
      
        
          How to Get a Date with the Evil Queen

          Monster Girlfriend Book 2

		      
          Marie Cardno

        

        
          
          
        

      

    

Copyright © 2023 by Marie Cardno
Cover illustration by and copyright © 2023 by Laya Rose
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.




About the book


Sian's world thinks she’s dead. Trillin’s wants to make sure of it. And the world they escaped to together just threw a dragon at them. 
All Sian wanted was a quiet moment to make out with her new girlfriend. Instead, she and the adorably monstrous Trillin find themselves trapped by a world whose fairytale magic has very strict ideas about who gets a happily-ever-after. Princesses exist to be rescued. Heroes do the rescuing. And monsters?
Monsters get killed.
In a world where happy-ever-after has teeth, Sian and Trillin are going to learn to bite back.
How to Get a Date with the Evil Queen is a paranormal romcom featuring ridiculous gender and genre roles, big swords and a woman who doesn’t know how to use them, and shapeshifting true love winning against all odds.




How to Get a Date with the Evil Queen


The kiss lasted just long enough for everything to go wrong. 
Sian opened her eyes, which was step one in getting things moving from just kissing to any number of next steps. What those might be, with a partner who changed shape with less effort than breathing, she didn’t know and was excited to find out.
Somehow, though, with the woman of her dreams right in front of her, it was hard to plan ahead. Hard to think of anything, in fact. Trillin’s eyes were a thousand starlit lakes, her skin beneath Sian’s questing hands covered with tiny sensory filaments that sought out her touch in return. Feathery cilia merged into scales merged into soft, cool skin the gentle lavender of a sky that hadn’t decided yet if it was sunrise or dusk, and all around them—
“Oh fuck,” Sian gasped, sitting upright.
Trillin melted around her and coalesced at her shoulder, her tentacles a defensive wall that circled them both. “Something is wrong? Did the people from your Earth follow us?”
“No.” And thank fuck for that, but— “We’ve got an audience.” 
They both stared out the tall narrow windows that separated them in this pocket of safety from … whatever was outside.
There’d been movement. Out the corner of her eye. She was sure of it.
The hairs on the back of Sian’s neck prickled. She cleared her throat. “Where are we, exactly? You said a pocket universe, but … I realise I probably should have asked this before we started making out.”
Trillin shot her a mournful look. “Pockets have to exist somewhere. I took us somewhere.”
She made a good point. Sian had, in her enthusiasm to be distracted by other things, assumed this particular pocket universe ran on the same rules as the magical university department she’d spent the better part of the last decade studying at. The magical department at Otago existed beneath the mundane campus, a secret cluster of buildings blanketed in a sort of magical fog. The windows of those buildings looked out on misty nothingness. The windows here looked out on misty nothingness. She’d figured it was the same old, and lost herself in the wonder of being able to look at Trillin again without feeling like her brains were about to melt out of her ears. 
But what Trillin said made perfect sense. Pockets had to exist somewhere. Their private sanctuary wasn’t adrift in some sort of poorly rendered void. They had bumped into some other world and stuck, like a biddy-bid caught on a sock.
Sian gnawed on her lower lip. “Somewhere, huh? Somewhere where?”
“Somewhere no one is trying to exterminate us?” Trillin suggested with more hope than confidence.
They both looked out the windows again. Yep. Definitely movement.
Sian felt the heavy weight of oncoming adventure settle in her stomach.
It would be really great, she thought, if just for one bloody minute, the universe would stop throwing new and exciting bullshit at them to deal with.
Which was ironic because up until, oh, forty-eight hours ago or less, she’d been the one throwing herself at the universe. Nothing had thrilled her more than the prospect of more new and exciting bullshit, and if the universe wasn’t going to provide, she would be happy to. 
Then she’d met Trillin.
Trillin was her – well. She was Trillin. Sweet and curious and sexy in a way that made Sian feel like tweety birds were circling her head. She was a breakaway fragment of the dimension-entity known as the Endless, who’d done the unthinkable not by breaking away – bits of the Endless were always doing that – but by refusing to return to the whole. She had crafted her own body from lost matter and memories and her own incredible stubbornness.
And if she ever went home, the Endless would annihilate her.
And if they ever went back to Earth, to Sian’s home, every other witch in existence would try to annihilate them both. Well. They’d go after Trillin, and Sian planned to stick right next to Trillin, so it was the same thing really.
But they weren’t going home. Trillin was alive. She was alive. For one brief, wondrous series of moments, they’d been together in this pocket away from both their worlds. Together and safe.
No grasping tendrils of the Endless or suspicious fellow witch academics squeezing through cracks in the walls. The other fragment of the Endless that had joined them on their adventures, which they’d nicknamed Bunny, had scampered off to nibble on the walls. Sian hadn’t really been paying attention. She’d had other things on her mind, and in her arms.
Maybe she should have done a bit more scouting around? Because it was now deathly apparent their sanctuary was more like a pocket inside someone else’s universe.
And the someones else were enjoying the view.
Pale, murky faces pressed up against the windows that had moments-or-more ago looked out on misty nothingness. Whoever they were, they were nothing-ish as well. Colourless eyes and colourless skin. Not human, but not not-human, either. Shrugs given form.
And also kind of like every zombie movie she’d ever seen, when the zombies pressed up against the windows of whatever pub or old warehouse the main characters had got themselves trapped in. “Can they get in here?”
Trillin extended careful feelers. “I do not think so. The spell that formed this room can withstand great force. And they are not … they are not trying to get in.”
“So, what are they doing?” Sian muttered.
“Watching us.” Trillin manifested a hand and twined gentle fingers around Sian’s.
“But why?” Sian pushed her free hand through her hair. “I mean, I know why. From their perspective we popped up out of nowhere into the middle of their dimension. I’d look at us, too. But—” To her horror, her voice rose into a whine. “Why now? When we were in the middle of … Oh, no. Oh, abso-fucking-lutely not.”
The faces at the windows were changing. Colourless skin turned pale purple, or freckle-blotched peach. Eyes like egg whites darkened into shimmering galaxies.
One of them raised a hand and ran familiar-looking blunt fingers through familiar short black hair.
Sian’s stomach lurched. “Are we back in the Endless?”
“No.” Trillin’s voice was strange, and Sian couldn’t translate her expression. “This is another world. Not yours, and not the Endless.”
“Sure. Right. I was just wondering, because, the … changing shapes to look like us…”
Trillin turned eyes like the hearts of suns on her. “The Endless doesn’t know our shapes. Not like this.” 
Fuckity fuck fuck. Had she hurt her by acting weirded out by the locals changing shape, when Trillin was a shape changer herself? But she loved how Trillin changed shape. 
Trillin knew that. Didn’t she?
“Right! Right.” Oh god. Couldn’t they get back to kissing? In private. Without the audience. “And there are lots of different dimensions. Obviously.” She frowned. “I guess it’s one of those things that you know, but don’t know a lot about? Everyone knows other universes exist, but it’s not like anyone’s gone looking. We mostly focus on the Endless at home because of all the uh … invading. I did extra-dimensional studies in undergrad and even that was pretty much all Endless all the time.”
All of Trillin’s galaxy eyes focused on her. Usually, that was great, but right now it felt like Trillin was more focused on not looking at anything else, than specifically looking at Sian. She wasn’t sure she liked it.
Not that she could blame her for keeping her eyes away from the creatures playing dress-up with their faces outside.
“You learn only about the Endless? That can’t be right. Humans have known about many different worlds,” Trillin protested in her softly lilting voice. “You travel everywhere. I know, because – oh.”
Suddenly, Sian had no problem translating her expression.
“I ate them,” Trillin whispered. “Maybe that’s why you all forgot?”
Sian wanted to claw at her own face. How had they gone from making out to this?
And how did they get back?
“The Endless ate them,” she corrected Trillin gently, hoping her internal chant of AAARGH FUUUCK WHYYYY wasn’t visible on her own face.
“I was the Endless, when I did it.” Trillin’s eyes dropped, focusing on what she’d made of herself since then: the tentacles stretching protectively around them both, her hand with all its carefully knuckled fingers holding onto Sian’s. Her tendrils tightened and withered away; her fingers retreated. “I don’t want to…”
“It’s okay,” Sian said awkwardly, her words a drop in the ocean of Trillin’s obvious misery.
Trillin met her eyes with many of her own. “Is it?”
“If it isn’t, I’ll make it okay.” She sounded tough, and certain, and she was almost sure Trillin bought it. She brushed her fingertips along the side of Trillin’s face, and frilly tendrils followed her touch. 
Out the window, hundreds of fingers brushed along the sides of hundreds of faces. “Speaking of other worlds. Maybe we could visit one? Now? Literally any of them except mine or yours or whatever is out there. This is a bit creepy even for me.”
“Yes. We should leave.”
Trillin did something. Sian felt the twist of magic, and then the faces vanished. Everything vanished, a lurching emptiness that began deep inside her and tunnelled outward, and then everything came back.
The windows of misty nothingness were thankfully empty again now that Trillin had whisked them someplace else. Trillin, her Trillin, was staring angrily through them.
“How could they do it so easily?” she hissed.
Sian blinked. “Do what?”
“Change. Be us.” Her tendrils coiled. “It took me so long to make any of me, and they just – copied it! Like it was nothing! They didn’t even have to—”
She cut herself off so firmly her mouth vanished. A tremor raced along the length of her.
“Pretty bloody rude if you ask me, trying on our shapes without even asking,” Sian commented. Ah, fuck. There were emotions here. A whole maze of them. She had to tread carefully. “Want to, uh. Get back to what we were doing before we were interrupted?”
Starlit eyes turned towards her, six at first and then a dozen. “Making love?”
Uh? Uhhhhh? Be cool. “If that’s what you want to call it. Making – yep. Yes?”
Trillin hesitated, and Sian wasn’t in a maze anymore, she was standing on the crumbling edge of a cliff.
You couldn’t fire blast emotions. You really couldn’t. But if you could, Sian would have done it right then, incinerating the sudden precarity of everything inside her.
It had never been like this for her before. Sian had pashed and dashed her way through her teens and twenties with all the sexual subtlety of a sledgehammer. She’d had fun, her partners had fun, and they all went on their way with no one feeling like their heart was about to crack in their chests at any point in the proceedings.
With Trillin – it was different. Wonderfully different. Horribly different. She wanted to discover all the ways their bodies fit together, yes, but – and this was where her roadmap ended – she wanted other things, too. Things so terrifying she wasn’t ready to put them into words.
Trillin’s eyes did something Sian didn’t like at all, sliding off all in different directions, none of them hers. 
“I don’t want—” she began, and it felt like the end of the world.
“Is it a terminology thing?” Please let it be a terminology thing, she added silently. “Making love sounds very – I mean, it means one thing now, but maybe if you learnt it a while ago it meant something different?” Not too different, she hoped, but it was already too late. 
“It’s not what I want to call it. It’s the only way I know to call it. And I learnt it from eating someone.” Trillin’s voice was a pale whisper. Every part of her was sliding away now, as though she couldn’t bear the force of Sian’s anxious attention. “Almost everything I know, I learnt by taking it from someone else. What other worlds there are, or were, and how to reach them. What this body is meant to look like. All the things I want to do with you, and I only know what they are because…” 
Her voice failed. Her body was failing, too, falling in on itself, and Sian was paralysed. A frozen statue next to Trillin’s anguished dissolution. 
She couldn’t even see Trillin’s mouth anymore, but she must have one, because her voice drifted through the quiet space of their pocket world.
“I don’t … I don’t want everything I am to be because I killed someone for it.”
Is that all? Sian thought, and mentally stared at herself in shock at her own ruthlessness. Murder was bad, obviously, but…
At least she hadn’t said it out loud.
Which was probably another bad thing for her to be thinking? Maybe?
Self-examination later. Stopping Trillin from melting into the floor, now. She pushed her self-doubt aside and reached for what had been Trillin’s head.
There was little human-looking about Trillin left, but that didn’t matter. Sian would have to be even thicker than she liked to pretend she was, not to read the monstrous girl’s feelings in this form. 
“Trillin?”
A single eye emerged on a thin tendril, and blinked at her.
“You made yourself who you are. And you made yourself who you aren’t. You chose to leave the Endless. Everything that it was – you remember it. Of course you do. But it wasn’t you. It isn’t you. You’re already learning new things that don’t have anything to do with sucking the memories out of someone else’s brain.”
Which – okay, maybe that wasn’t the best way to phrase it. Sian winced and tried again.
“Look at where we are now. You created a portal so we could escape Earth without killing anyone to learn how. And you turned the portal into this – this pocket universe. You didn’t get that out of anyone’s head, did you?”
“Bunny showed me how to do it.” 
“Sweek!” Perfectly on cue, the other fragment of the Endless poked its head up from a hole in the floor.
“Yeah, and you didn’t eat Bunny, did you?”
“I did.” Trillin’s voice was reproachful – but it was more her own voice, as though her vocal cords were returning to the shape she normally made for them. Something inside Sian relaxed. “Then
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