.
The End 
Misapplied Magic Part 3 - Legal Discipline
 "Well, you certainly do know how to dress."
Maggie looked up at hearing the deadpan tone of her least favorite of the local wizards. She smiled wickedly. If he was going to ruin a perfectly lovely sit in the middle of the park on such a nice day, she wasn't going to give him the pleasure of following decorum. Not that it mattered, she never really cared much for all that pomp anyway.
That was why when the Wizard Norman Faustin looked down at her, he saw nothing but her natural and very naked flesh. He turned his head and furrowed his brow, a sure sign he was working up a lecture on proper etiquette for her. Maggie savored it. It wasn't like anyone who wasn't a magic user could see her like this anyway. The aspect that she conjured for him was just a spell that only a mage could witness.
Norman had naturally summoned a far more regal aspect for himself. It was all flowing robes, flashy trim and pointy shoulder pads. Maggie had to work just the right amount of contempt into her not quite stifled giggle to convey her feelings. It wasn't just the aspect though, it was the way he carried himself, always with perfect posture and carefully measured steps.
"As do you, Sir Faustin." Maggie sat back on the park bench. From his perspective, she was thrusting her perky breasts out quite lewdly and she just smiled up at him. The fact that she got him to curve his frown downward a couple of degrees made her all that much happier. If there was one thing she secretly wished for it was to make his frown into a perfect half circle one day.
"I've been told that you recently experienced a magical event at the moment of formation." He glared down at here.
Maggie nodded to herself. That explained why he'd bothered to track her down. His dislike for her nearly matched her hatred for him. The one thing that could override that was his pursuit of knowledge. He was part of a circle of wizards that tried to explain the nature of magic and reality. No one really knew why magic existed or why only a tiny fraction of people could see it and interact with its power.
That didn't mean she wanted to help him. His pursuit of knowledge was driven as much by his desire for power as anything else. Norman was already one of the strongest mages she'd ever met, and if he was able to bridge the gap between magic and reality Maggie feared what would become of the world. Still, the others of his circle wouldn't take kindly to her withholding information.
"So why did they send you?" She asked. They had to know that she would be more than a little reluctant to share anything with him.
"Because I was the closest and you have not yet embedded the magic you tamed into your collection. Time was of the essence."
That much was true. She'd been pulled into a magical outburst with her old history professor. After she managed to work him into a quite satisfying mutual orgasm and set them both free she had decided to head over to the park and bask in the afterglow. The magic was still swirling inside a containment spell that would keep it safe until she got home. It didn't surprise her that the wizards had picked up on the event, but the fact they felt time so important was surprising.
"You could have called." She waved her cell phone in front of him. His brow furrowed that much more. He was almost two hundred years old, old enough that the telephone was still some new youthful fad and he'd have none of it. She knew not all of the old wizards were so rigid, but Norman took great pains not to change with the times.
"You will be well compensated." He continued. There wasn't any need to state the obvious. He needed that swirling ball of magic, so that the others could study it. It was fresh and as yet relatively untainted magic. The fact that she had tamed it so quickly after it had appeared did give it value for their research.
"Well, if it was anyone but you." She smiled and reached into her purse. She couldn't deny the other wizards their prize, and she could make more use of their generosity than another enchanted bauble. Her skills were no where near the level required to discern any difference between her new wisp of energy and any other in her collection.
He held out his hand and she placed the ball of magic in his hand. For all the trouble it was just a marble sized ball of flickering blue light. It flared in his hand for a moment as he took control of the containment spell. He had no trouble with that, and then dropped the glowing orb into a pouch at his waist.
"Your efforts are appreciated." He gave her a curt nod. Maggie fought down the urge to roll her eyes and simply bowed her head slightly. As soon as her eyes slipped off him, she felt a rush of wind and knew that Norman had left. He wasn't about to waste his time on a little trollop like her. She knew she'd have to get at least a hundred years under her belt before he'd even acknowledge her as anything more than an annoyance.
Maggie let her aspect shimmer away. With no one around to see it, all the spell did was waste energy. She tossed her head back and looked at the sky again. Her mood had turned decided darker, and the afterglow was gone. Even the blue and drifting white above wasn't enough to perk her up.
Then she felt it. It started as just a case of goose bumps. Her hairs stood on end. There was no mistaking the sensation. Another rush of wild magic had been let loose. It wasn't close, but if she didn't dawdle, she could beat the other mages to it. Maggie picked up her purse and started off.
As she strolled through the park her mood improved. It was a lovely day after all, and the smell of flowers and green grass simply could not be denied. She wondered what she'd find at the end of her walk. There was no telling what she'd find in the next little pocket of warped reality.
That was what all the interest was for after all. Magic warped reality. Wild magic popped up and would alter whatever it found. It put an extra sparkle into stars, or a few extra colors into a sunset. If it happened to catch a person, it would make their daydreams into reality. Or at least a little pocket reality that would be shaped to match their fantasy.
Maggie worked to free those people trapped by the magic. As nice as living your fantasy could be, the magic wouldn't let a person go as easily as it pulled them in. The wicked part of it was that she'd come to learn that most people liked to fantasize about sex, and the easiest way to break them free was to give them their hearts desire. When they were basking in the mindless ecstasy of a toe curling orgasm, the magic would loosen its grip and allow her to tame it.
Of course, that meant she'd gotten very familiar with the depths of perversion that people could dream up, and unlike in the real world, anything could happen in a pocket of wild magic. The rules were up to the person who had been enchanted. Stepping into the magic made her conform to the fantasy, and she'd been everything from a submissive servant to a leather clad dominatrix. The goal was always the same, make sure the enchanted one got the most pleasure anyone could dream of so she could capture the magical energy.
Maggie knew that wasn't the only way to do things. Certainly, Norman wouldn't have embraced her techniques. With enough power, the magic could be ripped away. It was harder to accomplish, and it could leave scars. It was more dignified, at least in the view of the likes of the less sexually tolerant. Maggie's method was kind of a cheat, allowing her to collect far more energy than someone as young as her usually could. It wasn't endorsed by the more formal mages, but she wasn't alone in being so flexible.
The real trick was getting to an outburst first. There weren't a lot of rules among wizards, but first come, first serve was one of them. It was respected, and Maggie did her best not to let opportunities slip away. Thankfully, there weren't so many mages around that she had to race. Around town there were only about four other regulars she could name. Certainly, the elders could pop in at will, but they rarely went after wild magic. The fact was they already had enough power, and there were far easier ways to augment that when needed.
Maggie stopped down the street from the outburst. She could see the flowing light and waving tendrils of energy just starting to breach the walls of a small office. From the sign over the door it was a law firm. She held back, trying to get a sense of what was inside. She could never discern much beyond the number of people ensnared and the power of the magic holding them. This time, there was only one person, and she knew she had to act quickly before the magic would expand to pull in more.
She took a deep breath. Her earlier outing had already taken the edge off her energy, and here she was about to jump into another enchantment. Part of her wanted to laugh, but another part was getting excited by the possibilities. She just hoped that whoever it was inside was having a nice sexy daydream, cause she was in the mood to relieve a little tension.
Maggie jerked her neck from side to side and took a moment to limber up. It didn't really make a difference, but it did make her feel better. Then she walked up to the office, opened the door and stepped into another world.
The shift hit her as she was pulled from the real world into the fantasy. The edge of this bubble was sharp, and the transition was harsher than normal. Her clothes and body morphed as one. Her breasts expanded, as did her hips, until both were tightly bound in a rather formal looking pencil skirt and restraining white blouse. Her legs tickled for a moment before she realized that stockings were now running up her thighs and she wobbled for a moment on the high heels that had once been far more sensible sneakers. Her hair pulled up as well, and somehow she knew it had become a rather conservative bun.
The reality came into focus as she regained her breath. Everything was sharp, perfect and exactly in place. In an instant she knew it was a law office, and the small desk inside was supposed to be hers. Maggie looked around, surprised to see the very thing that the sign said it was. She was used to walking into fantasy harems or penthouse suites, not an immaculately prepared office. There was not a speck of dust in the entire room, or a single thing out of place.
That was except for one file, the half open file on her desk. Maggie was hit by a sense of panic. She hadn't finished her work! Her boss was expecting it any minute and she hadn't finished the research for his next case. The force of the sensation almost pulled her along with it. The fantasy realities all had their own hooks, and they often pressed upon her will, but this one was a whole level beyond normal. For a moment she had become the tightly bound assistant that the wild magic wanted her to be.
Maggie was used to that effect, but she couldn't always fight it. Truthfully, she rarely wanted to, aside from the fun of enjoying the fantasy, going along with the changes helped her reach her goals. She just wasn't used to such a practical demand being placed on her. The very idea of doing work inside an enchantment was laughable.
Then the urge hit her again and Maggie raced around the desk, and spread out the papers. She didn't even know where to being looking for the rest of the information she needed to gather. Before she had a chance to make a reckless charge at the filing cabinet she heard the intercom buzz.
"Miss Marple, bring in the Verinsworth case file." Maggie heard the stern voice and a click from the other end. She knew there was no way she had that file, or that buzzing him would be a good idea. All she could do was bring what she had. She tried her best to arrange the papers and then managed to strut over to the door without wobbling too much in her heels.
It was the jiggling of her breasts that made her aware of the spell again. It was clear that whoever this man was, he liked his women round and servile. Maggie felt a wicked chill down her spine and a thrilling heat between her legs. No matter what else, she could be sure she'd be well used soon enough. She didn't plan to let the magic control her, but she grabbed hold of the mental strands working through her mind. She wanted to immerse herself in the fantasy to enjoy it.
Then she reached down, her hand quivering. It was never good to disappoint him. He liked things in just the right way, and when he didn't get that, well, Maggie felt her stomach twist. She grabbed at the door knob and turned, then slowly pushed it open.
He was sitting behind his desk. His eyes bored into her soul as she stood there, wobbling on her heels, with the half done paperwork about to fall out from one side of the file folder or another. Her pussy quivered again just looking at him. He was older, a bit more than she usually preferred. He was probably in his mid fifties, with immaculately sculpted gray hair and a weathered but stately face. His suit was perfectly tailored and dark, with a thin black tie.
Most of all, he held the interminable air of command. This was his domain, and he was firmly in charge. Even if the magic wasn't compelling her to be submissive, Maggie knew she'd have felt a natural urge just the same. She usually didn't like to be dominated outside of the magical realms, but she couldn't deny that some men made her eager to submit.
"Well?" He glowered at her.
"Um... well, sir... I couldn't..." Maggie floundered her way towards his desk, trying to keep herself upright at the same time as she struggled to arrange the papers. She couldn't get her hands to cooperate, until finally she made it to his desk and the file exploded all over it. Papers fluttered everywhere and she scrambled to collect them when she heard the sound of his hand smacking the desk reverberate around the room.
"Enough. Did you gather all the papers for the case?" He asked.
Maggie was left standing stunned. She tried to collect her wits and answer. "I... I couldn't... no. No, sir."
She blushed, ashamed that she couldn't manage even such a simple task. The fantasy was blurring her reality again, and she flushed even more warmly as she waited to see what he would do.
"I see." He huffed. "Now, what does that make you, Miss Marple."
"I... I''m... a bad girl, sir." Maggie whimpered. She could almost feel her ass wiggling with eager intent. She could feel which way this was going and her body was well ahead of her. If he couldn't smell how aroused she was, he'd soon be able to. That eagerness didn't stop her from turning another full shade of red as she dropped her chin and looked up at the rugged older man penitently.
"Indeed. And what do we do with bad girls, Miss Marple?" He lifted his chin just enough to give his stare a more cutting edge.
"Um... we discipline them?" Maggie quivered as she looked up at him, fervently hoping that she had the right answer. She felt a bit strange about it, but she could really go for a bit of discipline and hopefully a good throw down on top of his perfect oak desk. She rarely had the opportunity to enjoy such fancy digs.
"That is correct. I'm glad that at least some of your education wasn't wasted." He pushed back from the desk until his lap was clear. "Now, it's time we got started."
Maggie squirmed as she looked down at the perfectly pressed pants he wore. The crease was still visible straight down the middle of each leg. She let out a waving breath and then carefully walked around the desk. It was always hard to believe what she got into with one of these fantasies, and her she was about to be put over this man's knee!
"I don't have all day." He continued to glare at her. She shuddered again, partly from the humiliation, and part from the thrill she got from being degraded like this. Here she was a grown woman about to be spanked like a child! Still, she had to obey, not just because she needed to play along, but because she actually wanted to get her cheeks warmed.
"Please, sir... I didn't mean to be bad." Maggie whimpered as she knelt over his lap. It was all part of the act, even bad girls weren't supposed to want to be spanked. That didn't stop her pussy from soaking her panties.
"Well, then you should have thought of that earlier." He pressed her down until her breasts were squished against one leg and her thighs against the other. That left her skirt covered ass fully open and exposed to him.
"Now. Tell me what you did, so I'll know when you've learned your lesson." He demanded as his hand came down with the first strike. Maggie squealed from the unexpected sharp pain and the wicked thrill that ran up her spine after it. She had to admit there was always a twisted bit of fun to being spanked.
"I... I didn't get the files ready for you in time..." She sputtered as his hand came down again. The perverse turn of pain into pleasure shot through her again, and her pussy quivered.
"And..."
Smack.
"I forgot the cream for your coffee this morning..."
Smack.
"I didn't dust the bookshelves last week..."
Smack.
"I didn't make sure all of your mail was right side up..."
Smack.
"You've been a bad girl lately, haven't you, Miss Marple?" He stated as he smacked her ass again. It was really starting to sting, and she quivered even more when he left his hand pressed against her round bottom.
"I know, sir, I'm sorry, sir." Maggie whimpered as his hand started to gently rub her. It felt good after so many hard whacks, but it also made it impossible that he wouldn't notice.
"And it seems you've wet your panties, Miss Marple." He added when his hand slid down over her barely covered pussy.
"Yes, sir, I'm a bad girl, sir." Maggie quivered again. Despite the setup and the magic informing her of her role, she still didn't know what would come next. All she could do was wait and see where he would take her.
"Well, if discipline won't work, then we'll have to try something else." He pushed her off his lap and Maggie quickly moved to kneel in front of him. Instincts she didn't know she had told her what she needed to do. She paused once she was on her knees and looked up at him.
"Can I show you how sorry I am, sir?" Maggie looked up at him and then back to his crotch. She could see from the way his manhood was pressing against his jeans that he was excited. All she was waiting for was his permission.
"Of course, Miss Marple. I am not an unforgiving man." He opened his legs and sat back.
Maggie crept closer and then without another word, she reached up and unbuckled his pants. She deftly unsnapped and unzipped and then slid her fingers in to pull out his cock. She marveled at his control as she slid her fingers over his throbbing shaft. He didn't make the slightest sound, but she knew he was enjoying her touch just the same.
As her fingers stroked him, she leaned in. Whatever wrongs she was supposed to have done, there was one sure way to compensate for them. Maggie licked her tongue around his cock, tracing the head of his shaft in a way that left most men quivering. He was more subtle, but she felt the way he shifted in his chair, and how his cock throbbed eagerly. He liked it.
Maggie didn't wait for any more preliminaries and simply dove in. When his cock was pressing against the back of her throat and her tongue sliding over and back against his thick shaft was the moment his control slipped and she heard a small gasp. That egged her on, and she kept at it, bobbing her head while her hands stroked the base of his cock and gently caressed his dangling balls.
He kept from gasping again, but his breath grew more rapid. His hands slipped over her shoulders and started to grip her firmly. Maggie couldn't have been more pleased by the effect she was having and she kept working. She did her best to keep from pushing too fast, she wanted to bring him up carefully so that he didn't accidentally boil over.
When she felt his grip grow tight and his breath became ragged, she slowed down and eased the pressure. He regained his control and she started back again. Working to place him right on the edge. She always loved this, the way she could take even the most disciplined men and get them under her control.
"Now, Miss Marple, I think it's time something was done about your panties." He huffed. As good as her mouth might feel, his desires were in no way so limited.
Maggie slid her mouth off of him. She was careful to give him a loving suck as she did so, just enough to put him right on the edge of release. Her fingers teased out one last caresses of his sack and then pulled away from him and stood up.
"Yes, sir." She squeaked before she reached up to her skirt and unfastened it. She could have removed her panties and left the skirt, but she knew somehow that this was the better way to go. A quickly shimmy of her hips and she was bare from the waist down, and the slight chill of office air made her quiver as it tickled her warm pussy.
"Nicely trimmed, I see, but you are wet here too. I simply can't abide that. Get up on my desk, Miss Marple." He said after looking down at her neatly shaved pussy. Maggie quivered, she was really enjoying the way he took charge.
She backed up to the desk and then pulled herself up so that she was sitting on the edge, with just enough of her ass on the smooth wood to keep her from falling to the ground. Then she spread her legs wide for him.
"Very good, Miss Marple." He then knelt down between her legs and without another word, he slid his tongue along the folds of her cleft until Maggie was gasping from the sensation.
He didn't stop there. He lapped at her pussy, licking up all of the juices she was dripping and then went to work on her clit. He traced around her sensitive nub with the tip of her tongue and sucked and nibbled on her tender lips while she moaned. Maggie didn't have anywhere near the self control that he'd demonstrated and his mouth was as skilled as any she'd experienced.
"Oh! Oh, sir!" She moaned as he slid his tongue down and then into the seething passage between her legs. She was ready for more, and fought to keep herself balanced on the edge of his desk. Her pussy was aching, and his assault had only made her even more aroused. Now all that remained was the final act.
"Miss Marple, I see there is only one way to keep you from dripping on my floor. We'll have to plug the leak." He stated. Maggie knew what this must mean and quickly fell back onto his desk until she was looking up at him between her wide swept thighs. He grabbed onto her ankles and lifted her legs until her feet were dangling over his shoulders as he positioned himself between her thighs to take her.
"Yes, sir, please..." Maggie whimpered when she felt the bulging tip of his cock start rubbing along her slit. He was ready and so was she. He took the time to coat the length of his cock with her juices, rubbing along the full length of her slit as she moaned. Then he pulled back and guided the tip towards her steaming entrance.
She was beyond words when he pressed into her. Her seething pussy resisted him, and then slowly stretched as he drove deeper and deeper. Maggie gasped at the wonderful feeling of fullness inside her as he stuffed her with his thickness. He wasn't as large as some of the men she'd enjoyed, but his style more than made up for that.
He didn't give her time to savor that feeling. As soon as he'd plunged to her depths, he pulled back, drawing his cock to the entrance of her womanhood again before he thrust into her hard. Maggie shook from the force of it, and moaned with pleasure as he ground into her. She knew he was going to ravish her, and she could think of nothing she wanted more.
"Oh, sir, yes, please... harder..." Maggie begged between jarring thrusts. The power of being empty and then filled was driving out all other thought from her mind. She couldn't imagine anything that could feel so good.
She panted and gripped at the edge of the desk as he thrust into her. His control was still amazing to her, even as his thrusts grew harder and faster he didn't waver. His rhythm was a strong cadence that could not be denied, and Maggie moaned and wailed as he drove her closer to that ultimate peak of pleasure.
Despite his stoic demeanor, she knew he was getting close as well. His hands were sinking deeper into her soft flesh and his breath was starting to become almost ragged. She knew it was time and Maggie moaned as she squeezed down on his thrust hardness and shook from the feeling of sudden fullness.
Finally, that broke through his discipline and he let out a wrenching gasp of pleasure. In an instant it was as if he'd broken free from his chains and started to thrust into Maggie wildly. She cried out for more as she writhed under him. She squeezed at the desk, her toes curling as he pounded into her eager flesh.
"Sir! Oh Sir! Fill me! Fill me up!" Maggie screamed when he took her hard and deep and held her there. His cock pulsed inside her, and she could feel the warmth of his seed filling her. It was just what she needed, and her own resistance crumbled. Her flesh seethed, quivered and then pleasure just rolled through her.
Her pussy squeezed down on him, milking the cum from his shaft as she reached up to grab his hands. It was the only thing she could reach as her body shuddered from the wondrous orgasm. She almost wished it could go on forever, but the pleasure coursing through her had loosened the grip of the magic upon her. Even as she savored the wonderful sensations coursing through her, she was here for a reason.
The magic was now flailing about. Its tendrils were mostly free from him as the intensity of pleasure melted the influence of the enchantment. Maggie reached out with her own power and started to tie up the strands of energy before they could latch onto him again. It wasn't hard work, and soon all that was left was to pluck the last few links from him.
Maggie waited a moment now, the magic was nearly tamed and before she dissolved this little pocket of reality she rested, savoring the hard cock inside her and the strong hands stroking her thighs and hips. She wished there was a better way to thank him, but once she broke him free of the magic he wouldn't remember any of this. If he was really lucky it might come back to him in a fevered dream. Maggie knew it did happen sometimes, but it was rare.
"Thank you, Miss Marple." He smiled down at her. It was the first smile he'd given her since she'd stepped into his fantasy and Maggie smiled back. She gave his hands one more squeeze and then plucked the last bits of magic from him.
Reality began to snap back in an instant. Her new curves melted away, and her outfit returned to her much less professional attire. To her surprise, the room barely shifted at all. His fantasy office was much the same as his real one, aside from being a bit dustier. He'd fallen back into his chair, and Maggie quickly hopped off his desk.
The fading magic had returned her clothes to the correct place, but even though she wasn't naked any more, she knew better than to let him see her sitting on the edge of his desk. She waited there for him to come around. The effect of magic always left people a bit disoriented, and Maggie wanted to be sure he was fine before he left.
She had to admit that she was surprised by one other thing. He barely changed at all as the magic lifted. Normally, a man fantasized about being taller, thinner and more muscular. This man, however, already had a lean body and Maggie realized he must be very self confident. She was impressed. When he opened his eyes again, she waited.
"What are you doing in my office?" His glare came on almost as soon as he roused. He looked Maggie over with a harsh eye and the downturn of his lips showed how little he approved of her presence.
"Sorry, I just got a little mixed up. Have a nice day." Maggie gave him a withering wave and then sped back out to the lobby. She breathed a sigh of relief when the door snapped shut behind her. She certainly wasn't surprised. A man with that kind of fantasy wasn't about to take kindly to her type of person. She just smiled, happy for what she'd enjoyed and the fact that she had a new magical bauble for her collection.
It wasn't until she turned to leave that she notice the lobby was still empty. The door opened a moment later, and Maggie had to catch her jaw before it hit the floor. At twenty something young woman wobbled in on high heels, with a pencil skirt and sensible blouse wrapped around a large bust. She smiled warmly as she reached up to check the tightly wrapped bun on top of her head.
"May I help you?" The woman asked as she saw Maggie standing in front of her.
"You wouldn't happen to be Miss Marple, would you?" Maggie asked. Somehow she knew the answer.
"Oh, only Mr. Barrins calls me that. I'm Bonnie Marple. Are you okay?" She smiled as she walked around to her desk.
"Oh, yeah, just fine. I guess I just wandered in and heard the gentleman asking for you. Thanks." Maggie gave a quick wave and shot out the door. Her head spun a bit. Everyone had their own fantasies, some were just closer to home than others.
Now, she just had to figure out her own. It was easy enough to get pulled into other people's desires. Maggie still wasn't sure what she wanted, but on days like today, she couldn't ask for much more.
The End 
Misapplied Magic Part 4 - Doing The Dudes
 Explosions! Damn, she hated explosions! Maggie made a dive for a bit of cover as another barrage of something sent dirt and debris flying all around her. Her teeth rattled from the shock, and she paused to put her oversized breasts back into what passed for a military uniform in this guy's fantasy. At least she figured it was a guy given that she'd gained three cup sizes when she'd stepped into this bubble of wild magic. If that wasn't enough, her sensible clothes had morphed into a camouflage bikini top and cutoff Camo pants that showed off just as much of her ass as a good pair of bikini briefs would.
It wasn't like this was the first time she'd jumped into a macho male fantasy, but that didn't make it any better. The fact that she was decked out like some pinup right down to the high heels made her cringe a bit. Some guys just weren't very original. The worst part was the explosions, though. They couldn't kill her, but they could certainly make her stay here a lot more unpleasant if she got too close.
Maggie never knew what to expect when she entered an enchanted reality created by an outburst of wild magic. The magic would latch on to a person and make their fantasies and daydreams into reality, or at least a pocket reality. Anyone who entered the bubble after that would be changed to match the fantasy. Maggie had been in all kinds of fantasies over the years she'd been doing this, and she'd learned a few things. Men loved big boobs, big butts and fucking the hell out of hot little women. Usually, that was enough, but some guys were happy to put on their own touches.
She'd been a green skinned alien seductress and a white robed vestal virgin. One of the worst was some guy who seemed to have a fetish for Victorian costuming. It had taken her longer to get out of the crazy multilayered dress his imagination had whipped up than it took to fuck him silly and tame the magic powering the little pocket reality they'd fallen into.
That was why she put up with the craziness. At the end of the day she got to walk away with another bit of magical energy. She was among the few who could actually see magic, and she'd learned to collect it. Outbursts like this had allowed her to gather enough power to rival many of the other wizards, not that she'd decided what to do with that power quite yet.
None the less, at the moment she was stuck in the middle of a fantasy battleground, with her erstwhile hero out there somewhere. With luck, he was going for a damsel in distress fantasy and she could dispense with all the silly military trappings once he'd rescued her and they could get onto the fun part. As much as she hated all the earth ratting destruction, guys with these kind of fantasies did tend to be really good in the sack.
"Help!" Maggie cried out while there was a lull in the bombardment. There was every chance that he didn't even know she was here yet. He may even have been enjoying a simple fantasy of militaristic destruction, but now that there was a girl in the zone, she expected that the rules would change, especially when she was popping out all over.
The blasts didn't stop and Maggie had to duck down again as more chunks of the landscape rained down on her. If she hadn't been decked out so ridiculously she would have made a run to somewhere safe, but in these heels, she wouldn't make it ten feet before another explosion, and she wasn't about to try it barefoot.
"Hey!" She heard a shout from the edge of the field she was in the middle of. She tried to spot the source, but she couldn't see much from inside her limited sanctuary.
"I'm over here! Help!" She shouted again. Whether this was a rescue fantasy or not, she didn't want to be stuck out here like this. Inside an active wild magic bubble she had very limited power at her disposal. In the end, she relied on her ability to fuck the enchanted host into a stupor and then disentangle them all from the magic's effect while it was weakened. She still hadn't learned why orgasms could weaken wild magic like that, but she wasn't shy about exploiting that vulnerability.
She heard shouting from the edge of the field again, but this time it sounded more like a battle cry than any attempt to talk to her. She poked her head out in time to see a trio of men jump up and start firing away with a variety of hardware. The sound of rockets and machine guns filled the air and Maggie ducked down as far as she could and still watch them.
These guys had taken the whole fantasy macho theme about as far as they could. They were each bare chested and dressed only in camouflaged pants and combat boots. Bullets, straps of grenades and slung rockets hung over them, each matching with the weapon they had. They were a mixed group, one white, one black and one Asian, but they each had the same overly muscled build and were joyously blasting away at something that Maggie still hadn't seen.
Maggie hated to admit they looked hot. All that male bravado was on full display and she suspected very well that the weaponry they kept in their pants was every bit as big as the guns they were shooting off. She was just glad that no one but her would remember what happened in here after she helped them get out. That left her free to indulge her own needs in ways that her pride wouldn't normally allow.
The trio finished firing for a moment and the Asian dropped the rocket launcher he was holding and ran across the open field to where Maggie was hiding. The other two guys kept shooting, probably to provide a distraction to whatever was the source of the bombardment. Maggie was just happy if they managed to get her away from this field and back into more meaningful shelter.
"Come on, let's go!" He shouted as he knelt at the edge of the crater where Maggie was huddled. He reached a hand down and then gaped as he looked at her. She actually blushed a bit from the way he stared, a mixture of pure lust and absolute surprise. He certainly hadn't expected to come across a woman who was nearly bursting out of her outfit in a place like this.
"Heels!" Maggie shouted back over the din of more explosions, and showed him the completely impractical heels she was wearing as she grabbed his hand.
"No problem." He smiled as he pulled her up. Once he had her out of the hole, he reached around her and pulled her up like a child, with her legs draped over one arm and her back cradled in the other. Maggie wrapped her arms around his neck to make sure he didn't drop her as he ran back to his friends. They were both screaming wildly as they sprayed bullets across the field. It was a bit surreal, like a mixture of a porno and a war movie.
"All right, Kenton, call it in." The black man shouted over to the white one. Kenton grabbed a big blocky radio and shouted in some kind of request. Maggie couldn't make out what he said, and as soon as he finished, the three of them ran over to a trench and jumped in with her still being carried along.
"You're going to want to cover your ears, little missy." Her savior told her as he put her down and they all crouched. Maggie wasn't about to doubt them now and covered her ears just in time to muffle the scream of jet engines above.
She simply had no way to describe the sound she heard next. The sound itself was almost instantly deafening and the shockwave that followed seemed to make the whole world shake. Maggie felt like jello in the bottom of that trench as everything seemed to be rattling all at once.
The next instant was just as unnerving. As soon as the world stopped moving it seemed like everything had stopped. Maggie wondered if she had really gone deaf since there was simply nothing to be heard. Then she started to hear the breathing of the men around her, and the crackling of debris in the distance. It was still remarkably quiet and after being in the mix of nearly endless explosions, she was left in awe.
"That got 'em!" Maggie looked up to see the black man looking over the edge of the trench and back towards the field. The other two men got up and cheered as they saw the same thing. Finally, she decided to join them. If they felt it was safe enough, she'd probably be okay.
The field looked like one huge smoking crater. The trees on the far edge were shattered, only a couple of scorched and jagged stumps were left. The sheer level of destruction was almost hard to imagine, especially as close as it was to the little trench they were standing in. If this had been reality, they'd have been killed by the shock wave. It wasn't the first time Maggie had been thankful that something crazy had happened in one of these fantasies and not in the real world.
"Hey there little lady, are you all right?" The black man looked down at her. Maggie quivered a little being right in his gaze. With the shock of all this destruction wearing off, she was finding it impossible to ignore the fact that she was standing in the middle of three smoking hot men.
"Yes, thanks for the rescue." Maggie smiled back up at him. She was easily a foot shorter than each of these guys. She was used to being the smallest person in a group, but these men were like titans, and she was at eye level with all of their bulging pecks. Still, she couldn't ignore all decorum. "I'm Maggie."
"Rex. That's Kenton with the stupid hair and our carry man Mazu." Maggie nodded in turn to each of them. She took the opportunity to appreciate the sculpted muscles they all shared. She was also trying to feel out the magic now that she was no longer distracted by the possibility of getting splattered.
Something was wrong. She was having trouble feeling out the concentration of magical energy that she usually found in one of these wild magic outbursts. The energy was far more distributed. Maggie struggled to trace the currents and then she made the realization. The magic wasn't just tied to one person as it normally would be. This time it seemed to have bound to all three of these guys at the same time.
Maggie shuddered a bit at this dilemma. Her plan for dealing with wild magic was to pleasure the person linked to the magic enough that the connection would weaken. Then Maggie could snag it and tame it. She'd run into a multiple bonding before, and that had been crazy difficult, needing to get a couple off at the same time. This was a level above that. There were three men bonded to the magic and just one girl.
That meant she had one plan, get them all off at as close to the same time as possible. A more powerful mage might have been able to free them with a more direct approach and simply yanked out the magic, but Maggie needed the magic weakened before she could capture it and she only knew one way to do that. She'd never had to do something like this, it wasn't just please three men at the same time, it was making sure that they all orgasmed at the same moment so that the magic wouldn't just shift between them.
"Do you guys have someplace a bit more comfortable?" She asked. At the least she didn't want to fuck them all in this hastily dug trench. The guys looked at each other and then back at her. The smiles on their faces told her they wouldn't object to her trying to pull off her plan.
If she failed, she'd be stuck in here until some other mage came along, noticed her distress and decided to help. Maggie knew for a fact about half of the local mages would just sit back and laugh at her predicament. That left her with little choice but to do her best to succeed.
"Well, miss, we have a little place near here just perfect for relaxing." Rex looked off into the distance and then went to load up his gear. "It'll only take a few minutes to get there. Let's go boys!"
The other two grunted and followed suit. Maggie marveled at their appearance. It was just surreal to be amongst this little group. She had to admit in a twisted kind of way she actually matched well with them. Her skimpy outfit showed off her assets, and they were walking around showing off their bare chests and bulging muscles. The only mystery was just how much they were hiding inside their pants. She didn't expect to be waiting long to find out.
"So what are you guys doing out here?" Maggie asked as they walked. It took her mind off the jiggling of her breasts and it was sometimes amusing just what people thought about while they were stuck in the middle of a magic bubble. The fantasies created often had a way of reshaping perceptions almost as much as they reshaped bodies.
"Just adjusting the landscape, ma'am." Mazu balanced his rocket launcher on his shoulders as he hiked. Maggie laughed. She couldn't imagine these three were soldiers in the real world. Sure, guns and macho were not lacking in the military, but these guys didn't have any air of discipline to them. It was more like they were living out some video game fantasy.
"So what were you doing in that field?" Kenton asked as he picked up the rear.
"Dodging bombs, what did it look like?" She smiled back at him. It wasn't really possible to give them an explanation that would do anything other than confuse them.
"Well, you probably shouldn't wear heels in that case." He replied.
"What and not show off these legs?" Maggie paused for a moment to pose seductively. It was an effective distraction and only helped tease them more. Every chance to amp them up would only make her job easier. Much less, one of the fun things about being in these little pocket realities was the opportunity to let her sexuality loose. In the real world, there were consequences, but in here she was free to indulge.
That was part of the reason she still did this kind of thing. Sure, it was a good way to collect magical energy, but it was also a great way to have safe and fun sex. She sometimes got dropped into nasty fantasies, but most people had pretty tame kinks and it was easy enough to enjoy them.
When Rex walked up to a small weathered cottage, Maggie was actually surprised. She didn't know what to expect, but the small house in the woods didn't quite fit. The guys piled their weapons up next to the door and then walked in. She followed a moment later and was as shocked by in the interior as she was with the outside.
The cottage was decked out like a dream bachelor pad. A TV filled one wall surrounded by a ring of couches and a selection of video game consoles under it. There was a small kitchen next to the living room, and the guys were busy tossing out bottles of beer. Maggie made sure to grab one and took a swig. The magic assured her that it was the best drink she'd had in ages.
They settled in the living room, and Maggie made sure she was in the middle of the group. She was seated between Mazu and Rex, and was careful to move between alluring poses while they watched. She could feel the sexual tension ratcheting up as she sat there, and everyone was focused on her. She squirmed in her seat a bit. It wasn't easy to be the focus of so many hot guys, but she was getting used to it. She rarely took on more than one partner at a time, and these three would be a challenge.
"So what do you boys do for fun?" Maggie looked at them each in turn. Now that she'd been around them this long she was starting to look past their obvious differences to see a bit more in the trio. Kenton was the goof, with his short spiky blond hair and a silly grin. Mazu was the schemer behind his dark almond eyes. Every time he looked at her, she felt like he was doing a lot more than undressing her in his mind. Rex was the man in charge, confident and sporting some long dreadlocks that flared the heat in her loins.
She'd never have batted an eye at jumping any of them on their own. The only thing holding her back was the prospect of taking them all on at once. Even with the magic assuring her that she could handle whatever they dished out physically, mentally she wasn't sure that she could handle so much cock.
"Well, beer and bad movies when we're not blowing shit up." Kenton smiled and tipped his bottle up for a long pull.
"What about girls?" Maggie asked as she leaned back in the couch and ran her hands over Rex and Mazu's bulging biceps. Her whole body shivered at just touching their hard flesh. Even if she was a bit reluctant mentally, her body didn't have similar qualms.
"Oh, we like girls just fine, little lady," Rex ran one of his huge hands over her thigh, squeezing her bare flesh and forcing a coo from her lips. If the stories about men with big hands were true, she knew she'd enjoy playing with Rex.
"Oh, yes, we do." Mazu smiled from the other side as he proved more brazen. Maggie squealed as he reached up and squeeze her breast through the thin material of her bikini top. His hand was firm and he took his time cupping her massive chest.
In the real world, her breasts were much smaller, barely enough to warrant wearing a bra, but here they were ripe bulging, sensitive melons. She had to fight not to moan loudly as her nipples poked through the cloth and Mazu started to pinch at the thick points. It was so dirty, and she was growing eager for the animalistic ravishment she knew she was provoking.
"I believe you!" Maggie whimpered when Rex slid his hand up and cupped between her thighs. She helped him out by spreading her legs, exposing her barely covered mound. Having two men on her at once was starting to drive her wild, but she knew she shouldn't leave anyone out. She gave Kenton a come hither look as the other two continued to play with her.
Kenton smirked and put down his beer. He looked like he'd been enjoying the show, and now he was ready to join in. Maggie sat up in her seat so that he could get closer and while strange hands worked on her breasts and pussy, he leaned in and gave her a forceful kiss. He was rough, his tongue demanding and his stubble grating. But when he pulled back, she was left panting for more.
Maggie felt like she was going wild, and reveled in it. Even if she failed, getting swallowed up by this much masculine flesh would be worth it. There was simply nothing left to do other than dive in. She slipped from Rex and Mazu and went straight for Kenton's pants. She had to start somewhere, and by the time she had his boxers around his ankles, the other two had stripped her of her shorts and top.
With hands sliding back over her bare flesh, Maggie swooned at the sight of Kenton's hard cock jutting out right in front of her. It was massive, thick and too tempting to resist. Without another word, she started to lick at him, savoring the purely masculine flavor. She reveled in the sounds of pleasure from his lips as her tongue traced the throbbing veins up and down his hardness.
Maggie had to pause for her own gasps and moans of pleasure as the other two guys worked her from both sides. Each had a hand on a breast, and Rex had his fingers sliding into her wet pussy while Mazu rubbed at her clit. Her soft curves were squeezed, pinched and rubbed until she was left quivering while she tried her best to pleasure the man in front of her.
She struggled to focus on Kenton and knelt so that she could stroke his balls as she started to suck and lick at the head of his shaft. Maggie let the hands working on her body fade into a wonderfully pleasurable fog as she wrapped her lips around his cock and started to take him into her mouth.
It felt as if Rex and Mazu increased their efforts with every inch she took into her mouth. Or her focus on Kenton left her body free to boil over from the wicked assault on her flesh. She moaned around the cock in her mouth as she her hips were lifted up. Maggie didn't resist, and was rewarded by the feeling of something hard and thick pressing into here.
"Ohhhhh!" She cried as her pussy was suddenly stuffed to capacity. The fact that she didn't even know who was inside her only added to the intensity of it. She was being fucked while she had a cock in her mouth, and a third pair of hands was still working on her breasts, squeezing them as they bounced from the thrusts behind her.
Maggie almost melted in that moment, but she knew she had to retain her focus. When the hands moved away from her breasts and she felt the hand stroking Kenton's balls being pulled away she was fighting from being overwhelmed. Her fingers were guided to the third cock and she started stroking it eagerly, wanting nothing more than to please all of them at once.
It was a challenge and a joyous experience all at the same time. It was hard to think of anything beyond cock. The cock stretching her pussy with long hard thrusts, or the cock throbbing in her mouth or the one squeezed by her dainty hand. They were all throbbing testimonies to raw manhood. Where their cocks didn't touch, their hands did; stroking and rubbing and squeezing.
She felt like she was in the center of a hurricane made from raw pleasure. Maggie swooned, tossed about by the rhythm between her legs and the hands roaming over her naked flesh. The sensations were overwhelming her senses. She wanted nothing more than to ride to the peak she was being pushed towards, but she needed more.
It took all of her will to pull her hand from that cock and to pull her mouth off of Kenton. She moaned and gasped as the thrusts continued between her legs. She looked back at Mazu's lustful smile and shook her head. "Please, stop, I need you all inside me."
Mazu's eyes bulged for a moment as he stopped thrusting with his cock deeply lodged inside her. Then his grin grew wicked and he nodded. He held himself inside Maggie for a moment and she savored the fullness before he pulled back and slid free of her quivering flesh.
"You first, lay down on some cushions." Maggie directed Kenton while she knelt and looked over at Rex and Mazu. They were sex gods, with huge throbbing cocks hung from their massive well built frames. She could see her juices dripping from Mazu's shaft, and shuddered at the emptiness between her legs.
Kenton obeyed her as quickly as he could, and as soon as he was laying on top of the cushions, Maggie straddled him. She looked back over towards the other two guys as she guided his cock towards her dripping pussy. She did her best to make a show of it, rubbing his cock head along her hips as she wiggled her ass and let out lustful moans.
"Oh, yes..." Maggie gasped when she finally pressed back and let Kenton slide into her. She arched her back and thrust out her tits as she sank down. He reached up to squeeze her jutting orbs. She quivered on top of him, savoring the feeling of a hard cock stuffing her pussy and two hands mauling her huge breasts.
She couldn't just leave it at this though, and she looked up at Mazu. Maggie leaned down and reached back to spread her ass cheeks as she winked at him. If that wasn't a clear enough invitation she'd let Rex have a go. Mazu's grin grew even wider and he jumped behind her.
Maggie quivered in anticipation. She'd taken two guys like this before, but only once. She knew just how intense it could be, and here was one more guy to take care of now. While Mazu found his way behind her, Rex didn't waste any time moving in front of her and leaving his cock dangling just out of reach.
When Mazu's cock started pressing against her anus, Maggie lost focus on everything else. He took it easy, and he was nicely wet from just using her tight little pussy. She still couldn't keep from moaning as she squeezed around Kenton, her hands grasped at his hands as she shuddered. She could feel herself being stretched out and the intense fullness of having a second hard cock moving deep inside her.
"Oh, oh god!" Maggie wailed as she felt his hips press against her ass. She was so full of cock, she felt like she could burst, and yet here was Rex standing in front of her, with his long hard black cock just waiting to be thrust down her throat. She took a moment to enjoy the two cocks already inside her, squeezing down with both her holes as she adjusted to them. She could already feel the need for more when she looked up at Rex and opened her mouth. She slowly licked around her lips as she made a lewd circle with her tongue.
Rex didn't need any more of an invitation and he stepped forward enough that she could lean in and take his hardness into her mouth. She took her time, starting with a careful massage of his cock head and then slowly sliding her lips lower and lower. Maggie sucked and licked him as she filled her mouth with his huge shaft and then down her throat. When her lips finally met the base of his shaft she quaked from the raw feeling of being more full of cock than she'd ever been before.
They didn't let her revel in that unique sensation for long. Maggie's whole world exploded in an impossible cacophony of raw pleasure when three cocks and six hands suddenly started moving in and over her well stuffed body. The feeling of two cocks driving between her legs drowned out almost everything else when Kenton and Mazu started thrusting into her.
Even though they moved slowly, the intensity of having both holes being used left her shuddering. Her legs were spread wide open for them, and she was at their mercy as they began working up a firm rhythm. Her entire body quaked with each thrust, while their hands continued to light fires wherever they went.
Kenton was busy working over her chest, cupping and molding her tender orbs before he tweaked and pinched at her nipples. Every rough squeeze sent her shuddering from the wicked mixture of pleasure and pain. Mazu was busy stroking her ass and hips, and occasionally smacking her bare ass. Maggie couldn't stop the muffled cries of pleasure each time his hand came down.
Rex had waited for the other two to establish a rhythm before he began fucking her mouth. Maggie closed her eyes and focused on the sensations. All of her holes were filled with thrusting cocks. She did her best to squeeze down on them all, and to lovingly suck at the one in her mouth. It was hard to keep that focus, so she drew everything she had into pleasing the dick plunging between her lips.
Her ears were filled with the sounds of grunts and moans from the three men. It all blended together with the pleasure she was feeling. The careful rhythms were quickly giving way to harder and faster thrusts. Maggie quaked, unable to do anything beyond simply accepting the hammering shafts. It was more than she'd ever handled before and was doing all she could to hold on.
Mazu was the first to tighten his grip, his hips thrusting hard into her ass. Kenton squeezed her breasts hard as he pounded her from below and Rex grabbed at her hair as his pounding became frantic. Maggie was helplessly enthralled at the center of so much manliness. She felt like she was going to explode and that's when she heard all three of them let out ragged moans of pleasure.
She'd have joined them if not for the cock flooding her stomach with cum. The two cocks between her legs were shooting into her as well and Maggie was slammed by the most intense orgasm she could remember. The madness of three men filling her with their seed at the same time was just too much to handle.
The pleasure rolled through her, numbing her as she shuddered from the ecstasy. It started as a warm fullness between her legs and then radiated out until her whole body felt like one hot puddle of melted joy.
Thankfully, Rex pulled away and let Maggie collapse on top of Kenton. Mazu leaned over them as well, panting as he recovered from his own release. Everyone was gasping from the pleasure they'd just shared.
Maggie savored the feeling as she basked in the glow of her orgasm. Now was the hardest part. Even though she still had two cocks lodged deep inside her, she needed to refocus on the magic that had placed her here. The power of lust that had been unleashed had also set the magic reeling. It was now latched to the three guys by only the thinnest of threads and that gave her the chance to break them all free.
After such an intense release it took all of her concentration to focus on the wavering strands of energy. If she waited much longer, the pleasure would fade and the magic would dig in again. Maggie knew she couldn't waste much time. One by one, she captured the threads with her mind and bound them until she was left with just the strands still bound to her trio of studs.
She relaxed, enjoying the feeling of her naked flesh melted between two rock hard guys. It wasn't every day that she got to be the center of attention and she basked in it. Then she took a deep breath and plucked that last tie between them and the magic.
That was all it took to start the pocket reality on the path to destruction. All around them the cottage wavered and warped as they were brought back to the real world. Maggie remembered that she'd walked into some suburban home before landing in the bubble, and the bachelor pad slowly faded away to be replaced by a much more conventional living room.
The three guys started to morph as well. Their strapping muscular frames melted away, and Maggie smiled a bit as she worked free from between Kenton and Mazu. Her own body was returning to normal as well, but she realized she couldn't have been far off about her earlier judgment of these guys. As their clothes started to reappear, it was obvious that they were a trio of geeky guys in their twenties. None of them were built, and she felt a bit of regret at that. They'd done so well for her that she couldn't just leave them like that.
There was a moment as the wild magic faded away after being tamed that gave her a chance to affect reality. She did it sometimes. No one would notice the effects, it would be like things had always been that way. Only a magic user could tell, and even then it could be hard to discern what had been changed.
As Maggie hovered on that moment, she reached down into her own power and returned a portion of the masculinity they'd had inside the wild magic. Their muscles went from flabby to hardened. They weren't bulging out, but she was sure most women would appreciate their new builds, and especially the enhancements she left for their manhoods.
With the magic tamed and transformations complete, Maggie waited for them to rouse. She just wanted to make sure there weren't any major effects left by the magic and then she showed herself out.
"Oh, hi! Were you here to see Kenton?" A middle aged woman waved at her from a car in the driveway as she stepped out of the house. From the look of surprise and hope in her eyes Maggie knew it had to be his mother.
"Yeah, him and the guys." Maggie smiled a bit and tried her best not to blush. They wouldn't even remember she was there, thanks to the magic.
"I'm glad to see a girl around, I get a bit worried about them the way they're always together playing video games." The woman grabbed a bag of groceries from the back.
"Oh, I wouldn't worry too much about that. I think they'll do all right." Maggie waved and then set off. As much fun as it was in a pocket of wild magic and the fantasies she found there, she always felt better after returning the favor. Sure, it used a bit of her magic, but in the end if she could use her power to make the world a better place, what good was it?
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