

Chapter 1


It was a Friday night like any other. Craig and Handel were slouched on the couch, surrounded by pizza boxes, empty soda cans, and the faint scent of despair. Well, mostly Craig's despair. Handel was fine. Craig, however, was three weeks into what could only be described as the breakup blues—a deep, soggy pit of self-pity and existential dread.

"I'm telling you, mate," Craig groaned, slumping so far into the couch cushions it was like he was trying to disappear into another dimension. He grabbed another slice of cold pizza, examining it with the same enthusiasm as a man facing execution. "I'm gonna die alone. Like, proper alone. Cats and everything."

Handel raised an eyebrow and took a sip of his drink, ice cubes clinking against the glass. "You're allergic to cats."

"Exactly!" Craig flung a limp arm into the air, nearly knocking over a half-eaten bag of chips. A few sad crumbs rained down onto his already food-stained hoodie. "I'll be the tragic bloke who dies alone in a flat full of cats that I'm allergic to. They'll find me weeks later, half-eaten by the furry little bastards. The headlines will read: 'Local Man Found Dead, Cats Look Suspiciously Well-Fed.'"

"Christ," Handel muttered under his breath, then louder, "Bit dramatic, don't you think? You're acting like you're starring in your own tragic BBC drama."

"Oh, I wish! At least then I'd have a compelling storyline. Right now, I'm more like a rejected contestant from Love Island." Craig sat up now, his eyes wide with the kind of manic energy only heartbreak and too much caffeine could inspire. "I'm serious! Look at me! I'm a disaster. No woman's gonna want to date this!" He gestured vaguely at himself—an oversized hoodie with mysterious stains, mismatched socks (one featuring SpongeBob, the other plain black), and a three-day-old layer of stubble that looked like it was trying to stage a coup on his face.

"Mate," Handel said, leaning back and crossing his arms, eyeing Craig's disheveled state with a mixture of amusement and concern, "you're not that bad. You just need to clean up a bit. Maybe shower. Once. Ever. When was the last time you changed those pants?"

Craig looked down at his tracksuit bottoms, considering. "What day did Sarah leave?"

"Jesus Christ."

"It's called mourning, Handel! This is what heartbreak looks like!"

"No, this is what giving up looks like. You look like a homeless philosophy professor who's lost his tenure."

Craig groaned again and flopped back down dramatically, sending a pizza box sliding to the floor. "It's over for me. I'm doomed to a life of loneliness. You wouldn't understand. You've always been the lucky one. You've got... I don't know... warlock energy or something."

Handel froze for just a second, his drink halfway to his mouth. "What?"

"You know what I mean," Craig waved a hand dismissively, oblivious to his friend's sudden tension. "You've got that whole mysterious vibe going. Always landing on your feet, always knowing what to say. That time at uni when we needed tickets to that sold-out gig? Boom, you had them. When my car broke down in the middle of nowhere? You just happened to know a mechanic nearby. If I didn't know better, I'd swear you actually were magic."

Handel chuckled nervously, adjusting his collar. "Yeah, well... wouldn't that be something?"

"I mean, remember last month when you predicted that freak storm? Called it down to the minute. That was weird, mate. Proper weird."

"Lucky guess," Handel mumbled into his drink.

Craig didn't notice the way Handel suddenly looked a bit too interested in his drink, studying the ice cubes like they held state secrets. He was too busy spiraling. "All I want is to find the perfect woman. Is that too much to ask? Just one woman who gets me, who's everything I've ever wanted. Someone who'll actually stick around. Someone who won't judge me for my Star Wars collection or my inability to cook anything more complicated than toast."

"You burned toast yesterday."

"That's not the point!"

Handel glanced at his best mate, who was now staring dejectedly at the ceiling like it held the answers to life's greatest mysteries. He sighed. Craig was a good guy. A bit of a mess, sure, but a good guy. And Handel hated seeing him like this.

Of course, Handel could do something about it. He'd been keeping his little magical secret under wraps for years, but if there was ever a time to intervene, this was it. After all, what were warlock powers for, if not helping your best mate get out of a funk?

Handel leaned forward, a mischievous grin creeping across his face. "Alright, mate. What if I told you I could help you find your perfect woman?"

Craig snorted. "What, are you gonna sign me up for one of those dodgy dating apps? No thanks. I'm not swiping right on someone named 'HotBabe69.' Been there, done that, got the restraining order."

Handel shook his head. "No, no. I'm serious. I've got... connections."

"You're not setting me up with your cousin again, are you? Last time she tried to sell me essential oils. Told me they'd 'align my chakras.' My chakras are fine, thank you very much. They're the only thing about me that is."

"Not my cousin," Handel said, rolling his eyes. "I mean... something a bit more, uh... unconventional."

Craig squinted at him, pizza sauce on his chin. "Unconventional how? Because if this is like that time you tried to convince me to join your hot yoga class—"

"That was for your own good!"

"I pulled muscles I didn't even know I had!"

Handel hesitated. He'd never actually told Craig about the whole warlock thing. It wasn't that he didn't trust him—it was just that Craig wasn't exactly the kind of guy who handled surprises well. The man had nearly fainted when they changed the menu at their local pub.

"You trust me, right?" Handel asked.

Craig gave him a wary look. "That's a loaded question. Last time you asked me that, we ended up in Cardiff with no pants and a stolen traffic cone."

"Just answer."

"Fine, yeah, I trust you. Why?"

Handel grinned, and there was something different about it this time—something that made the lights flicker ever so slightly. "Because I'm about to change your life."



Later that night, after Craig had finally fallen asleep in a pile of pizza crusts and self-loathing, occasionally mumbling something about cats plotting his demise, Handel got to work. He tiptoed around their shared flat, grimacing at every creaking floorboard. Craig's snores, which sounded like a congested chainsaw having an existential crisis, provided decent cover.

He pulled out an old leather-bound book from his closet, the kind of book that looked like it belonged in a dusty old library or possibly a horror movie. The cover was worn, with mysterious stains that might have been coffee, blood, or perhaps just really enthusiastic ketchup.

"Right then," Handel muttered, blowing dust off the cover and immediately regretting it as he suppressed a sneeze. "Let's see what we've got here."

He flipped through the pages, past spells for everything from growing perfect tomatoes to turning your neighbor's car into a pumpkin (which he'd only used once, and that git had deserved it). Finally, he found what he was looking for: a spell to summon someone's perfect romantic match. The page was decorated with elaborate illustrations of hearts and what appeared to be cupids doing parkour.

"'Warning,'" Handel read under his breath, squinting at the fine print, "'Results may vary. Side effects include but are not limited to: spontaneous poetry, excessive glitter manifestation, and in rare cases, dimensional rifts.' Well, that seems reasonable enough."

It was a bit tricky, sure, but Handel was confident he could pull it off. He'd once successfully transformed a rubber duck into a working submarine (though it had insisted on playing the Beatles underwater, which was odd).

He set up everything he needed: a few candles that smelled suspiciously like wet dog (the spell specifically called for "aromathetically challenging" candles), a circle of salt (low sodium, because even magic should watch its diet), and a lock of Craig's hair that he'd sneakily plucked earlier while his friend was passed out face-down in a pizza box.

"Sorry mate," Handel whispered, examining the hair. "But you wouldn't miss it; you have plenty. Besides, this is better than that time I had to get a toenail clipping for that good luck charm."

From the couch, Craig let out a particularly loud snore that sounded like a drowning elephant.

"Charming," Handel muttered. "No wonder you're single."

He arranged everything according to the book's diagram, which looked less like magical instructions and more like someone had let a spider dipped in ink do interpretive dance across the page. The candles cast eerie shadows on the walls, making the room look like a discount Halloween party.

Handel muttered the incantation under his breath, the words flowing like an ancient song – if that song was being sung by someone who'd had their tongue tied in a knot. "Amor vincit omnia... something something... perfectus matchius... bloody hell, who wrote this, a drunk monk?"

The air around him began to hum with energy, and the candles flickered wildly. The salt circle started to glow with a pinkish light that reminded him uncomfortably of Craig's collection of flamingo-themed socks.

"Alright," Handel whispered to himself, trying to ignore the way his hands were starting to sweat. "Here we go. Craig's perfect woman, coming right up. Please don't be another essential oil enthusiast."

But something was off. The energy in the room shifted suddenly, like a gust of wind had blown through, even though all the windows were shut tight. The candles weren't just flickering anymore – they were doing what looked suspiciously like the cha-cha.

Handel frowned. "That's definitely not supposed to happen. The spell specifically said 'no dancing candles.' Well, technically it said 'no flammable choreography,' but same difference."

Before he could react, the spell's energy surged back toward him, a glowing wave of light that slammed into his chest like a freight train driven by an overenthusiastic sugar-rushed toddler. Handel's eyes widened as he felt the magic twist and churn inside him, reshaping him in ways he couldn't even comprehend.

"Oh, crap," he muttered, watching his hands start to glow like a disco ball at a rave. "This is going to be really hard to explain at breakfast."

And that's when the screaming started – a high-pitched sound that definitely wasn't coming from Craig (who was still snoring away, now mumbling something about fighting ninjas with a spatula). It took Handel a moment to realize the screaming was coming from him.

The last coherent thought that went through his mind before everything went dark was: "I really should have read the terms and conditions on page 394."




Chapter 2


The spell surged back like a magical torpedo gone wrong, slamming into Handel with the force of a runaway freight train. The air crackled and popped, static electricity dancing across his skin as the candles sputtered and died. His whole body tingled as if he'd stuck his finger in an electrical socket while standing in a pool of enchanted jelly.

"Something's not right," he muttered, his voice wavering as the first waves of change rippled through him. The tingling intensified into a full-body buzz, like every cell was doing the cha-cha. "Definitely not right!"

Stumbling toward the mirror, Handel gripped the dresser with white-knuckled hands that were already beginning to shrink and reshape themselves. His fingers narrowed, becoming longer and more elegant, his knuckles smoothing out like time-lapse photography of erosion. The rough calluses from years of potion-making melted away, leaving behind skin so soft it felt like he'd been moisturizing since birth.

"Oh bloody hell," he gasped, watching his arms transform. The muscles didn't so much disappear as redistribute, flowing like water under his skin until his formerly sturdy limbs were slim and graceful. His shoulders followed suit, narrowing dramatically until his t-shirt hung off them like a circus tent.

The height change hit next, and it was deeply unsettling. Handel felt like he was slowly sinking into quicksand, watching the top of the mirror creep higher and higher. His perspective shifted downward inch by inch, the world gradually expanding around him as he shrank nearly half a foot. His bones seemed to compress and reshape themselves, leaving him with a delicate frame that looked like it had been designed by someone with a very specific idea of feminine perfection.

"This is ridiculous," he squeaked, his voice already climbing octaves like it was trying to reach the high notes in an opera. "I'm shrinking like a wool sweater in hot water!"

The real fun started when his torso began to change. It was like watching a sculptor reshape clay in fast-forward. His chest expanded in ways that defied both gravity and common sense, while his waist pinched inward dramatically, creating curves that would make an hourglass feel inadequate. His hip bones shifted and widened, completely rebuilding his lower body's framework until he had the kind of figure that belonged on a pin-up calendar.

"Stop that!" he yelped at his rapidly transforming body, trying to hold onto his falling sweatpants with increasingly smaller hands. "This is totally unnecessary! Nobody needs hips this wide!"

His face was next, and he watched in horrified fascination as his features rearranged themselves like pieces in a very pretty puzzle. His jaw softened and narrowed, cheekbones rising and becoming more pronounced. His nose reshaped itself into a delicate slope, while his lips plumped up like they'd been stung by very precise bees. His eyes grew larger, the lashes lengthening until they looked like they could generate a breeze if he blinked too fast.

The hair was the final insult. His short, sandy blonde hair began growing at impossible speeds, cascading down his back in waves of golden silk. It was the kind of hair that belonged in a shampoo commercial, complete with inexplicable shine and bounce.

"Really?" he muttered, batting at the flowing locks. "The hair too? Was the rest not enough?"

When the transformation finally stopped, Handel stood there - well, wobbled there - on legs that seemed designed for high heels rather than practical walking. His clothes hung off his new form like a kid playing dress-up in their parent's closet. The reflection in the mirror showed a petite blonde bombshell who looked like she'd stepped straight out of every guy's dreams and right into Handel's worst nightmare.

"This is going to be impossible to explain," he groaned in his new voice, which somehow managed to sound both melodious and exasperated. "How do I even move in this body? Everything's either too big or too small or just... bouncy."

From the other room, Craig's snoring stuttered to a stop, followed by the sound of movement.

"Handel?" Craig's groggy voice called out. "Did you blow something up again? I heard weird noises."

"Oh no," Handel whispered, his new soprano voice trembling. He grabbed at his falling sweatpants with tiny hands, trying to keep some dignity intact. "This is going to be so much worse than the time I accidentally turned his goldfish into a shark."

Craig's footsteps approached, each thud making Handel's heart race faster in his significantly more compact chest.

"Right," Handel muttered, trying to gather what remained of his composure. "Just act natural. Natural for someone who's just magically transformed into a supermodel. Oh god, this is going to be a disaster."

And then Craig opened the door.



Craig shuffled into the living room like a zombie emerging from its crypt, rubbing his eyes with the enthusiasm of someone who'd just discovered sandpaper. His hair resembled a bird's nest after a hurricane, and his hoodie hung half off one shoulder, giving him the distinguished look of someone who'd gotten into a fistfight with their bedsheets and lost spectacularly.

"Handel?" he mumbled groggily, squinting through sleep-crusted eyes. "What the hell's going on? I heard yelling. Did you blow up another—"

The words died in his throat as his brain finally processed what his eyes were seeing. Standing before him was quite possibly the most stunning woman he'd ever laid eyes on, and she was wearing Handel's oversized clothes like some kind of impossibly gorgeous burglar.

For what felt like an eternity but was probably closer to ten seconds, Craig just stood there, his mouth hanging open like a broken drawer. His brain kept trying to form coherent thoughts, but they all came out as variations of "Pretty... woman... what... how... here?"

Handel—now transformed into a petite blonde bombshell—stood frozen in place, looking about as comfortable as a cat in a swimming pool. The oversized t-shirt hung precariously off one shoulder, revealing enough collarbone to write a sonnet about. Her sweatpants were doing their best to defy gravity, clinging desperately to curves that seemed designed by someone with a very specific idea of perfection.

"Uh... hi," she squeaked, her voice hitting notes that would make a soprano jealous. She immediately grimaced, looking mortified at her own voice.

Craig's eyes were doing an impressive impression of a ping-pong match, bouncing from her face to her figure and back again. His expression suggested his brain had encountered a critical error and was currently displaying the blue screen of death.

"Craig!" she snapped, waving delicate fingers in front of his face. "Oi, wake up! It's me—Handel!"

That seemed to reboot Craig's system, though not very successfully. "Wait... what?" He squinted harder, as if expecting the vision before him to pixelate and reveal the real Handel underneath. "Handel? Mate, what are you on about? Who—who the hell are you? And why do you look like you just stepped out of every man's dreams?"

He immediately wished he could stuff those last words back into his mouth.

Hannah ran a frustrated hand through her impossibly perfect hair, which somehow managed to fall right back into place like it was auditioning for a shampoo commercial. "It's me! Handel! The spell—ugh, the spell I cast backfired, okay? I was trying to help you find your perfect woman, but instead, it..." She gestured at herself with an exasperated wave. "It turned me into her. Surprise! Magic's got a sense of humor, apparently!"

Craig's brain was now doing Olympic-level gymnastics trying to process this information. "You—what—how—WHAT?!" Each word came out higher than the last, his voice cracking like he was going through puberty again. "You're telling me... you're Handel? My best mate Handel? And now you're... you're..."

"A woman," Hannah finished, crossing her arms—then quickly uncrossing them when she realized what that did to her chest. "Yeah. I know. Believe me, I'm having an even worse time with this than you are. At least you don't have to figure out how these hips work. They keep doing things! Without my permission!"

Craig was still staring, his expression a masterpiece of confusion. "But you're..." he gestured vaguely at all of her, "you're gorgeous! I mean—not that—I'm not saying—oh god, this is weird."

"Look," Hannah interrupted, trying to ignore the way her heart did a little flip when Craig called her gorgeous. "I need to go home. My mum... she's the only one who might know how to fix this." She paused, then added under her breath, "And maybe explain why the spell thought THIS was your type."

Craig's eyes widened. "My type? What do you mean my—"

"Nope!" Hannah cut him off, grabbing her spellbook. "We are NOT having that conversation. Not now. Not ever. I'm going to fix this, and we're never going to speak of it again."

"But—"

"Never!"

She turned to leave, but Craig's voice stopped her. "Wait! Uh... Handel?"

She paused, glancing back. The look in his eyes made her stomach do something complicated and entirely unwelcome.

"Are you... okay?" he asked softly, genuine concern mixing with what looked suspiciously like attraction in his expression.

Hannah's heart did another unauthorized gymnastics routine. "I'm fine," she said quickly, her voice coming out breathier than intended. "Just... don't tell anyone about this, okay? Not yet. And stop looking at me like that!"

"Like what?"

"Like I'm... you know what? Never mind. We're not doing this. I'm leaving now."

She practically fled for the door, her new body moving with a grace she hadn't asked for and definitely didn't want. She could feel Craig's eyes following her every move, and it made her skin tingle in ways that were completely inappropriate for someone who'd been a man less than an hour ago.

Back in the apartment, Craig stood rooted to the spot, his brain still trying to catch up with reality. "That was Handel," he muttered to himself. "That gorgeous woman was Handel. My best mate is now..." He trailed off, remembering the way she'd blushed, the way her hair had caught the light, the way her eyes had sparkled when she'd gotten flustered...

"Oh no," he whispered, sudden realization hitting him like a truck. "Oh no no no. This is bad. This is very, very bad."

Because somehow, some way, he was finding himself attracted to his best friend. His best friend who was now a woman. His best friend who was now, apparently, his perfect woman.

"I need a drink," Craig declared to the empty room. "Several drinks. All the drinks."

The room, wisely, didn't respond.




Chapter 3


Hannah's bare feet slapped against the cold pavement as she sprinted down the quiet street, her oversized sweatpants doing their best impression of a practical joke. Every third step threatened to send her face-first into the concrete, which would be just perfect given how this night was going.

"Stupid pants," she muttered, hitching them up for the thousandth time. "Stupid spell. Stupid perfect proportions that make nothing fit right!"

The cool night air nipped at her exposed skin, making her shiver. Her new body seemed to feel everything more intensely - the bite of the cold, the rough texture of the pavement under her feet, even the whisper of her ridiculous hair against her back. It was like someone had cranked up all her sensory dials to eleven.

"This is ridiculous," she panted, her new voice coming out in melodic little gasps that made her sound like she was auditioning for a romance novel audiobook. "I sound like I'm about to burst into song about finding true love or befriending woodland creatures!"

She clutched her spellbook tighter against her chest, trying to ignore how different that felt now. The leather-bound tome that had always felt comfortably heavy now seemed to weigh a ton in her dainty arms. Every attempted reversal spell had backfired spectacularly - the last one had just made her hair shinier, which she definitely didn't need.

"Left, right, left, right," she coached herself, focusing on not tripping over her own feet. Her new center of gravity was all wrong, and her hips seemed determined to sway with every step like they were following their own choreography. "Stop that!" she hissed at her hips. "This is not a catwalk!"

A car drove past, and the driver did such an obvious double-take that Hannah was surprised his neck didn't snap. The wolf whistle that followed made her cheeks burn with embarrassment and anger.

"Oh, sod off!" she yelled after the car, her voice hitting notes that could probably shatter glass. "I'm having a crisis here!"

Her mother's house wasn't far now, but every step filled her with more dread. She could already picture the scene: showing up on her mum's doorstep looking like this, trying to explain how she'd managed to turn herself into what appeared to be every man's dream woman - including, apparently, her best friend's.

"Oh god, Craig," she groaned, remembering the way he'd looked at her. That was... that was something she was absolutely not going to think about right now. Or ever. Especially not the way her stomach had fluttered when he'd called her gorgeous, or how her skin had tingled under his gaze, or...

"Nope!" she yelped, picking up speed. "Not thinking about that! Not thinking about how my best mate looked at me like I was dessert. Not thinking about how I kind of liked it. Definitely not thinking about- ARGH!"

She stumbled, her sweatpants finally winning their battle with gravity and sliding down to her ankles. Hannah hopped awkwardly to a stop, yanking them back up with one hand while trying to keep hold of her spellbook with the other.

"This is a nightmare," she muttered, tightening the drawstring with fingers that felt too small and delicate to be useful. "A perky, perfectly-proportioned nightmare. Mum's going to have a field day with this one."

She could already hear her mother's voice: "Oh, sweetheart, what have you done now? Although I must say, your hair looks fabulous. Have you considered keeping it?"

"Don't even joke about that," Hannah told the imaginary version of her mother. "I refuse to spend the rest of my life looking like I walked out of a magazine. These curves are a health hazard!"

As if to prove her point, she had to dodge around a lamppost that seemed to leap out of nowhere, her new body moving with an grace she hadn't asked for and definitely didn't want. Everything felt too light, too soft, too... bouncy.

Hannah ducked into an alleyway like she was auditioning for a spy movie, pressing herself against the brick wall and checking for witnesses. The last thing she needed was someone recording this on their phone - "Gorgeous Blonde Attempts Magic in Alley" was not the kind of viral video she had in mind.

"Right then," she muttered, fumbling with her spellbook. Her new fingers, though annoyingly dainty, managed to flip it open. The pages glowed with a soft blue light that made her look like she was reading the world's most dramatic novel. "Time to fix this disaster before I end up on the cover of Witch Weekly's 'Magical Mishaps' section."

She traced her finger across the ancient text, trying to ignore how soft and smooth her skin felt now. "Okay, reversal spell number one. Please work, please work, please don't make this worse..."

The air shimmered around her like a disco ball had exploded, and for a moment, hope fluttered in her chest. The familiar tingle of magic danced across her skin, making her shiver.

Nothing happened except her hair getting slightly shinier, which was the magical equivalent of putting a bow on a train wreck.

"Oh, come ON!" she hissed, flipping pages so frantically she nearly tore one. "I refuse to be stuck looking like I walked out of Craig's dreams!" She paused, then added quickly, "Not that I know what Craig dreams about. Definitely haven't thought about that. Nope."

The second attempt hit her like a magical freight train. Power surged through her new body, making every curve tingle with energy. For a brief, glorious moment, she thought it was working.

Instead, her eyelashes got longer.

"Are you KIDDING me?!" Hannah groaned, banging her head against the wall - then immediately regretting it because apparently her new body bruised if you looked at it wrong. "What's next? Am I going to start sparkling in sunlight?"

That's when her eyes landed on the animal transformation section. A risky idea began forming in her mind, like a light bulb flickering to life above her head - except knowing her luck right now, it would probably turn into a halo.

"Okay, think this through," she told herself, her new voice making even her internal monologue sound like a Disney princess. "Animal transformations always reset you to your original form. It's like magical ctrl+alt+delete. So if I turn into something else and change back..."

She bit her lip, then immediately stopped because it felt too pouty and perfect. "Right. Cat spell it is. Because this night clearly needed more pussy-" She cut herself off, blushing furiously. "Nope. Not finishing that thought. Thanks for that one, new hormones!"

The transformation into a cat was smooth and familiar. One moment she was a petite blonde bombshell, the next she was a sleek black cat with whiskers and attitude. It felt almost comfortable compared to her current situation.

"Meow," she said, which in cat-speak translated roughly to "Please let this work or I swear I'm going to knock every spellbook off every shelf in existence."

The reversal spell tingled through her fur like static electricity. Her body stretched and shifted, magic swirling around her like a glittery tornado.

And then...

"Oh, you have got to be JOKING!"

Hannah was back, in all her perfectly-proportioned glory. She stared down at herself in disbelief, taking in the curves that refused to quit and the hair that somehow still looked perfect despite everything.

"This is impossible!" she squeaked, her voice hitting notes that probably had bats covering their ears. "The spell thinks this is my natural form? What kind of magical nonsense- did the universe just decide I needed an extreme makeover?!"

She ran her hands through her hair in frustration, then immediately regretted it because of course it fell back into perfect waves. "This is not happening. This cannot be happening. I refuse to be stuck as some sort of... of... walking fantasy!"

The implications of the failed reset hit her like a slap in the face. If this was her root form now...

"Nope!" she declared, grabbing her spellbook and breaking into a run. "Not dealing with this. Not thinking about it. Not contemplating why the magic thinks THIS is my true form. And definitely not thinking about how Craig looked at me when-" She stumbled slightly. "ESPECIALLY not thinking about that!"

She sprinted out of the alley, her new body moving with an grace that made her want to scream. "Mum better have answers," she muttered. "Because if she doesn't, I'm going to have to explain to Craig why his best mate is suddenly his dream girl, and I am NOT ready for that conversation!"

The night air whooshed past her as she ran, carrying away a string of colorful curse words that somehow managed to sound melodic even when they definitely shouldn't have.


Chapter 4


Hannah burst through her mother's front door like a blonde tornado, gasping for air and looking like she'd just run a marathon in clothes three sizes too big. Her hair - which somehow still managed to look perfect despite the sprint - stuck to her forehead in delicate wisps.

Her mother, Elizabeth, sat in her usual armchair like a queen on her throne, radiating the kind of quiet authority that made even other witches nervous. She was taking her evening tea with the same precision she applied to complex spells, her sharp features illuminated by the soft lamplight.

"Handel, what the hell—" Elizabeth began without looking up, then stopped abruptly. The magical energy in the room shifted like someone had dropped a stone in a still pond. Her head tilted slightly, reminding Hannah of a hawk that had just spotted something interesting.

And potentially edible.

The teacup froze halfway to Elizabeth's lips as she processed the magical signature washing over her. It was like hearing a familiar song played in a completely different key - recognizable, but fundamentally altered.

"What is—" Elizabeth turned, and her usual composure cracked like thin ice. The teacup clinked against its saucer with enough force to chip the rim.

Hannah stood in the doorway, trying to look dignified while simultaneously holding up her falling sweatpants and clutching her spellbook like a shield. "Hi, Mum," she squeaked, her voice hitting notes that made the china cabinet vibrate sympathetically.

Elizabeth's eyes widened to the point where Hannah worried they might actually pop out. Her mother, who had once faced down a rouge dragon without breaking a sweat, looked like someone had just slapped her with a fish.

"Your energy," Elizabeth managed, her voice barely above a whisper. "It's... different. Why is your energy so—" She stopped, really looking at Hannah now, taking in every detail of her transformed child. Her gaze moved from Hannah's delicate features to her tiny waist, to the curves that refused to be hidden even under baggy clothes.

"Oh," Elizabeth said in a tone that suggested she'd just solved a particularly annoying puzzle. "That's why it's different." She pinched the bridge of her nose, muttering something that sounded suspiciously like "I knew I should have hidden those transformation spells better."

"Alright," she said finally, gesturing toward the couch with the weary resignation of a parent who'd seen it all - though this was admittedly a new one. "Spill. What did you do this time? And please tell me this isn't another attempt to help Craig with his love life."

Hannah's cheeks flushed pink, which on her new face looked absolutely adorable - much to her horror. "I... might have been trying to help him find his perfect woman?"

"And instead became her?" Elizabeth's eyebrow arched so high it threatened to escape her forehead entirely. "Well, that's certainly one way to solve his romantic problems, though I must say it's a bit extreme even for you."

"Mum!" Hannah protested, her voice hitting a pitch that made the family cat wake up and give her a judgmental look. "This isn't funny! I've tried everything to reverse it. Even the animal transformation reset didn't work!"

"The animal trans- Handel Morgana Matthews, please tell me you didn't try to turn yourself into a cat while already under a major transformation spell!" Elizabeth set her teacup down with a sharp clink.

"I was desperate!" Hannah defended, dropping onto the couch with as much dignity as she could muster - which wasn't much, considering her sweatpants chose that moment to make another bid for freedom. "And how was I supposed to know it wouldn't work? Everything I've ever learned about transformation magic says it should have reset me to my original form!"

"Unless," Elizabeth said slowly, a strange glint in her eye, "the spell didn't just transform you. It reconstructed you." She paused, then added with a hint of amusement, "Rather thoroughly, I might add. That hair is particularly impressive."

Hannah groaned, burying her face in her hands. "Please don't compliment the hair. Craig already couldn't stop staring at it. Or... other things."

"Oh?" Elizabeth's tone carried enough suggestion to fill a romance novel. "And how did dear Craig react to his best friend turning into his dream woman?"

"We are NOT having this conversation!" Hannah declared, her voice muffled by her hands. "Can you help me fix this or not?"

Elizabeth studied her daughter thoughtfully, taking another sip of tea. "Perhaps," she said finally. "But first, you're going to tell me exactly what spell you used. And then," her lips curved into a slight smile, "you're going to tell me all about Craig's reaction. For purely magical diagnostic purposes, of course."

Hannah peaked through her fingers at her mother, dread settling in her stomach. "I hate you sometimes, you know that?"

"No you don't," Elizabeth replied cheerfully. "Now, start at the beginning. And don't leave out any details about Craig's face when he saw you. Again, for purely professional reasons."

"Mum!"

"What? I'm your mother. I'm allowed to be entertained by your magical mishaps." Elizabeth's eyes twinkled. "Especially when they're this spectacularly backfired."

Hannah slumped further into the couch, wondering if it was possible to die of embarrassment. Given her current luck, she'd probably just turn into an even more perfect version of herself.

"Fine," she muttered. "But I want it noted that I'm only telling you this under extreme duress."

"Noted," Elizabeth said, settling back in her chair with an expression that suggested this was going to be the most entertaining evening she'd had in years. "Now then, let's hear all about how my son became my daughter while trying to play matchmaker for his best friend."

Hannah groaned again. This was going to be a very long night.

Hannah perched on the edge of her mother's ancient armchair like it might bite her, her legs bouncing with enough nervous energy to power a small city. The familiar scent of lavender and old wood that usually brought comfort now felt like it was trying to suffocate her. Her mother, Elizabeth, sat across from her with her usual supernatural composure, sipping tea like they were discussing the weather instead of a catastrophic magical transformation.

"Would you like to explain why you're wearing clothes that look like they came from a giant's yard sale?" Elizabeth asked, her sharp eyes taking in Hannah's oversized ensemble.

"Oh, I don't know, Mum," Hannah replied, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Maybe because I wasn't exactly prepared to shrink half a foot and develop curves that defy physics?"

Elizabeth's eyebrow arched. "Sarcasm doesn't suit your new voice, dear. You sound like an angry pixie."

"Okay, fine!" Hannah threw up her hands, nearly sending a nearby candle flying. "I was trying to help Craig. You know Craig - tall, perpetually confused-looking, currently nursing a broken heart because Sarah dumped him for that git with the fancy car?"

"Ah yes, Craig," Elizabeth nodded, a knowing glint in her eye. "The young man you've been 'just friends' with since you were both in nappies."

"Mum!" Hannah squeaked, her cheeks flushing pink. "This isn't about- that's not- look, I was just trying to help him find his perfect woman!"

"And instead became her?" Elizabeth took another measured sip of tea. "Rather committed way to solve his romantic problems, don't you think?"

Hannah groaned, slumping further into the chair. "It wasn't supposed to work like this! The spell was meant to summon his ideal partner, not turn me into some sort of... of..."

"Walking fantasy?" her mother supplied helpfully.

"MUM!"

"Well, you have to admit, the spell did an impressive job," Elizabeth mused, studying her transformed child. "The hair alone is quite remarkable. Though I must say, your father always did wonder if we had some Veela ancestry..."

"Can we please focus on the actual problem?" Hannah interrupted, her voice hitting notes that made the china cabinet rattle. "I've tried everything to change back! Regular reversal spells, advanced reversal spells, that weird one from Great-Aunt Mildred's diary that made me smell like butterscotch for an hour..."

"And the cat transformation?" Elizabeth's voice turned sharp. "Really, Handel- Hannah? Mixing animal transformation magic with an unknown transformation effect? Did I teach you nothing about magical safety?"

"Well, excuse me for panicking when I suddenly turned into Craig's dream girl!" Hannah snapped, then immediately clapped her hands over her mouth, mortified.

Elizabeth's eyes lit up with unholy glee. "Oh? And how do we know this is Craig's dream girl, hmm? Did he have a... particular reaction?"

"We are NOT discussing Craig's reaction!" Hannah declared, though her furious blush told its own story. "Can we please focus on fixing this?"

Elizabeth's eyes began to glow with golden light, making Hannah squirm under her penetrating gaze. After a moment, the glow faded, and her mother's expression shifted from analytical to... amused?

"Oh, this is rich," Elizabeth muttered, taking another sip of tea to hide her smile.

"What's rich?" Hannah demanded, dread pooling in her stomach. "Mum, what did you see?"

"Well, darling," Elizabeth set down her cup with deliberate care, "it seems you've managed to accidentally perform one of the rarest forms of transformation magic in existence. Congratulations?"

"That doesn't sound like good news."

"It's not entirely bad news," Elizabeth hedged. "Though you might want some tea for this part."

"Mum, if you offer me tea one more time, I swear I'll... I'll..." Hannah gestured wildly, at a loss for threats in her current state.

"Turn into something else?" Elizabeth suggested innocently. "Because that's not going to work anymore. This is your root form now."

The words hit Hannah like a stunning spell. "My what now?"

"Your root form. Your magical default state. Your new normal." Elizabeth ticked off each point on her fingers. "In layman's terms: this is you now, permanently."

Hannah's brain short-circuited. "But... but that's not... you can't just... WHAT?!"

"Only documented twice in magical history," Elizabeth continued, as if she weren't watching her child have an existential crisis. "Fascinating, really. I should write a paper about it."

"A PAPER?!" Hannah's voice hit a pitch that probably had dogs in the next county covering their ears. "Mum, I'm stuck looking like- like-"

"Like exactly what Craig's heart most desired?" Elizabeth suggested, her eyes twinkling. "The magic is rather specific about these things, you know."

That was the last straw. Hannah's eyes rolled back, and she slumped forward in a dead faint.

Elizabeth sighed, rising to catch her daughter before she could face-plant onto the coffee table. "Always had a flair for the dramatic," she muttered, adjusting Hannah's unconscious form into a more dignified position. "Gets that from your father's side, I'm sure."

She glanced at her teacup, then at her passed-out child. "Should have taken the tea," she said sagely to no one in particular. "Tea always helps."


Chapter 5


Hannah drifted back to consciousness like a hungover butterfly, her mind swimming through a fog of confusion. The bed felt different - softer, somehow, like sleeping on a cloud instead of her usual mattress that had all the comfort of a slab of concrete. She stretched languorously, her body moving in ways that felt both foreign and oddly natural.

Then reality hit her like a bucket of ice water.

"Oh no," she whispered, her voice coming out in that ridiculous Disney princess lilt that made her want to scream. "No, no, no..."

Her eyes snapped open, and she immediately wished they hadn't. There was no denying it now - it hadn't been some bizarre dream brought on by dodgy takeaway. She was still very much Hannah, complete with the kind of curves that belonged on a magazine cover.

"Bloody hell," she muttered, sitting up slowly. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulder like some sort of shampoo commercial, catching the morning light in ways that seemed physically impossible. "Even my hair is showing off."

She looked down at herself, taking inventory. Tiny hands? Check. Ridiculously perfect figure? Unfortunately check. Oversized T-shirt that now looked less like comfortable sleepwear and more like something from a boyfriend's wardrobe? Definite check.

Then she felt it - the unmistakable sensation of lace against her skin. Her cheeks flushed hot as she lifted the hem of her shirt slightly.

"MUM!" she squeaked, staring at the delicate, lacy underwear she definitely hadn't been wearing when she passed out. "Oh, you've got to be kidding me!"

The panties were pale pink and impossibly feminine, exactly the sort of thing she would never have chosen for herself. Which meant...

"My own mother undressed and redressed me," she groaned, letting the shirt drop back down. "This is officially the most mortifying moment of my life. And considering I turned into my best mate's dream girl yesterday, that's saying something."

She swung her legs over the side of the bed, trying to ignore how dainty her feet looked against the hardwood floor. Standing up was an adventure in itself - her center of gravity had shifted dramatically, and her new proportions made everything feel off-balance.

"Right," she muttered, taking a wobbly step. "Just have to remember - shoulders back, hips... doing whatever the hell they want apparently." She glanced down at her chest. "And you two behave yourselves. I've got enough problems without you bouncing around like you're attempting interpretive dance."

Spotting the lavender housecoat on her chair, she grabbed it like a lifeline. "At least it's not pink," she sighed, slipping it on. The soft fabric felt nice against her skin - too nice. Everything felt too nice, too natural, like her body had already accepted this new reality while her mind was still throwing a tantrum about it.

"Don't get comfortable," she warned her reflection in the mirror, then immediately regretted looking. The girl staring back at her was unfairly pretty, even with bed-head and a slightly panicked expression. "This is just temporary. Sort of. Maybe. Oh god."

She tied the robe tightly around her waist, trying not to notice how it emphasized curves that had no business being that perfect. The hem hit mid-thigh, which was both too short and somehow exactly right for her new proportions.

"Right then," she declared to her empty room, gathering what remained of her dignity. "Time to go downstairs and have a serious conversation with Mum about boundaries. And clothes. And why she thought LACE was an appropriate choice for this situation."

She opened the door, then hesitated. "And maybe," she added quietly, "about why this feels so bloody natural when it should feel weird as hell."

Taking another deep breath - which did interesting things to her chest that she steadfastly ignored - she stepped into the hallway. The house smelled of coffee and something sweet baking, because of course her mother would be acting like this was just another normal morning.

"If she offers me tea again," Hannah muttered, starting down the stairs with careful steps, "I swear I'm going to scream. In perfect soprano, apparently, but still."

Her new body moved with an innate grace that was both impressive and incredibly annoying. Even her footsteps seemed to have a feminine lilt to them.

"Show-off," she accused her hips, which were apparently determined to sway with every step. "This is exactly why Craig couldn't stop staring, you know."

The thought of Craig made her stumble slightly, her cheeks flushing again. She grabbed the banister, steadying herself.

"Nope," she declared firmly. "Not thinking about Craig. Not thinking about how he looked at me. Not thinking about anything except giving Mum a piece of my mind about this underwear situation."

But as she descended the stairs, she couldn't quite shake the memory of Craig's stunned expression, or the way it had made her stomach do backflips.

"Stupid perfect body with its stupid perfect reactions," she grumbled, reaching the bottom of the stairs. "This is going to be a very long day."



Hannah shuffled into the kitchen like she was entering a dragon's den, except dragons might have been less intimidating than her mother's knowing smirk. Elizabeth sat at the table, radiating smug maternal energy as she sipped her tea and pretended to read.

"Morning, sunshine," Elizabeth said without looking up. "I see you've discovered your new wardrobe additions."

Hannah tugged self-consciously at her housecoat. "Yes, let's talk about that, shall we? Particularly the part where my own mother decided to play fairy godmother with my underwear drawer!"

"Would you have preferred to keep wearing your old boxers? I imagine they'd be rather roomy now," Elizabeth replied, finally looking up to give Hannah an appraising once-over. "Though I must say, lavender suits you."

"That's not the point!" Hannah squeaked, dropping into a chair. "The point is... is..." She waved her hands expressively, which did interesting things to the neckline of her robe. "Everything! This whole situation is mental!"

"Tea?" Elizabeth offered innocently, pushing a cup toward her daughter.

"If you think tea is going to fix this-"

"No, but it might help you stop flailing around like an angry pixie." Elizabeth's eyes twinkled. "Besides, you passed out the last time you refused tea. Let's not make that a habit."

Hannah grudgingly took the cup, then immediately regretted it when she noticed her pinky finger automatically extending as she lifted it. "Even my fingers are being feminine without my permission!"

"Your old clothes wouldn't have helped with that," Elizabeth pointed out. "Though I must say, I outdid myself with the wardrobe spell. Wait until you see the dresses-"

"Dresses?!" Hannah nearly choked on her tea. "Mum, I can barely handle walking in this body, let alone prancing around in dresses!"

"You seemed to handle 'prancing' just fine when you were running from Craig yesterday," Elizabeth observed. "Speaking of Craig..."

"We are NOT talking about Craig!" Hannah's voice hit a note that made the china rattle.

"No?" Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. "So we're not discussing how you turned into his perfect woman? Or how you felt when he looked at you? Or why you're blushing just thinking about it?"

"I'm not- that's not- it's just hot in here!" Hannah protested, though her burning cheeks betrayed her.

"Mmhmm." Elizabeth took another sip of tea. "And I suppose your heart isn't racing right now just thinking about him?"

Hannah pressed her hands to her cheeks, horrified to find them warm. "This isn't fair! Everything's all... tingly and weird and... and..."

"Attracted?" Elizabeth supplied helpfully.

"MUM!"

"What? I'm just pointing out the obvious. The spell was meant to create Craig's perfect woman, and instead it turned you into her. That's not exactly subtle magic, dear."

Hannah slumped forward, banging her head on the table. "This is horrible."

"Is it?" Elizabeth asked mildly. "Because from where I'm sitting, it looks like magic finally got tired of watching you two dance around each other and decided to take matters into its own hands."

Hannah's head shot up. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"It means, darling, that maybe there's a reason you turned into exactly what Craig's heart most desires." Elizabeth's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Though I must say, I didn't expect his type to be quite so... petite."

"Oh god," Hannah groaned, dropping her head back to the table. "This isn't happening. I'm not having this conversation. I'm not thinking about Craig's 'type' or why I'm suddenly it or why my stomach does backflips when he looks at me..."

"Backflips, you say?" Elizabeth's voice was entirely too amused.

"Shut up," Hannah muttered into the table. "Just... shut up and let me die of embarrassment in peace."

"Drama queen," Elizabeth chuckled. "You get that from your father's side, you know. Speaking of which, wait until he sees you. He always wanted a daughter-"

Hannah's head snapped up so fast she nearly gave herself whiplash. "DAD! Oh god, how am I going to explain this to Dad?!"

"Well," Elizabeth said thoughtfully, "we could start with 'Remember how you always said Handel spent too much time pining after Craig?' and work our way up from there."

"I did NOT pine!"

"No? So all those times you moped around the house after his dates were just... what? Allergies?"

Hannah opened her mouth to protest, then closed it again. Her new body seemed determined to betray her, her cheeks flushing pink and her heart racing at just the thought of Craig.

"I hate everything," she declared finally.

"No you don't," Elizabeth replied cheerfully. "You're just confused because your body is finally being honest about feelings your mind has been avoiding for years."

"That's... that's not..." Hannah stammered, but the words died in her throat as memories of yesterday flooded back - the way Craig had looked at her, the electricity that had shot through her when their eyes met, the warmth that had pooled in her stomach...

"Oh no," she whispered, realization dawning. "Oh no, no, no..."

Elizabeth just smiled and pushed the teacup closer. "Drink your tea, dear. Trust me, you're going to need it for what comes next."

"What comes next?" Hannah asked warily.

"Well," Elizabeth's eyes twinkled with unholy glee, "someone's going to have to explain to Craig why his best friend turned into his dream girl. Any volunteers?"

Hannah's only response was to groan and bang her head on the table again.



Hannah sprawled across her bed, trying to process the cosmic joke her life had become. Her mother's words bounced around her skull like a particularly annoying ping-pong ball: "Do you feel a pull toward Craig?"

"Pull?" she muttered to the ceiling. "More like a bloody tractor beam." She rolled over, burying her face in her pillow. "And since when do I use words like 'tractor beam'? Has this body turned me into a complete dork?"

The memory of Craig's face from last night floated unbidden into her mind - those blue eyes wide with shock, his jaw practically on the floor. The subsequent wave of warmth that flooded her body made her squeak into her pillow.

"Stop that!" she hissed at her traitorous body. "We do not get butterflies thinking about Craig! We especially do not get... other feelings!" But her body seemed to have other ideas, sending tingles to places that made her cross her legs tightly.

Her mother's breakfast commentary hadn't helped: "It's perfectly natural, dear. When a woman sees her man-"

"He's not MY man!" Hannah had spluttered, nearly choking on her tea.

"No?" Elizabeth had raised that infuriating knowing eyebrow. "Then why did you turn into exactly what his heart desires?"

"Because the universe has a terrible sense of humor!"

Now, alone in her room, Hannah couldn't keep denying the obvious. Every time she thought about Craig, her new body lit up like a Christmas tree. "Traitor," she accused her racing heart.

Her phone pinged, making her jump so hard she nearly fell off the bed.

"Please don't be Craig, please don't be Craig, please don't be- oh bloody hell, it's Craig."

The messages popped up one after another:




Craig: Hey, are you okay?




Craig: I've been thinking about last night.




Craig: Was I dreaming? Did I imagine all that?




Craig: Seriously, Handel, if this is some kind of prank, it's not funny.




Craig: Please tell me you're okay.




"Well, depends on your definition of 'okay,'" Hannah muttered, reading the messages. "If by 'okay' you mean 'turned into your perfect woman and now getting hot and bothered every time I think about you,' then yeah, I'm just peachy."

She stared at the screen, trying to ignore how her heart fluttered at his obvious concern. "Get it together," she told herself firmly. "You're still you. Just... prettier. And bouncier. And apparently incredibly horny- NO! Bad Hannah! Bad thoughts!"

With trembling fingers, she typed out a response:

Hannah: Hey, Craig. I'm okay, but we need to talk. I'll be over soon.

"There," she said, hitting send. "Short, simple, and totally not revealing that I'm having inappropriate thoughts about my best friend. Nailed it."

The reality of what she'd just committed to hit her like a bucket of cold water. "Oh god, I have to see him. In person. Looking like this. Feeling like this." She glanced down at her body. "Right, time to raid the wardrobe of doom."

Opening her closet, she was assaulted by an explosion of feminine clothing. "Really, Mum? REALLY?" she groaned, pushing aside a particularly frilly dress. "Was the pink necessary? And what even IS this?" She held up something that looked more like dental floss than underwear. "That's not happening. Ever."

After what felt like hours but was probably five minutes of panicked rifling, she settled on yoga tights, a tank top, and an oversized hoodie. "Right," she muttered, pulling them on. "Casual. Normal. Totally not trying to hide the fact that I'm suddenly curvy in places that make Craig stare."

The yoga tights hugged every curve she was trying to hide. "Betrayed by my own wardrobe," she sighed, tugging the hoodie down as far as it would go. "At least it's not a dress. Small mercies."

She tied her hair back, steadfastly ignoring how silky it felt between her fingers. "Stop being perfect," she told her reflection. "You're making this weird."

Her phone pinged again:




Craig: Really? You're coming over? Now?




Craig: I mean, great! But... you're still... you know...?




Craig: The same as last night?




Craig: Not that there's anything wrong with that!




Craig: I mean, you looked amazing- I mean, different! You looked different!




"Oh god," Hannah groaned, watching the messages appear in rapid succession. "He's panicking. Why is that adorable? This isn't fair!"

Hannah: Yes, still the same. Try not to faint this time.

"There," she muttered, grabbing her keys. "Casual. Friendly. Totally not affected by how cute he is when he's flustered."

Her phone pinged one last time:

Craig: No promises. You're kind of stunning.

Hannah walked straight into her doorframe.

"Right," she wheezed, rubbing her forehead. "This is going to go great. Totally great. Just going to explain to my best friend why I turned into his dream girl without mentioning the fact that my body goes haywire every time he looks at me. No problem at all."

She headed for the stairs, muttering under her breath, "I'm so screwed. Possibly literally if these hormones have anything to say about it- NO! Bad Hannah! Bad thoughts!"

Her mother's voice floated up from the kitchen: "Have fun explaining everything to Craig, dear! Try not to jump him immediately!"

"MUM!"




Chapter 6


The ten-minute walk to Craig's apartment felt like crossing the Sahara Desert in stilettos - not that Hannah had any experience with stilettos yet, thank god for small mercies. Her heart was doing its best impression of a drum solo, and her palms were so sweaty she'd already wiped them on her hoodie about fifty times.

"Get it together," she muttered to herself, trying to ignore the way her hips seemed to have developed a mind of their own. "Left foot, right foot. It's not rocket science."

A passing car honked, making her jump. The driver, a young guy, gave her an appreciative whistle.

"Oh, brilliant," she grumbled, tugging her hoodie lower. "Is this what women deal with all the time? No wonder Mum's hexed so many people." The thought of her mother made her groan. The woman's parting words still rang in her ears:

"Remember, dear - if you're going to snog him, at least explain who you are first!"

"Thanks for that, Mum. Really helpful."

Her mind helpfully supplied images of snogging Craig, which sent another wave of heat through her body. "Stop that!" she hissed at herself. "We are NOT thinking about Craig's lips. Or his arms. Or how he always smells like mint and coffee- OH MY GOD, BRAIN, SHUT UP!"

An elderly woman walking her dog gave Hannah a concerned look.

"Sorry," Hannah muttered, feeling her cheeks burn. "Just having an existential crisis. You know how it is."

The woman hurried past, pulling her dog along.

"Great," Hannah sighed. "Now I'm the crazy person talking to herself on the street. Though I suppose that's better than being the person who accidentally turned herself into her best friend's dream girl because the universe has a twisted sense of humor."

She could see Craig's building now, looming ahead like some sort of romantic comedy finale setting. Her stomach did a complicated gymnastics routine.

"Right," she said, stopping to gather herself. "Game plan. Walk in, explain everything calmly, try not to spontaneously combust when he looks at me, and definitely don't think about how good his arms look in t-shirts- DAMN IT!"

Her phone buzzed:

Craig: You close? Should I put the kettle on?

Hannah's heart did a backflip. Even through text, he was adorable.




Hannah: Almost there. Tea would be great.




Hannah: Also, fair warning, still blonde and tiny.







Craig: Still gorgeous then?




Craig: I MEAN DIFFERENT




Craig: I MEANT DIFFERENT




Craig: Oh god kill me now




"Well," Hannah wheezed, fanning her suddenly burning face, "at least I'm not the only one having a meltdown."

She looked down at herself one last time. The yoga tights hugged every curve like they were getting paid for it, and even the oversized hoodie couldn't hide the fact that she was built like a petite bombshell.

"This outfit was a terrible idea," she muttered. "Should've worn a potato sack. Or chainmail. Something less... clingy."

Her phone buzzed again:




Craig: Sorry about that last message




Craig: Having a bit of a crisis




Craig: You're still you though, right?




Craig: Just... different looking?




Craig: Not that different is bad!




Craig: I'm going to stop texting now




"Oh god," Hannah groaned, pressing her forehead against a nearby lamppost. "He's nervous-rambling. That's his nervous-rambling text pattern. Why is that making me feel things? This body has NO chill!"

She forced herself to keep walking, trying to ignore the way her heart fluttered with every step closer to Craig's building.

"Okay," she told herself firmly. "You can do this. Just act normal. Well, as normal as possible given that you're currently living in a romantic comedy plot twist. Don't stare at his arms. Don't think about how blue his eyes are. Don't remember how he used to hug you and how that would feel now with these new curves- FOR GOD'S SAKE, BRAIN!"

She reached his building, staring up at his window. The light was on, and she could almost picture him pacing around his living room, probably running his hands through his hair the way he did when he was nervous.

"Right," she said, taking a deep breath. "Time to face the music. Or in this case, face the unreasonably attractive best friend who I'm suddenly having very non-platonic feelings about. No pressure."

She pressed the buzzer before she could talk herself out of it.



The door suddenly swung open before she could ring, making her squeak in surprise.

Craig stood there, looking like he'd been running his hands through his hair for hours - it stuck up in every direction, making him look adorably disheveled. His blue eyes went wide when he saw her, his mouth dropping open slightly.

"Hi?" It came out as more of a question than a greeting, his voice cracking like a teenager's.

Hannah's new body immediately responded to his presence, sending waves of warmth through her that made her toes curl in her shoes. "Traitor," she mentally hissed at her racing heart.

"Hey," she managed, her voice coming out in that ridiculous Disney princess lilt that made her want to crawl under a rock. She tugged at her hoodie, suddenly very aware of how the yoga tights left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

Craig's eyes did a quick sweep of her body before snapping back to her face, his cheeks turning pink. "I... uh..." He ran a hand through his hair again, making it even messier. "You're... still... um..."

"Still blonde and tiny?" Hannah supplied, trying not to focus on how cute he looked when flustered. "Yeah, that hasn't changed in the last ten minutes since I texted."

"Right," Craig squeaked, then cleared his throat. "Right. Yes. Of course." His eyes kept darting between her face and... other areas, like he couldn't quite help himself. "You're the woman from last night. The one who appeared in my living room and then ran away before I could... um..."

"Before you could process that your best friend had turned into a walking fantasy?" Hannah's mouth supplied before her brain could stop it. Her eyes widened in horror. "I mean- that's not- can I come in before I die of embarrassment right here in your hallway?"

Craig practically jumped aside, gesturing wildly. "Yes! Come in! Please! I made tea! And found biscuits! Though they might be stale! I'm talking in exclamation points!"

Hannah slipped past him, trying very hard not to notice how good he smelled or how the movement brought her way too close to his chest. Her new body had other ideas, sending a shiver down her spine that made her bite her lip.

Craig's apartment looked exactly the same - coffee mugs everywhere, that ratty blanket he refused to throw away draped over the couch, and the general organized chaos that was so... Craig. It was comforting and terrifying at the same time.

"So..." Craig said, closing the door and leaning against it like he needed the support. "You're... I mean... what exactly..." He gestured vaguely at all of her. "This is...?"

"A magical disaster?" Hannah offered, perching on the edge of his couch. "A cosmic joke? The universe's way of saying 'you think you've got problems? Hold my beer'?"

Craig let out a strangled laugh, dropping into his armchair. "You sound like..." His eyes narrowed, studying her face. "You remind me of..."

"Your best friend?" Hannah supplied helpfully. "The one who's usually taller and less... curvy?"

"Yeah," Craig said, then seemed to realize he was staring at said curves and quickly looked away, his face burning. "I mean, no! I mean... I wasn't looking! I mean, I was, but not... oh god, kill me now."

Hannah couldn't help but giggle, the sound coming out far more feminine than she was used to. "Well, this is going great. Very smooth. Top marks for both of us."

Craig's head snapped up, his eyes widening. "Handel?" he whispered, looking like he'd been hit with a stunning spell. "Is that... are you...?"

"Surprise?" Hannah offered weakly, giving a little wave. "I'd do jazz hands, but I think that might be overkill."

Craig's mouth opened and closed several times, no sound coming out. Finally, he managed: "How... what... why are you..." He gestured at her body again, then seemed to realize what he was doing and quickly sat on his hands.

"Okay," Hannah said, taking a deep breath. "This is going to sound completely mental. Like, 'check me into St. Mungo's' mental. But before I explain, can I just say that your staring is doing things to my new body that we're both going to have to deal with later?"

Craig made a sound like a dying whale and promptly fell out of his chair.

"Well," Hannah muttered, watching him scramble back up, "at least he didn't faint this time. Progress."

"Tea!" Craig practically shouted, jumping to his feet. "We need tea! Lots of tea! And possibly alcohol!"

"Craig?"

"Yes?" He froze halfway to the kitchen, looking like a deer in headlights.

"Your fly's open."

He looked down in panic, then back up, face flaming. "No it's not!"

"I know," Hannah smirked. "But that reaction was priceless."

Craig stared at her for a long moment, then collapsed back into his chair, running both hands through his hair. "It really is you in there, isn't it?"

"Yep. Just... packaged differently." Hannah gestured at herself. "Very differently. And before you ask - yes, they're real, no, I didn't plan this, and yes, this is extremely weird for me too."

Craig made another strangled noise. "I wasn't going to ask about... those!"

"Your eyes say otherwise, mate."

"My eyes are traitors and should be ignored," Craig muttered, then looked up at her. "So... explanation?"

Hannah took another deep breath, trying to ignore how his disheveled appearance was making her new body react. "Right. Explanation. Just... promise not to freak out?"

"Too late for that," Craig said weakly. "Way, way too late."



Hannah perched on the edge of the couch, trying to figure out how to explain that she'd accidentally turned herself into his perfect woman without sounding like a complete lunatic. "So..." she started, fidgeting with the hem of her hoodie. "You know how sometimes weird stuff happens around me?"

"You mean like suddenly turning into a gorgeous blonde?" Craig blurted, then immediately looked like he wanted to die. "I mean- different! Turning different!"

"Yes, thank you for that stellar observation of my current state," Hannah said dryly, trying to ignore how the word 'gorgeous' made her stomach flip. "But I meant before that. Like when your ex-girlfriend's car mysteriously broke down right before she could cheat on you?"

Craig's eyes widened. "That was you?"

"Or when that job interviewer who was being a complete tosser suddenly developed an urgent need to use the bathroom?"

"Also you?"

"Or when your coffee magically refills itself when you're studying late?"

"I thought I was just really tired and forgetting that I'd refilled it!" Craig ran his hands through his hair again, making it stick up even more adorably. "Wait, so all this time..."

"I'm a witch," Hannah said quickly, like ripping off a plaster. "Surprise! Again! I'm just full of surprises today, aren't I?"

Craig stared at her. "A witch."

"Yes."

"Like... broomsticks and caldrons?"

"Well, I prefer Uber and my mum's Le Creuset, but essentially, yes."

Craig leaned back in his chair, looking dazed. "That... actually explains a lot. Like how you always know when I'm having a bad day before I tell you. Or why my socks keep matching themselves."

"You noticed that?" Hannah asked, surprised.

"I just thought I was getting better at laundry!" He paused. "Wait, so last night..."

Hannah winced. "Right. About that. I may have... tried to cast a spell to find your perfect woman because you've been moping around like a sad puppy lately and I thought maybe if you met someone..." She gestured at herself. "But instead of finding her, I... kind of turned into her. Surprise! Third time's the charm?"

Craig's mouth opened and closed several times. "So you're telling me that you tried to help me find my perfect woman... and the spell turned you into her?"

"The universe has a weird sense of humor?" Hannah offered weakly.

"And you're... you're actually Handel? My best friend?"

"In the flesh. Very different flesh, but still me." She tried for a smile. "Though I have to say, mate, your type is a lot shorter than I expected."

Craig made a strangled noise. "I don't have a- I mean, I never- This isn't-"

"Your ears go red when you lie," Hannah pointed out. "They're practically glowing right now."

Craig slapped his hands over his ears, then realized what he was doing and dropped them. "This is insane."

"Welcome to my world. Currently starring me as your magical dream girl, apparently." She immediately wanted to bite her tongue off. "I mean- that's not- oh god."

"So you're... stuck like this?" Craig asked, his eyes doing that wandering thing again before snapping back to her face.

"Yep. Permanently tiny and bouncy." She crossed her arms over her chest. "Which you need to stop staring at, by the way."

"I wasn't-" Craig started, then stopped at her raised eyebrow. "Okay, maybe a little. But in my defense, you're... I mean... this is..."

"A lot?" Hannah supplied. "Trust me, I know. Try waking up with these. Do you know how hard it is to find a comfortable sleeping position now?"

Craig made another choking sound. "Can we not talk about your... sleeping positions?"

"Why? Is it making you uncomfortable?" Hannah asked innocently, then immediately wondered where this newfound boldness was coming from. Her body apparently had opinions about flirting with Craig that her brain hadn't approved.

"Everything about this is making me uncomfortable!" Craig exclaimed. "My best friend is suddenly a witch who turned herself into..." He gestured at all of her again.

"Your type?" Hannah suggested, unable to help herself. "Your perfect woman? The girl of your dreams?"

"Stop saying that!" Craig's face was now approximately the color of a tomato.

"Why? Is it true?" The words were out before she could stop them.

Craig stared at her, his blue eyes wide and intense. "I... you... this is..."

"Using a lot of pronouns there, mate."

"You're enjoying this way too much," Craig accused.

Hannah shrugged, surprised to find that she kind of was. "Well, if I'm stuck like this, I might as well have fun with it. Besides," she added with a smirk, "your reactions are pretty entertaining."

"I'm so glad my crisis is amusing you," Craig muttered, but there was a hint of a smile playing at his lips.

"Your crisis? What about mine? I'm the one who turned into a magical pin-up!" She paused. "Though I have to say, your taste isn't half bad. These curves are ridiculous."

Craig made a sound like he was dying. "Can we please stop talking about your curves?"

"Why? Are they distracting you?" There was that boldness again. Her new body apparently had no filter when it came to Craig.

"I hate you," Craig groaned, burying his face in his hands.

"No you don't," Hannah said cheerfully. "According to this spell, you actually find me quite attractive."

"I'm never going to live this down, am I?"

"Not a chance, mate. Not a chance."




Chapter 7


Four months since "Operation Help Craig" had spectacularly backfired, transforming Hannah into what her mother gleefully called "a walking testament to Craig's excellent taste." Hannah sat at her vanity, studying her reflection - still a bit surreal, seeing those big green eyes and delicate features staring back at her instead of Handel's familiar face.

Her phone buzzed with a text from Craig:




Craig: You'll never believe what just happened




Hannah: Let me guess - another 'old' photo of us popped up?




Craig: Your mum's spell is getting creative. Apparently we went to prom together?




Hannah: Oh god. Please tell me I wasn't wearing pink




Craig:

 

sends photo





Hannah: THAT NEVER HAPPENED




Craig: According to Facebook, it did. You were voted cutest couple




Hannah: I'm going to kill my mother




Hannah stared at the photo - there she was, tiny and blonde in a midnight blue dress, looking up at Craig with an expression that made her current body temperature spike several degrees. Craig was in a tux, his arm around her waist, looking at her like... well, like he often looked at her now, actually.

"Subtle, Mum," she muttered. "Real subtle."

Her mother's memory spell had rewritten reality with all the finesse of a romance novelist on a deadline. Every "new" memory seemed designed to highlight the chemistry between her and Craig - chemistry that was getting harder to ignore with each passing day.

Her phone buzzed again:




Craig: You know what's weird?




Hannah: The fact that magic rewrote reality, or the fact that you apparently took tiny blonde me to prom?




Craig: I can actually remember that night now. The way you looked in that dress...




Hannah: Are you flirting with me, Craig Thompson?




Craig: What? No! I mean... maybe? Is that weird?




Hannah: Considering you literally shaped this body with your subconscious desires, I'd say we're way past weird




She could practically see him blushing through the phone. Four months in, and he still got flustered every time she mentioned the spell's effects. It was adorable, really.

The 'pull' her mother had warned her about hadn't faded - if anything, it had grown stronger. Every time Craig was near, her body went into overdrive: heart racing, skin tingling, stomach doing Olympic-level gymnastics. At first, she'd blamed the spell, but now...

Her phone buzzed with another memory notification. This time it was a beach trip from two summers ago - except instead of showing Handel in board shorts, it showed Hannah in a bikini that made current Hannah's eyes widen.

"Oh come ON," she groaned, typing quickly:




Hannah: Did you see the beach photos?




Craig: ...maybe




Hannah: Your subconscious has a lot to answer for




Craig: I didn't choose that bikini!




Hannah: No, but apparently your deepest desires did




Craig: Can we please not talk about my deepest desires?




Hannah: Why? Getting flustered?




Craig: You're evil




Hannah: No, I'm your perfect woman. There's photographic evidence now




Craig: ...you're never going to let me live this down, are you?




Hannah: Not a chance, dream boy




The nickname had started as a joke, but like everything else between them lately, it had taken on a different meaning. Craig wasn't just her best friend anymore - he was the man who'd literally shaped her with his desires, whose every look made her body hum with awareness.

Her mother's voice floated up from downstairs: "Hannah, dear! I found more old photos! You'll never guess what you and Craig were doing in this one!"

"MUM!" Hannah shouted back. "Stop rewriting my history to include romantic moments with Craig!"

"But you two look so cute together in the hot tub!"

Hannah's head hit her vanity with a thunk. Her phone buzzed immediately:




Craig: Hot tub?




Hannah: Don't ask




Craig: Your mum's really enjoying this, isn't she?




Hannah: She's writing our love story retroactively




Craig: Is that what this is? A love story?




Hannah's heart skipped several beats. Before she could respond, another message came through:

Craig: Because if it is... I'm kind of okay with that

"Oh," Hannah breathed, her whole body warming at his words. She bit her lip, typing:




Hannah: Even though I used to be Handel?




Craig: You're still you. Just... prettier




Hannah: HA! You admitted I'm pretty!




Craig: I literally shaped you with my desires. Pretty sure that ship has sailed




Hannah: Look who's finally embracing it




Craig: Shut up




Hannah: Make me




Craig: ...was that flirting?




Hannah: What do you think, dream boy?




Her mother's voice came again: "I found your wedding planning scrapbook from when you were sixteen!"

"WE DON'T HAVE ONE OF THOSE!" Hannah shouted back.

"We do now, dear!"

Hannah groaned, but couldn't help smiling. Being Hannah really wasn't so bad - especially with Craig looking at her like that in every new "old" photo that mysteriously appeared. Her mother's spell might have rewritten history, but the future? That was still unwritten.

Though if the way Craig was texting her lately was any indication, it might involve fewer "old" photos and more new ones. Real ones. Maybe even some that involved hot tubs.

Her phone buzzed one last time:




Craig: Movie at my place tonight?




Hannah: Promise not to stare?




Craig: Not even going to try




Hannah: Good answer, dream boy. Good answer.




Hannah was painfully aware that movie night had changed since The Incident (as she'd taken to calling her magical makeover). Before, they'd sprawl across the couch like two oversized cats, fighting over popcorn and making terrible commentary. Now... now there was this crackling awareness that made even reaching for the snacks feel like a choreographed dance of 'will they, won't they.'

"This movie is ridiculous," Craig muttered, taking another sip of his beer. "That explosion defied at least twelve laws of physics."

"Says the man whose subconscious desires literally rewrote reality," Hannah quipped, tucking her feet under her and trying not to focus on how close his thigh was to hers.

Craig nearly choked on his beer. "Are you ever going to stop bringing that up?"

"Are you ever going to stop pretending you're not staring at me?"

"I wasn't-" He cut himself off at her raised eyebrow. "Okay, maybe I was. A little."

Hannah took a deliberate sip of her wine, watching him over the rim of her glass. "Just a little?"

"You're doing this on purpose," Craig accused, his ears turning that telling shade of red.

"Doing what?" she asked innocently, fully aware that the oversized sweater she'd borrowed from him was slipping off one shoulder.

Craig's eyes tracked the movement before snapping back to her face. "That. The... the thing. With the..." He gestured vaguely at all of her.

"The thing where I exist in a body that you literally manifested through sheer force of desire?" She grinned as he groaned. "Because I have to say, dream boy, you have excellent taste."

"Can we please watch the movie?"

"We could," Hannah agreed, shifting slightly so their shoulders brushed. "Or we could talk about why you keep looking at me like you want to kiss me but won't."

Craig's whole body went still. "I don't..."

"You do." She turned to face him properly, ignoring the way her heart was trying to escape her chest. "You look at me like that all the time. When you think I'm not paying attention. When we're having coffee. When I steal your sweaters. When I laugh at your terrible jokes."

"My jokes are great," he muttered weakly, still not looking at her.

"Craig."

"Hannah," he countered, finally meeting her gaze. The intensity in his blue eyes made her breath catch.

"Are we really going to keep dancing around this?" she asked softly. "Because I've got to tell you, mate, this tension is getting a bit ridiculous."

"It's complicated," he said, running a hand through his already messy hair.

"Is it? Because from where I'm sitting - which is really close to you, by the way - it seems pretty simple. You want me. I want you. The universe literally transformed me into your perfect woman."

"That's exactly why it's complicated!" Craig burst out. "You're my best friend who got magically turned into... into..."

"A smoking hot blonde who makes your brain short-circuit?"

"You're not helping."

"I'm not trying to help," Hannah said, setting down her wine glass. "I'm trying to get you to kiss me."

Craig's eyes widened comically. "What?"

Hannah turned to face him fully, her heart racing but her voice steady. "Craig Thompson, are you ever gonna kiss me, or am I going to have to cast another spell? Because I've got to warn you, the last one had some pretty unexpected results."

Craig stared at her, his blue eyes dark and intense. The movie forgotten, the only sound in the apartment was their breathing and the pounding of Hannah's heart.

"Hannah," he said, his voice rough. "You can't just..."

"Can't just what? Point out the obvious? Because I've got four months of tension, several magically altered photo albums, and a body that you literally shaped with your deepest desires that say otherwise."

His jaw tightened. "You're really not going to let this go, are you?"

"Nope." She popped the 'p' deliberately. "I figure if the universe went to all this trouble to make me your perfect woman, the least you could do is kiss me."

Craig's eyes dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. "If I kiss you..."

"When you kiss me," she corrected.

"When I..." He swallowed hard. "Everything will change."

"Hate to break it to you, dream boy, but everything already has." She leaned closer, close enough to feel his breath on her lips. "The only question is: what are you going to do about it?"

Their eyes locked, and the world seemed to hold its breath.

"Craig," she said softly, one last push. "Are you ever gonna kiss me?"

His head snapped around, their eyes meeting with an intensity that made her whole body tingle. And just like that, the world stopped, hanging suspended in that moment of possibility.

Craig stared at her like she'd just announced she was running for Prime Minister dressed as a penguin. His mouth opened and closed several times, but no sound came out.

"Did I break you?" Hannah asked, amused. "Because I have to say, for someone whose subconscious literally created this body, you're looking awfully surprised right now."

Still nothing. Just those wide blue eyes staring at her like she'd grown a second head.

"Right then," Hannah muttered. "Time for Plan B."

In one fluid motion that surprised even her (apparently her new body came with upgraded coordination), she swung herself onto his lap. Craig made a sound like someone had just punched all the air out of his lungs.

"Hannah," he squeaked, his hands hovering near her waist like he was afraid to touch her. "What are you-"

"Taking matters into my own hands," she said, settling herself more comfortably. "Since you seem to be temporarily malfunctioning."

Craig's face was approximately the color of a fire engine. "I'm not- This isn't- You can't just-"

"Using a lot of incomplete sentences there, dream boy." She placed her hands on his shoulders, enjoying the way his breath hitched. "Want to try that again with actual words?"

His hands twitched toward her waist, then pulled back. "This is..."

"If you say 'complicated' one more time, I'm going to hex you," Hannah threatened, leaning closer. "Now, I'm going to make this very simple: if you want to kiss me, now's your chance."

Craig's jaw clenched, his eyes darkening as they dropped to her lips. She could practically see the gears turning in his head, analyzing every possible outcome.

"You're thinking too much," she observed, her fingers playing with the hair at the nape of his neck.

"Someone has to," he managed, though his voice was rougher than usual.

"Really? Because I thought we could try not thinking for once." She shifted slightly, making him draw in a sharp breath. "Just feeling instead."

"Hannah," he warned, his hands finally settling on her waist.

"Craig," she mimicked his tone, raising an eyebrow.

Ten seconds passed. Twenty. Thirty.

Hannah sighed dramatically. "Well, this has been fun, but clearly you need more time to overthink everything, so I'll just-"

She started to move away, but Craig's hands suddenly tightened on her waist, pulling her back.

"Oh no you don't," he growled, and before she could make another quip about his hesitation, he was kissing her.

Hannah melted into him with a satisfied hum, her fingers tangling in his hair as the kiss deepened. All the tension that had been building over the past months seemed to explode at once, turning the kiss into something hungry and desperate.

Craig's hands slid up her back, pulling her closer as she shifted against him. The soft sound he made sent tingles racing down her spine, and she smiled against his lips.

The TV droned on forgotten in the background as they lost themselves in each other, the rest of the world fading away until nothing existed except this moment, this kiss, this connection they'd been dancing around for months.


Chapter 8


Ten minutes later, they broke apart, both breathing heavily. Hannah found herself on her back, hair splayed across the arm of the couch, with Craig hovering above her. His eyes were dark with intensity, his usual hesitation replaced by something more primal.

"Well," Hannah managed, trying to sound composed despite her racing heart. "That's one way to shut me up."

Craig's lips twitched. "If I'd known that would work, I might have tried it months ago."

"Oh really?" She arched an eyebrow. "And here I thought you were too busy pretending not to stare at me."

"I wasn't pretending," he murmured, his voice rough. "I was definitely staring."

Hannah's hands slid up his arms, feeling the tension in his muscles. "Four months of staring, and we could have been doing this instead."

"You were my best friend," Craig pointed out, though his eyes never left her face. "It wasn't that simple."

"Says the man who shaped this body with his subconscious desires." She grinned up at him. "Face it, dream boy - you've wanted this for a while."

Craig's face flushed, but he didn't look away. "Maybe I have."

The admission sent warmth flooding through her. Hannah reached up, curling her fingers around the back of his neck. "Then what are you waiting for?"

Their lips met again, and this time there was no hesitation, no holding back. Craig's hands traced her sides with reverent attention, while Hannah's fingers tangled in his hair.

"You know," she murmured between kisses, "your couch is surprisingly comfortable."

Craig laughed against her lips. "Are you rating my furniture right now?"

"Just making observations." She smiled wickedly. "Though I can think of somewhere more comfortable..."

Craig pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. "Hannah..."

"Craig," she mimicked his tone, then softened. "Take me to bed."

His response was immediate. In one fluid motion, he scooped her up, making her squeal in surprise. "As my lady commands."

"Oh, so I'm 'my lady' now?" she teased as he carried her toward the bedroom.

"Would you prefer 'dream girl'?"

"Careful," she warned playfully. "I might get used to that."

Craig kicked the bedroom door closed behind them, his eyes never leaving hers. "Maybe that's the idea."

The door clicked shut, leaving the rest of the world behind.

Hannah drifted into consciousness, aware of three things: the warm sunlight streaming through Craig's curtains, the delicious ache in her muscles, and the possessive arm wrapped around her waist. A smile crept across her face as fragments of the previous night flashed through her mind.

"Well," she murmured to herself, "that's one way to end a movie night."

She turned carefully in Craig's embrace, studying his sleeping face. His usually perfectly styled hair was a disaster - partly from sleep, partly from her fingers running through it repeatedly the night before. He looked younger like this, all the overthinking stripped away, leaving just... Craig.

"Stop staring at me," he mumbled without opening his eyes.

"Oh, now who's telling who not to stare?" She poked his chest playfully. "Besides, I created this body with magic. Pretty sure that gives me staring rights."

Craig cracked one eye open, his lips curving into a sleepy smile. "Pretty sure I'm the one who shaped it with my desires."

"Ah yes, your desires." Hannah wiggled closer, enjoying the way his arm tightened around her. "Which, by the way, were very thoroughly expressed last night."

His cheeks flushed, but he didn't look away. "Any complaints?"

"Hmm." She pretended to think about it. "Well, you did take four months to finally kiss me."

"I was processing!"

"Processing what? The fact that magic turned your best friend into your dream woman?" She grinned. "Because I have to say, dream boy, you seemed to figure things out pretty quickly once we got to the bedroom."

Craig groaned, burying his face in her hair. "It's too early for you to be this... you."

"You love it," she said confidently, snuggling closer. His skin was warm against hers, and she could feel his heart beating steadily under her palm.

"Maybe I do," he admitted softly, pressing a kiss to her temple.

Hannah smiled, tucking herself more comfortably against his chest. She felt... right. Like all the pieces of a puzzle had finally clicked into place.

"Craig?"

"Hmm?"

"Just so you know, I expect breakfast in bed. It's the least you can do after making me wait four months."

His chest rumbled with laughter. "Is that so?"

"Mhmm. And coffee. Lots of coffee."

"Demanding, aren't you?"

"Hey, you shaped this body. High maintenance comes with the territory."

Craig pulled back just enough to look at her, his blue eyes soft with affection. "Worth it."

Hannah's heart did a little flip in her chest. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." He smiled, pulling her closer. "Though I might need convincing about the breakfast in bed part."

"Oh really?" She arched an eyebrow, her lips curving into a wicked smile. "I can be very persuasive."

"Prove it," he challenged, and then he was kissing her again, breakfast forgotten as the morning stretched out before them, full of possibility.

Hannah sat at Craig's kitchen table, wearing nothing but his oversized t-shirt and a satisfied smile. Steam rose from her coffee mug as she watched him move around the kitchen, making breakfast in just his pajama bottoms.

"You know," she mused, "if I'd known this was what it took to get you to cook for me, I might have jumped you months ago."

Craig nearly dropped the spatula. "Hannah!"

"What? Just stating facts." She took a sip of coffee, hiding her grin. "Though I have to say, your bedroom skills are significantly better than your cooking skills."

"My cooking is fine," he protested, flipping a pancake with more force than necessary.

"Mhmm. Is that why you're burning that pancake?"

Craig cursed, quickly rescuing the slightly charred breakfast. "You're very distracting."

"Me?" She batted her eyelashes innocently. "I'm just sitting here, drinking coffee, definitely not thinking about last night..."

The look he gave her was equal parts exasperation and desire. "You're evil."

"Evil?" She stretched deliberately, knowing his shirt would ride up. "That's not what you were saying last night."

Craig abandoned the stove, crossing to her in three quick strides. His hand cupped her face as he kissed her, deep and thorough, before pulling back with a smirk. "Better?"

"Much," she hummed, reaching for his hand. His fingers interlaced with hers automatically, like they'd been doing this forever instead of just hours.

The way he looked at her now made her heart skip - like she was precious and sexy and completely his. Gone was the awkward tension, replaced by something deeper, more certain.

"You're staring again," she teased.

"Can you blame me?" His thumb traced patterns on her palm. "You're kind of incredible."

"Kind of? Just kind of?" She pressed a hand to her chest in mock offense. "I'll have you know I am extremely incredible. Your subconscious literally couldn't imagine anyone better."

Craig laughed, the sound warm and rich. "And so humble too."

"Hey, false modesty is overrated." She tugged him closer. "Besides, you clearly have excellent taste."

"Do I?" His free hand slid into her hair, tilting her face up.

"Mmm." She smiled up at him. "Though your timing could use some work. Four months of tension? Really?"

"I was being cautious!"

"You were being ridiculous," she corrected fondly. "But I suppose it worked out in the end."

Craig's expression softened as he looked at her, thumb brushing her cheek. "Yeah, it did."

"Sap," she accused, but her smile gave her away.

"Your sap," he countered, leaning down to kiss her again.

"About time," she murmured against his lips, feeling him smile.

"Yeah," he agreed softly, pulling back just enough to meet her eyes. "About time."

The pancakes ended up burning, but neither of them particularly cared.




Chapter 9


One Year Later.

Hannah stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her dress for the thousandth time. One year. Three hundred and sixty-five days of waking up next to Craig, of stealing his hoodies, of making him blush with increasingly outrageous innuendos at the most inappropriate moments.

"You know," she called out to Craig, who was attempting to tame his eternally messy hair in the bathroom, "most couples celebrate their anniversary on their first date. We're celebrating the night I finally got tired of your staring and jumped you."

"That's not exactly how I remember it," Craig protested, appearing in the doorway looking unfairly handsome in a dark blue button-down that matched his eyes.

"No? Because I distinctly remember straddling you on that couch and practically begging you to kiss me."

Craig's ears turned pink. "I was building up to it!"

"For four months?" She turned to face him, grinning. "Face it, dream boy, if I hadn't taken matters into my own hands, you'd still be sitting on that couch, pretending not to stare at my ass."

"I wasn't-" He caught her knowing look and changed tactics. "I was appreciating the results of my subconscious desires."

"Oh, is that what we're calling it now?" She sauntered over to him, smoothing his collar. "And here I thought you were just being a typical guy, checking out the hot blonde."

Craig caught her hands, pulling her closer. "You know it was more than that."

"Was it?" She smiled up at him. "Because I remember someone being very... thorough in his appreciation that night."

"Hannah," he groaned, but she could see him fighting a smile.

"Craig," she mimicked his tone. "You still haven't told me where we're going tonight."

"It's a surprise."

"I hate surprises."

"No, you don't. You love them. You just hate not being in control."

"Same thing," she pouted, but her eyes sparkled with mischief. "Give me a hint?"

"Not a chance." He kissed her forehead. "But I will say this - it's somewhere special."

"Special like that time you tried to cook me a romantic dinner and nearly burned down the kitchen?"

"That was one time!"

"One very memorable time," she agreed cheerfully. "The firefighters were very understanding though. Especially after I explained how you were trying to impress your magically transformed best friend turned girlfriend."

Craig rolled his eyes. "I did not tell them that."

"No, but wouldn't it have been fun if you had?" She reached up to fix his hair, which he'd somehow already managed to mess up again. "One year of this, and you still can't manage to keep your hair neat for more than five minutes."

"You like my messy hair," he accused. "You're always running your fingers through it."

"True," she admitted, demonstrating by doing exactly that. "But then, I like everything about you. Even your terrible cooking."

His expression softened into that look that still made her heart skip - like she was the most precious thing in his world. "I love you, you know that?"

"I should hope so," she teased, but her voice was soft. "You did literally reshape reality to be with me."

"Best accidental spell ever," he murmured, leaning down to kiss her.

Hannah melted into him, still amazed at how right it felt, even after a year. When they finally pulled apart, she smoothed his shirt, which had somehow gotten rumpled.

"We're going to be late for your mysterious surprise if you keep kissing me like that," she warned.

"Worth it," Craig grinned, reaching for his keys. "Ready?"

Hannah looked at him - this wonderful, ridiculous man who had accidentally changed her entire world and then fallen in love with the results. "With you? Always."

"Sap," he accused, echoing her favorite taunt.

"Your sap," she corrected, taking his hand. "Now, about this surprise..."

Hannah knew something was up the moment Craig suggested their favorite restaurant. Not because it was unusual - they ate there often enough - but because he'd made the reservation without her having to drag him there.

"Okay, spill," she said over her wine glass. "You're being suspiciously accommodating tonight."

Craig almost choked on his water. "What? I'm always accommodating."

"Please," she scoffed. "Last week you spent twenty minutes arguing that takeout was a perfectly acceptable anniversary dinner."

"It was raining!"

"It was drizzling," she corrected, eyes twinkling. "And you just didn't want to change out of your sweatpants."

Throughout dinner, she caught him checking his pocket at least six times, and his usual wit was slightly off-kilter. Hannah found herself biting back knowing smiles - she had a pretty good idea what was coming, but she wasn't about to ruin his moment.

When they got home, the apartment had transformed. Fairy lights twinkled everywhere, and the scent of vanilla and cinnamon filled the air.

"Craig," she breathed, taking it in. "Did you actually manage to decorate without setting anything on fire?"

"Your confidence in me is overwhelming," he deadpanned, but his voice had a nervous edge.

"Well, given your track record with romantic gestures..." She turned to him with a teasing smile. "Remember Valentine's Day?"

"The chocolate fountain seemed like a good idea at the time."

"We were finding chocolate in impossible places for weeks." She paused, eyeing him. "Though the cleanup was fun..."

Craig's ears turned pink. "Hannah..."

"Yes, dream boy?" She batted her eyelashes innocently.

"Could you just... sit down for a second?"

She complied, perching on the couch. "Is this the part where you confess you shrunk my favorite sweater in the wash?"

"What? No, I-" He stopped, narrowing his eyes. "Are you trying to distract me?"

"Is it working?"

Instead of answering, Craig dropped to one knee. Hannah's breath caught, her teasing smile softening into something more genuine.

"You know," he started, his voice surprisingly steady, "a year ago, you straddled me on this very couch and changed everything."

Hannah let out a watery laugh. "Smooth talker."

"I'm trying to be romantic here."

"Sorry, continue with your couch-straddling proposal."

His lips twitched. "The point is, that night changed everything. And not just because of magic or spells or whatever cosmic force decided to meddle in our lives. It changed because of you. Because you got tired of waiting for me to make a move."

"Four months was a really long time," she interjected, but her voice was thick with emotion.

Craig reached for her hand, his thumb brushing over her knuckles. "I love you, Hannah. Even when you're interrupting my carefully planned proposal speech."

"To be fair, you did practice it in the shower this morning."

His eyes widened. "You heard that?"

"The walls are thin, babe." She squeezed his hand. "But it was very cute."

Craig shook his head, laughing despite himself. "You're impossible."

"Yet here you are, on one knee..."

"Here I am," he agreed softly, pulling out a ring. "Marry me?"

Hannah pretended to think about it. "Well, your cooking has improved marginally..."

"Hannah."

"And you did manage to decorate without any fire-related incidents..."

"Hannah."

She beamed at him, tears sparkling in her eyes. "Yes. Of course yes, you ridiculous man."

She launched herself at him, sending them both tumbling onto the carpet. Craig laughed, holding her close as he somehow managed to slip the ring onto her finger.

"You know," she murmured against his lips, "this is much better than takeout in sweatpants."

"I don't know," he teased back. "The sweatpants were pretty comfortable."

Hannah looked down at the ring sparkling on her finger, then back at Craig - her best friend, her love, her future husband. "Worth the upgrade."

"Yeah?" His eyes softened as he brushed away a happy tear from her cheek.

"Yeah." She kissed him again, slow and sweet. "But I'm still never letting you live down the chocolate fountain incident."
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