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An inexperienced alpha, a terrified omega mate, and a continued unknown threat. Will Gordon be able to protect his mate when he doesn’t know when the next attack will happen?
Two attacks in his hometown of Valentine Growville and Red no longer feels safe, even in his own home. Hiding is his only answer until Gordon persuades him otherwise. His insecurities don’t phase his mate, yet they eat at Red, will their mating be the shortest in history when Gordon realizes just how scared Red is?
Gordon has experience of hiding from folks with a libido bigger than him. Does that mean he has experience of getting down and dirty? Heck no, when he figures out that Red is his fated mate, he’s a goat on a mission. Flowers in hand, he sets out to woo Red. That part turns out to be easy, protecting him requires something else—his pride.
Now they must all live together under one roof, a singing rhubarb, a pole climbing bull, a sweet eating, sexy dominant and a randy goat, what could possibly go wrong? 

Embracing the Rhubarb – book four of seven of The Rhubarb Effect, is sweet enough to hurt your teeth and sexy enough to cook rhubarb. 
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  Chapter One
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“How are you?”
No, Gordon. That’s lame. 
I coughed and tried again. 
“These are for you.” I thrust out the flowers from the pride garden, clumsily tied with a red ribbon I’d found in my bedroom. Or I would have done, if anyone had been standing there to take them. Okay, I held them out in my head in case anyone from the pride was watching on the cameras that now populated Valentine Growville, since the monsters arrived in town. They would never let me forget my lame behavior if they saw me.
Was acting all this out in my head any lamer than talking to myself in the street? 
I sighed, conflicted. Did a rhubarb even like flowers? I liked them, well I liked eating the flowers, but Red wasn’t a goat and let’s face it, everyone knew goat shifters were all kinds of wacky. Or maybe that was just me? On a scale of one to wacky, I was at the top of the range.
I eyed the flowers thoughtfully. Maybe I should eat them for courage, it’s not like Red would ever know.
I snapped my mouth shut at just how ridiculous I’d look standing on the street eating a bunch of flowers. Not that I wasn’t standing on the street talking to myself right now. 
I gave a mournful sigh and scratched my butt. 
I’m a goat so sue me. What was I even doing here? I should go back to the pride house and pretend Red wasn’t in. Except everyone—Tim, Red’s brother and his alpha’s mate—would know I was lying. Then I’d never live it down. I was the one who’d insisted I’d visit Red to find out what was wrong with him.
The hot stalk had been hiding, and we all knew why. Nearly being abducted by monsters twice had done a number on him. He needed a friend, and that was me.
My steps slowed close to the little one-story house Red had at the other end of Valentine, and aside from supporting his brother Glass when the alpha stalk had screwed up with his mate, Red hadn’t stepped leaf or root out of his house. No, I wasn’t stalking him—just a concerned citizen watching his house on camera.   
The town—Tim (again)—wanted to stage an intervention, but I had insisted this was something I’d handle. Why? Who knew—okay, I knew. Red was a tasty-looking stalk. And to my surprise, no one had argued with me. I’d prepared myself ready to argue my case, but they’d just given me knowing smiles.
I hated those smiles. They all knew something, but they weren’t telling me. It was the same with Burke and Ricky, only I’d been the one giving those knowing smirks. Was this payback?
Stopping just around the corner from Red’s—alright, I was hiding around the corner—I attempted to work up the courage to walk up to his blue front door and knock.
I heard a noise, like something mechanical was moving. I looked up to see three cameras suddenly pointing at me, red lights flashing. Dammit, Tim was watching the cameras today, and it appeared he wasn’t going to let me bail. 
Get a move on! That was Maximus, the alpha of the pride, nagging me through our pride link.
You could at least pretend not to be spying on me, I groused.
Where’s the fun in that? And that was Tim, Maximus’s mate, disco diva, and curtain twitcher of the town. 
Hey!
I noticed he didn’t deny it, though.
Of course, I am a disco diva.
Oh goatymclovegoats no! Not the singing, please!
Oh, I love to love. But my lion just loves to stalk. He wants to stalk, he loves to stalk, he's got to stalk.
Clapping my free hand over an ear, I complained, I’m going! I swear it. Don’t sing at me! 
That didn’t deter Tim, who didn’t stop until I was outside Red’s door.
I’m here.
You haven’t knocked, Tim pointed out. I’m thinking Rick Astley…
I thumped on the door, hard. Now will you go? Please, please go.
Not yet, hold on…
The door opened.
And I’m out of here!
But I wasn’t listening, because Red was standing in front of me, looking tired and confused, his brow wrinkled. I hated to see the dark smudges under his eyes. I wondered if he was sleeping at all.
“Gordon? What are you doing here? Is everything okay? Is Glass alright?”
Where did I start? I licked my lips. “Uh… everyone… we… uh… I… Glass. He’s okay.”
Although Red’s brother, Glass, had been abducted by the monsters. Although he’d gotten rescued and his mate, Apollo, was all over him. He was a pampered stalk.
Red looked more confused the longer I stuttered. What was I doing here? This had to be the worst move I’d made!
“Here!” I lobbed the bunch of flowers at him. “These are for you.”
Red caught the bouquet before it unraveled and stared down at the blooms. “You bought me flowers?” He traced one of the pink petals with his fingertip. 
“From the pride garden,” I added, like a complete dork.
He stared at them for so long, it made me fidget. “You picked them for me?”
“Silly. I know it was silly. Really, I should go.” Yeah, that was definitely for the best. I turned to leave before I made a bigger idiot of myself.
“No, wait,” Red murmured softly, placing a large hand on my bicep. 
Red was a meaty sized stalk, at least five inches taller than me in his human form. He was an omega, but unlike Tim, who’s the bossiest omega who ever existed, Red was a gentle giant with huge brown eyes framed by long dark lashes and a soft full mouth I wanted to kiss. He made my heart pitter-patter faster, just being near him. 
“Stay.” He blushed the color of his name and dropped his hand like he was holding a hot potato. “Come in.”
I hesitated, heart racing at thoughts of being alone, without any cameras. “Are you sure?”
“It would be nice to have some company.”
He stood back, smiling hesitantly at me, clutching the flowers to his chest in the cutest way. I walked into his house, telling my dick to quit with trying to drill out of my jeans. My libido needed to calm the heck down. This didn’t mean anything, right? I told myself I was just being a polite neighbor. It kinda worked until I sniffed. 
I glanced down, gah! 
His scent was driving me wild. It was sweeter than any of the flowers I’d given him. Was I trying to date him? Seriously though, why would this juicy stalk want me? I’m an alpha with too much testosterone, who most of the time behaves as if I’ve swallowed a truckload of Viagra. I’m the goat who never gets his goat on, if you get my drift.






  
  Chapter Two
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The aches and pains from the beating I’d taken while fending off the monsters all sang together as I moved to shut the door and lock it behind Gordon. My body was like the fruit that had gotten squished between two watermelons. 
I was not a happy stalk. Life was pretty sucky when I couldn’t force myself out of the house to even check that my older brother was okay after his run in with the monsters. 
I shuddered at the outcry about the large pan they’d found in the barn, which was ready to… I shivered violently, holding my flowers like a protective barrier.
“Hey, I can go if you don’t want me to stay?” Gordon asked in the sweetest voice. It was quite something, listening to him talk. It did all kinds of things to my fuzzies. I’d not been able to think too hard about it, my fear of the monsters outside overwhelming me.
Was I a bad stalk? 
I didn’t think so. 
“Red… are you okay?”
Concern was there in the furrowed brow as I switched gears faster than Bart could in his old truck. “I… yes.” I clutched the flowers tighter to my chest. “Do you want a drink?” 
Be a polite host. I could do that, couldn’t I? I wasn’t so sure when every time I came within two feet of the pretty goat shifter, I wanted to lean on him. Let him take care of me.
I nearly let out a sigh at such silly thoughts. I swallowed it back and waited as Gordon’s head tilted to the side, the bridge of his nose getting an adorable wrinkle. 
“Yeah, got any juice? I don’t like fizzy stuff as it makes me feel all anxious.”
“You get anxious?” I asked as I moved through the house to the kitchen, needing to get away from him before I gave in to the temptation to ask for a…
“I’m a goat with an entire bag of extra libido that can’t leave the house because I can’t control myself. Yep, I get anxious I’m gonna upset folks by…” His pretty green eyes widened as he stopped and slapped a hand over his mouth, as if he’d said too much.
I ran over what he’d said as I stared at him, still holding the flowers; they helped to stop the urge to go and sniff him. He reminded me of a garden in the summertime. Newly mowed grass and an array of flowers, the smell urged me to lie on him and bask in it. 
What is wrong with me? 
I was too big to be doing that, I’d crush him. My size had never bothered me so much before. Being an omega stalk, other stalks like me were tiny. I was more like a beefcake, the same as Glass. Shaking off my own weirdness, I placed the flowers down with trembling fingers on the counter, making sure not to bruise the petals. 
I returned my attention to Gordon, watching his pretty face pink up. His hair was a shaggy, silky mess and made me want to run my fingers through it to see if it was as soft as it looked. 
“Why did you stop? I’m the last stalk to judge you. I couldn’t leave the house to go see Glass…” My brain caught onto something, and my eyes widened. “You left the house to come see me.” Then I couldn’t stop my rhubarb lips from running away with themselves. “Why am I different?” 
More pretty red colored his cheeks as he glanced down, his feet shuffling on my lino. My gaze caught on something noticeable on the way back up. 
I gulped at the protruding bulge. Even when he fidgeted and one hand dropped in front of his zipper, I didn’t appear to be able to look away. I gulped in some air, feeling way too hot, and inhaled a dose of Gordon’s fragrant smell. 
I groaned, flushing, and gave my eyes a stern talking to. 
Behave yourselves. This is not the time to act out.
Who are you talking to? Tim asked, bringing me back to reality with a thump, when I figured I’d projected to the whole of Valentine with my forcefulness. Oh rhubarbs!
Mind your own business.
I was, then you got all shouty, Red. Is Gordon’s goat giving
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