Informal Spirit Forge story

I had a guy (we’ll call him sped) come to me begging for me to do a spirit forge on him.  He had some – but not all – of the components.  He didn’t have a scroll.  We looked for these things.  I eventually got frustrated and said “Look.  I’ll take what you have and we’ll just make it work.”  Even though Spirit Forge is a celestial ritual, I went immediately to the local head of the celestial guild and said “Make me a spirit forge scroll!”  Her name was Chopsticks.  She argued that it was an Earth ritual.  “Don’t argue with me woman!  In crayon if you have it!”  So she made it for me.  We also got a couple cursed chess pieces from a fellow Dragon Mage named Hoyle to have in the circle smuggled in there by some bad person.  I then got several people to drum, several dancers, several chanters, two people who had large flags and waved them about and some other folks including a human sacrifice.  “I’ll get a life spell right?”  Said the human sacrifice.  “That makes as much sense as a suicide squad on it’s fifteenth mission.”  I retorted.  “You’ll be resurrecting if all goes as planned.”  His whining that he didn’t want to be killed with my sacrificial dagger ended when some other adventurer offered him a magic sword for his trouble.  Everyone was caught up in the excitement of the ritual.  We had about half the town in on it.  So, we began the ritual (I had two or three assistant casters of varying schools).  The drummers beat, the flag wavers waved, the chanters chanted, the casters cast, the human sacrifice was sacrificed and all seemed to be going well.  That’s when I decided to use the Squid.  The squid is an ancient and remarkably evil artifact I got stuck with years ago.  The Squid has successfully taken on half of the town of Caladore when it was in it’s prime.  The Squid is known as the Evil Vampiric Squid of Death and for good reason.  Monsters have fled from it, towns have panicked over it’s disappearance.  The only thing holding it is a flimsy magic string that it hangs from off of my belt.  I call him ‘Squiddy’.  I decided to untie him and use it to push more power into the ritual.  One good and bad thing about being Lumsie is that you flaw a lot of rituals.  I suspect this was a flaw/backlash/success result.  As the other half of the town who was not participating in the ritual noticed that the Squid was off of the belt and began to literally charge across a field toward the ritual, the ritual ended.  All of the casters were spirit forged and berserked, the cursed chess pieces had grown and animated, the target was spirit forged (yea!) and the human sacrifice was life’ed.  He still got his sword even though I told him he had failed at dying.  After pacifying the ritual and very quickly getting the Squid tied back to the belt all returned to normal in the town.  THAT is what I term ‘informal’ magic – or Dragon Magic – depending on your point of view.  It doesn’t happen often, but when it does, I’ve learned to always go spectacular.  
