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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hey, y’all! Thank you so much for reading my book. I cannot properly express how amazing it is to be writing another story in Eve Langlais’ World.

      

      

      

      
        
        I have been a fan of hers since before I ever dreamed of publishing my own stories. Her amazing characters and inventive worlds have transported me to places I never knew possible. To be a part of the action, a small cog in this fantastic machine, well, it is simply a dream come true.

      

      

      

      
        
        I sure hope you enjoy Dusty and Her Dino and all the stories in my Up Shift Creek Series, which will always be available only in Eve Langlais’ FUCN’A world. I can’t wait to hear what you think of these zany stories. They are some of my most favorite.

      

      

      

      
        
        Take care. Read lots. And ALWAYS dare to dream.

      

      

      

      
        
        XOXO, Julia
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        To everyone who’s ever believed in true love and jumped through all the hoops and obstacles it takes to make it last forever and ever. Amen—This one’s for you.
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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dusty and her Dino are lookin’ for love and prayin’ things turn out sunny side up!

      

        

      
        Dusty Lynne Plume, Rhode Island Red shifter and renowned mechanic, has been fixin’ everything from Burping Barbie to the engine of a 747 since before she could walk. So what’s a chickie to do when she can’t fix the man she loves or repair their love?

      

        

      
        Dr. Alexander Anatoli—distinguished paleontologist, archeologist, ancient cultures sociologist, and medical doctor—has the highest IQ MENSA’s ever seen, and he’s even been able to solve the mysteries of ancient pharaohs. But now, as a mis-engineered Giganotosaurus shifter, he can’t even figure out which end is up when it comes to his mate.

      

        

      
        When a nasty enemy returns from the dead, will these two lovesick shifters be forced to face what’s been right in front of them the whole time? Or will the eggs of amore get scrambled before their first kiss?

      

        

      
        Everything seems FUC’d in feathers and scales, but then again, this is the Up Shift Creek gang, and nothing’s as it seems. Time to buckle up, buttercup, and have a FUCN’A good time!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      “So, let me see if I’ve got this right.”

      Dusty knew that tone. Hated that tone. Absolutely despised when the woman who’d raised her after the untimely demise of her parents used that tone—especially in a phone call when she couldn’t make eye contact. Had sworn to do everything in her power to never ever hear that tone again.

      It was the one that said, “Oh, bless your heart. You’re trying to pull the wool over my eyes. I know it. You know I know it. And I’m gonna give you a chance to fess up before I call you out and make you feel like a little girl with your hand in the cookie jar.”

      Yet, there she was. When would she ever learn? It was useless to try to lie because she just… plain… sucked… at… it. Which had never been a bad thing—until that very moment.

      “You, Dusty Lynne Plume, are a renowned and highly sought-after mechanic. You’re regaled as the best mechanic in the whole damned world, from the farthest desert to the deepest swamp. Now you want to give up the opportunity of a lifetime to teach young’uns how to do what you do? To do what? Hang out in the one-horse town we used to call home and live on the wrong side of the swamp for the foreseeable future, maybe forever?”

      Jumping in when her adopted momma took a breath, the Rhode Island Red only got as far as, "Well—"

      "You, the aforementioned airplane mechanic supreme, inventor extraordinaire, and survival expert like no other!” Miss Violet—the woman who’d stepped in after the untimely demise of Dusty’s parents, who was a leader or member of every woman’s rights group known to man and the best mentor and role model a girl could ever want—cut her off.

      To make matters worse, the red fox shifter’s naturally gravelly voice, made that way from way too many cigarettes and vodka tonics, got lower, more growly, and infinitely more… judgy. It quite literally set Dusty’s feathers on end and pushed her nerves way past frazzled.

      “You not only want to stay in…" Miss Vi cleared her throat in the most sarcastic manner anyone had ever cleared their throat, and Dusty frighteningly relived the millions of times her adopted momma’s bright golden eyes had bored their way into her soul. Cause, as bad luck would have it, Miss Vi had that special kind of glare. One that jumped over the frames of her black bespectacled cat-eye glasses with laser-focus and efficiency, hit a person square in the forehead, and somehow ferreted out the one secret no one ever wanted revealed.

      It was frightening and, when coupled with an over-exaggerated clearing of her throat, could make even the strongest of the paranormal, supernatural, and dual-natured worlds cringe.

      "...Nowheresville, Louisiana—in your words described as the back-ass of a southbound mule—instead of returning to the frozen north, to FUCN’A? The place you called the ‘coolest on earth,’ besides your own shop? And what about your new friends up there? And let us not forget all the students you were so excited to pass on the love of tearing down a motor, figuring out how it ticks, then putting it back together in a bigger, badder, and better way. You really and truly want to give up being Professor Dusty Plume, teacher of How to Fly by the Seat of Your Pants and Repairing any Engine with a Bra Strap, a Piece of Gum, and a Bottle Opener?"

      Miss Vi stopped to take a puff of her cigarette. Dusty knew from experience she'd maliciously shoved it into the long, obnoxious, shiny red holder she favored as a way to keep from ‘losing her religion’ while they were talking. Her wonderful—an adjective she thought with all due respect and a shit-ton of sarcasm—adopted mom and mentor gave her the “in” she was looking for.

      “Well, yes, as you’ve said a hundred times—”

      "Ahem.” Completely ignoring the fact that Dusty was speaking, the two-days-older-than-dirt, by her own admission, red fox shifter interrupted, powered on, and refused to be stopped. Dusty knew from experience Miss Vi was revving up into a full-blown rant that could go for upwards of ninety-three minutes and thirty-two seconds because she’d timed said tirades since there was nothing else to do. Well, of course, she could’ve listened, but that was never going to happen—even if pigs did grow wings and fly.

      “You, Dusty Plume, want to work on lawn mowers, crop dusters, and four-wheelers smack-dab in the middle of the swamp, where there are Gators—both shifter and not—ready to eat your deeply auburn-feathered ass the first chance they get?”

      “They don’t try to eat me. You know they don’t. You went to school with the old generation, and I went with the younger. We’ve all been friends for longer than I’ve been alive. Too many years in the big city has messed with your head. Gators don’t eat chickens anymore. Most of us shifters are vegetarians or at least pescatarians. Except dragons and most honey badgers. Those boys need meat, or they get cranky. I only want—”

      "Am I getting this right, Dusty Lynne? Did I summarize your wishes clearly and concisely? Did I miss anything?"

      “Yes, well, it wasn’t really concise. You kinda—”

      "Are you saying you'd rather some hack who doesn’t know a pneumatic wrench from a crowbar teach the next generation of super shifter agents out to save the world how to fix a Dusty Plume Fighter 5000? That you trust the safety of not only your brother-from-another-mother’s honey badger butt but all the other FUC agents to anyone’s expertise but your own? Oh, and let us not forget said honey badger’s mate, the wily and wonderful Dr. Freddie or her bestie, Dr. Del, or her mate, that dragon guy, Matt, all of whom you are very fond of and think of as friends? Let's see... Do you really think I’m buying any of this?"

      “There’s nothing to buy. It’s just the way it is. They offered me the teaching spot, but I—”

      “But you want to stay in the swamp and hang out with Roxy Jo Hills? Nope, not even close. Blow that sunshine up somebody else’s keister, sweetheart. I have it on good authority the bullmastiff shifter with brown-and-blonde brindled hair that falls well past her butt, two nose rings—one a stud in the shape of a puppy's head and the other a gold hoop—and perfectly round, black-framed glasses with lenses as thick as Coke bottle bottoms, your best friend since you were little and the one running your shop while you’re off saving the world or teaching others, would jump at the chance to head north. She’s always been a wanderer.”

      Another pause, another puff on that damned cigarette, and another ten seconds. Dusty contemplated pulling every single, long, blonde curl from her head since Miss Vi was about to send the Rhode Island Red over the edge. She knew Miss Vi was doing it all just to piss her off. Not only did she hate that her adopted mom smoked, but the fact that she refused to even think about quitting and was shoving her nasty habit in Dusty’s face…

      “Well, she’s actually puffing it in your ear because you’re on the phone, goofball.” Roz, aka Rosalind, the Rhode Island Red Hen with whom Dusty shared her soul, chuckled.

      “Yeah, well, whatever she’s doing, it’s pissing me right off, and I’m gonna put an end to this conversation right now.”

      “Good luck with that.”

      "Believe whatever tickles your tail fur, Miss Vi," Dusty ground out through gritted teeth. Of course, she didn’t mean a word that was coming out of her mouth. She just needed to try to hold on to a modicum of her dignity while doing everything in her power to keep her secret from the one person who would take matters into her own foxy hands and embarrass the poor Rhode Island Red into near extinction.

      “Just tell her you’re staying here and hang up the phone,” Roz grumbled.

      “I’m tryin’. If you think you can do any better, have at it.”

      “Nope. It’s more fun listenin’ to you trying to dig yourself out of a hole that makes the Grand Canyon look like Carl Danvers’ sand pit.”

      “I hate you.”

      “No, you don’t.” Roz snorted. “Now say ‘Bye, Vi’ and hang up.”

      “You know I can’t do that. Miss Vi took me in after Mom and Dad’s plane went down. She spearheaded the search and rescue and then the retrieval teams for years. She’s always looked out for me, been there when I needed her, even—”

      “Took your side when her own daughter, Deadly Daphne, tried to shave you bald the night before your tenth birthday,” the Rhode Island Red groaned. “Yeah, yeah, yeah, I was there. I was also there when—”

      “Daphne disappeared to parts unknown.” Dusty finished her alter ego’s thought. “Like it was my fault that I was an orphan or that her parents took me in or that I liked being in that old garage and fixing things with her daddy, Frank. Or that I didn’t smoke pot, get drunk on stolen moonshine, or hang with all the wrong guys. I tried to cover for her every time she snuck out. Can I help it if I suck at lying? And, yes, I know you were there, Rosalind. You’re always there. We’re attached at the—”

      “Soul. So that means you know how serious I am when I tell you that I am about to take control of your short, curvy, braided blonde-haired body and hang up this damned phone once and for—”

      “Dusty. Dusty Lynne Plume. Listen here, little girl. You better not have put me on hold. You know how I hate being put on hold.” Miss Vi’s voice got even raspier as she stressed. “Oh, wait, I know what’s happening. It’s Roz, isn’t it? She’s interrupting again, right? Well, you just tell her I said she needs to butt out. This is family time. Yes, she
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