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      I’ve never thought that hot romance had to stop at any particular age. When the call for a menage dragon shifter charity anthology crossed my desk, I found myself jotting down notes about a perfectly unlikely couple and the big, gorgeous dragon shifter who dropped out of the sky to complete them.

      

      Originally published in Two Mates for the Dragon in 2018.

      

      Don’t miss a release! Subscribe to my newsletter, or join my Facebook group!
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      Trudy straightened up and brushed her hair back from her face, the silver strands teasing the edges of her vision.

      Insects hummed and the sun beat down on her shoulders. It was so beautiful and peaceful in the country; no kids shrieking in the streets, no neighbor dogs who wouldn’t stop barking.

      If the wind died down, she could hear the distant highway, but for the most part, the breeze muttered musically in the cornfield just beyond their little fenced yard and kept the heat from being oppressive.

      “You about done out here?”

      She looked back to find Rikard, looking tanned and more relaxed than he’d ever been in the city. He was carrying the compost bucket from the kitchen.

      “Almost done with this row,” she answered, admiring the way his body still moved underneath the casual t-shirts he now wore. They suited him so much better than the ties and jackets he’d put aside with his job as a university professor. He had loved his job—or at least parts of it—but they’d both been happy when he could put aside all the hassles and red tape.

      Quiet retirement in the country stretched before them like a promise.

      Rikard dumped the kitchen scraps into the big compost barrel and came to stand beside her. “Nice beans,” he said sagely.

      “These are peas,” Trudy reminded him.

      “Great tomatoes,” Rikard said suggestively, eyeing her grubby shirt. “Ready to come inside yet and peel out of those dirty clothes?”

      “I want to finish this row,” Trudy said regretfully, knowing his ulterior motives. “It’s supposed to rain tomorrow and I want them all staked up before that happens.”

      When she tipped her head up, Rikard bent to kiss her, slowly and full of promise.

      “You could take a little break,” he suggested, one hand tracing her jaw.

      “Mmm,” Trudy said, tempted. “Out here? In the sun? The neighbors might talk.”

      “We don’t have any neighbors,” Rikard reminded her. “That’s why we retired out here, instead of staying in the suburbs.”

      “I thought it was for the fresh odor of cows and the sunburns,” Trudy teased.

      “It was really so I could screw my wife on the back lawn without judgmental gossips thinking they had moral fucking high ground,” Rikard said with a chuckle.

      “Rikard!” Trudy said automatically.

      “I’m retired,” he said, laughing. “The kids are grown up and already learned all my bad habits anyway. I can swear like a sailor if I want to, now.”

      Trudy loved how easily he laughed since he’d left the city.

      But given a better opportunity to show off his vocabulary, neither of them could come up with anything more clever than “What the hell is that?” and “Dear heavens!” as the sun was momentarily blotted out and a gigantic shape crashed down from the sky above, rattling all the windows in the house as it skidded halfway across the lawn and collapsed squarely on the row of peas that Trudy had just spent all afternoon staking up.

      They clung to each other as the form gave a tremendous groan, unrolling enormous, sail-like wings over the raised beds that had just been destroyed.

      “Honey,” Trudy said hesitantly. “I think there’s a dragon in my garden.”
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      Before Rikard had to come up with a plan to deal with a creature nearly the size of their house, the mass of shimmering scales and wing membranes gave a weird shiver, and there was suddenly a man lying near the center of where the dragon had been.

      At first he was glad, because he had no idea what he was going to do with a few tons of muscle, and then he was wary, because there was clearly magic at work here, and

      “Rikard, he’s hurt.” Trudy’s hand on his arm was tight and anxious, and she started to move forward.

      Rikard wasn’t against women’s lib and he’d marched in several parades at Trudy’s side, but he wasn’t going to let her hare off unprotected towards a man who’d been a dragon that had just destroyed a dozen raised beds and part of a greenhouse. He grabbed a rake from Trudy’s gardening trolley and tried to go first.

      That worked about as well as trying to get Trudy to do anything ever went.

      “He’s not going to hurt us,” she said impatiently, pushing past him. “He’s obviously a shifter. And look, he’s injured.”

      The man in the garden was completely unclothed, and when he moaned and writhed, it was clear that he was bleeding. It was green blood, which struck Rikard as odd, but then, it was less odd than the dragon had been. The shifters of their acquaintance were all standard Earth animals, and to the best of Rikard’s knowledge, all of them bled red iron blood just as humans did.

      It looked like the stranger had puncture wounds on his chest, three of them in a row.

      “Oh,” Trudy said in sorrow as she scrambled over the broken garden beds. “I think he hurt himself on the pea stakes.”

      The iron stakes that the pea runners had been strung between were the only thing left upright in the garden—and they were dripping with the same green blood. It appeared that the dragon’s shapeshifting had transformed the wounds into smaller injuries, translating to where they would have been on the dragon’s form.

      The man who had been a dragon opened eyes at Trudy’s careful touch and tried to sit up.

      “Stop,” Trudy said, in the tone she usually reserved for the kids when they were about to run out in traffic. “You’ve hurt yourself.”

      “I’ll heal,” the man said firmly, but he wasn’t able to sit until Rikard put the rake down and helped him, Trudy clucking her disapproval. The bleeding was already slowing.

      Rikard was no slouch; he had dutifully gone to the gym for several hours each week to maintain a physique that younger men could wish for, but this stranger was clearly a bodybuilder of some kind, with big, rippling muscles.

      Big, rippling, bare muscles.

      Trudy was blushing, like Rikard hadn’t made her blush in years.

      “Let’s get you inside and washed off,” she said briskly, clearly not sure what to do with her hands. “I’m sure those stakes weren’t clean.”

      The stranger stood and then nearly crashed back down onto the garden bed. Rikard got an arm up under his, and Trudy, putting aside her embarrassment, took the other.

      “I apologize,” the dragon-man said formally. “I did not anticipate the depth of my weakness. I merely need a place to rest a moment.” He sounded out of breath.

      “Come in,” Trudy insisted. “We’ll put you in…” She must have just remembered that the guest room was still buried in moving boxes.

      Together, they navigated him into the house. Rikard made a mental note to oil the hinges on the back screen door when it screamed at their entrance.

      Their visitor made their farmhouse feel tiny; they had to turn him sideways to get him through the narrow mudroom, like an awkward piece of furniture.

      An apologetic piece of furniture. “I am sorry… to put you out,” the man protested weakly. “Impolite…”

      The two of them together could do little but drop him onto their own wide bed and the man collapsed back onto it gratefully.

      “I’ll get some water,” Trudy said, vanishing.

      Rikard swung the man’s legs up onto the bed, then wondered how to get the quilt up over his nudity from beneath him. He settled for getting another blanket out of the closet and covered him from the waist down.

      Not that the man seemed bothered; he had lapsed into unconsciousness.

      Trudy returned with a tub of warm water and a clean cloth. She had clearly splashed water on her own face as well as washing her hands.

      She set her jaw and began sponging off the green blood that had dried around the wounds. They were only oozing now, barely seeping.

      Rikard went to get the first aid kit and a towel. Moving with the experience of having cleaned out many minor wounds together, they disinfected the man’s wounds carefully and dressed his injuries. It was certainly easier than having to manhandle a thrashing toddler or weeping teenager had been.

      The stranger’s breath was shallow but even and, when they stepped back, he gave a sigh and seemed to fall into a deeper sleep.

      “Should we…call someone?” Trudy asked quietly.

      Rikard shrugged. “What are we going to tell them? That he fell from the sky as a dragon and bleeds green blood? Shifters heal fast; I have to assume he will also.”

      “Then, I guess we should clear out the guest room,” Trudy suggested practically as Rikard shut the bedroom door. “I don’t think he’s going anywhere, for a little while at least.”

      They consolidated the open boxes, emptying several of them with an efficiency that had been lacking when they’d first tackled the task, only a few weeks before. In short order, they had cleared the bed.
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