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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        And we’re back! Can you believe it?  Eve let me write a second book in the amazing FUCN’A World. Not only are Freddie and Buck from A Tree Frog and Her Honey Badger back, but this story is also about their besties—Del and Matt.

      

        

      
        Yes! It’s true! The Up Shift Creek Gang is back, and things are hairier than ever! Doc and Her Dragon brings in some of the old gang, some new characters, and a whole lotta messed-up fun that you just don’t wanna miss.

      

        

      
        I sure hope you enjoy Doc and Her Dragon and all the stories in this amazing EveL world created by the one and only Eve Langlais.

        Stay Safe. Take Care. And ALWAYS Dare to Dream!

      

        

      
        XOXO, Julia
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        To Liz and Em, you are my world. Beautiful women, inside and out, who make every day a blessing. I am so proud of you. Being your mom is the best thing that ever happened to me!

      

        

      
        To anyone out there who truly understands the saying, All the Planning in the World Can’t Beat Dumb Luck, this story is for you!

      

        

      
        To Jess Ripley—Lady, I do not know what I would do without you. Never stop being you, ’cause the world might just stop turning. LOVE YOU!
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A dragon king and a dragonfly take on an icy-hot salamander in this next addition to the FUCN’A world!

      

        

      
        Take one doctor with a glittering green body, sparkly wings, and a sassy alter-ego who refuses to take no for an answer. Add an explosives professor with red scales and a heart of gold who shares his soul with an ancient dragon king.

      

        

      
        Mix in the most FUCN’A band of amazing friends a couple could ask for, and you’ve got a story like no other that will have you laughing, cheering, and falling in love till the very end!

      

        

      
        Doc and Her Dragon are out to solve the conundrum of a seriously deranged and absolutely deceased megalomaniac and psychopath who is posthumously trying to turn the shifters of the world into super dino super soldiers.

      

        

      
        Stop right there! You’re about to be FUC’d—in the best possible way, and that’s just the beginning!

      

      

      Does this premise and world seem familiar? That’s because it is based off Eve Langlais’ Furry United Coalition. Eve has invited her author friends to come and play in her world! To find out more,  visit worlds.EveLanglais.com.
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            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ready?”

      “Hell, no, I’m not ready!”

      “Set?”

      “Are you deaf? Your ears broken? Pay attention! If I'm not ready, I'm damned sure not set! Maybe we should—”

      “Shut up and go for it!”

      Screaming at the top of her lungs, more freaked out than she'd ever been in her whole entire life, Del refused to be denied. There was no way she would stop. They’d come too far to back down. The answer had to be just seconds away. She could feel it in the sparkles on her wings—just one more try. One last, more contained, and—hopefully—less devastating explosion, and they would finally be able to help.

      Goddess knew they’d blown up more than one—three to be exact—shed, four derelict cars, and one rotten tree stump in the middle of the woods trying to find the right concoction to help the poor professor. Del’s best friend would just have to get a grip. This final experiment, the culmination of six months’ work, was happening. And that was that.

      Dr. Delilah F. Weathersbee, preeminent physician to all beings supernatural, paranormal, and just plain weird, continued her war cry as she dashed across the abandoned warehouse as fast as her feet would carry her. No doubt that her wings would've been quicker, but singe marks on their glittery tips would've been a serious fashion faux pas and just another reason for her alter ego to bitch and moan.

      “No shit, I’d be bitchin’ and moanin’. Even one spec of burning ash hits my beautifully perfect wings—”

      “Shut up,” Del internally snapped to the voice in her head. “I’m using my feet. Even you can see that. I'll argue with you in a min—”

      “Not good enough, Delilah Flashwing Weathersbee! Not good enou—”

      “Del, dammit. My name is Del. You're not my mother or my granny or—”

      “I’ll call you whatever I damned well want to call you. I’m the one stuck in your brain, subjected to the unimaginable cruelty of that ever-thinking, always whirring mind of yours. Some of the shit you dream up should be outlawed. Hell, it probably has been in all fifty states and every province, territory, and backass forest in Canada."

      Surama—Suri for short—Flashwing-Sparks, Princess of the Blue Empress Dragonflies of South America, kept right on going before Del could so much as sneak a syllable in edgewise. “And while I’m at it, I swear to all that’s holy and anything unholy that happens to be listening, if I end up truly dead… You know what I'm talking about. The never to return, no longer breathing, my wings cease to flutter, and I'm yuckily buried in some pile of dirt in the middle of nowhere after nineteen-hundred-and-seventy years on this earth, deceased, D-E-C-E-A-S-E-D… You. Will. Pay. I promise to do a body snatch on the gravedigger and make him dig up your smelly, decomposing corpse before the tip of your nose even has time to turn the lightest color of blue.”

      “How can my nose not be blue if I’m already smelly and decomposing?”

      "Shut up with the science BS. I get enough of that shit already. I'm on a roll! Once the gravedigger recovers your corpse, I'll have that voodoo doctor from NOLA with the sexy ass and dark brown eyes—the one you wouldn’t let me get my feelers on because you’re so mean to me—reanimate your butt with the ugliest, most grotesque little pile of rotten chicken bones and lizard hearts he can find.”

      “What does the condition of the chicken bones and lizard hearts have to do with anything?” Del kept right on talking as she checked to be sure Freddie was still tucked safely behind their barricade.

      “Oh, they are an integral part. Were you sleeping in Rituals of the Occult 101 in primary school? Don't answer. I know you weren't. Hush up and pay attention. I'm threatening you here. At least have the decency to pretend to be scared."

      “Don’t have time,” Del panted, gasping for breath because running was just not her thing unless there was a bottle of good zinfandel involved or a special lecture live stream on new medical techniques for the removal of silver from the ass of a screeching baboon shifter. “Gotta… Gotta get this…. this…”

      "Just keep those little tootsies movin' and listen, Del, this may be the largest warehouse ever built in the history of good, old Canadian engineering—”

      “Wouldn’t that be Canadian construction? Or architecture? Or—”

      “Or maybe you should shut up and pour on the speed?” Suri’s deadpan sarcasm almost made Del laugh. “Keep movin’, Sista. Run, Del, Run. It's the least you can do. Now, where was I? Oh yeah…  Then, just because you’ll most assuredly deserve it for causing my untimely and definitely devastating-for-the-world demise, I'll haunt you for the rest of forever by singing ‘Girls Just Wanna Have Fun’ at the top of my lungs."

      Getting a second wind, or maybe it was simply her inability to allow Suri to have the last word, Del retaliated with her alter ego’s full name. “You better be careful there, Princess Surama Flashwing-Sparks. Your mouth’s writin’ checks your ass can’t cash. Your people don’t have a good history with mouthing off and throwing bullshit around like its Mardi Gras beads. You might want to think about—"

      “Oh, see here now,” Suri snarled. “There you go again. Bringin’ up my ancestors, throwing past mistakes in my face. Mistakes, I might add, that happened before I was even born. Besides, if it hadn’t been for dear old great-great-great-great-great-and-then-some-grandpa running into that coyote and taking that stupid bet, you might not even be here. Ever think of that, Delilah, my girl?”

      “Yeah, I thought about it. Pretty much the same way I’m thinkin’ this frikkin’ building is getting bigger with every step I take. Are you doin’ this? Are you tryin’ to kill me? It will not be natural causes if I die of a dragonfly-alter-ego-induced cardiac arrest,” Del huffed and panted. “They’ll know it was your fault. The coroner will be sure to put that on the death certificate.”

      “Shut up and run, De. Just shut up and run.”

      Okay, so the pompous, arrogant, extremely loveable, and utterly irreplaceable dragonfly princess with whom the doctor shared her soul was right, but that didn’t mean Del was going to give her the satisfaction of admitting it. Nope. No way. No how. Not when they were in the middle of a heated argument, the physician was sprinting so fast it felt like her hair was on fire, and she knew there was about to be one hell of a boom.

      Yes, the creation of the dragonfly shifters—no matter how strange and unusual—had been an absolutely fantastic twist of fate and kismet. It was a weird blast of destiny that both formidable and amazing ladies absolutely and without a doubt believed was the coolest thing to ever happen. After all, had Suri’s grandpa—referred to by everyone in the know as “the old king”—not made the biggest mistake of his life all those hundreds of thousands of years ago, the dragonfly shifters might have never been born. Worse still, the looney and loveable Doc and her dragonfly might never have shared a soul, never shared hour upon hour upon hour of sassy banter, never-ending teasing, and incomparable bonding. Hell, Del might never have gone into medicine, gone to work for the FUC, and, goddess forbid, never met Matt.

      There was no denying the fact that they were more than human and dragonfly—they were sisters. Their joining was the silver lining on what would always sit in the top three most incredible fuckups of all time.

      But that didn’t mean that Del was going to let Suri have the satisfaction of being right. She couldn’t ever let that happen. It just wasn’t her style. She couldn't keep her comments—or thoughts—to herself. Especially not after being challenged.

      “Yeah, well, it wasn’t one of my relatives who was dumb enough to be tricked by a coyote. You’d think a dragon king would know better than to listen to some mangy, flea-bitten mongrel in the middle of the desert.”

      "Yeah, well, don't get me started. Your people have a long and illustrious history of fuckups. I've lived through most of them. Y'all aren't perfect. Humans have just as many skeletons in their closets, and not one of them has scorch marks on their wings. Just keep that shit to your—”

      "Oh, will you puh-lease chill?" Del sassed. "I know what I'm doing. I always know what I'm doing. Except when I don't, and that hasn't happened in years. I mean, come on. Have I gotten you killed yet?"

      “No, but there’s a first time for everything.”

      “Just trust me, will ya?”

      "Famous last words of every man, woman, and alter-ego whose autopsy ever said: died under stupidly suspicious circumstances. My tombstone is gonna read: Here lies Suri. She told Del not to do it, but the crazy chick wouldn't listen."

      “Ignoring you now.”

      And that was precisely what she did. The Doc had bigger fish to fry. Being with Suri since the day of her birth, Del had invented a mystical, magical, make-believe Princess Surama-specific mute button in her head.

      Sliding to a stop, she panted so hard the huge plastic safety goggles covering her bright green eyes fogged up worse than the windshield of her bright red Mini Cooper, Matilda, in the dead of winter. Praying with all her might for a steady hand and good aim, Del reached forward as far as her arms would go.

      "Goddess, be with me," she whispered. "Just please don't let me vaporize the whole planet." She tossed the pahoehoe lava into the bubbling beaker—her last ten grams from the Potrillo Volcanic Fields in the middle of the Chihuahua Desert.

      "Feet don't fail me now," she added.

      Up on her toes and spinning to the right, Del swung her arms backward with all her might before jerking them forward as high as they would go. Holding her breath and using the momentum of her whipping appendages like they were her very own wings, the doc launched herself into the air like she’d been shot out of a cannon
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