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  Stalk of the Town
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A gruff hermit stalk, a flighty love-heart spitting llama, and trouble brewing faster than a tornado in Valentine; will these two opposites survive the storm and find their happiness? 
Goliath is minding his own business when he spots the monsters in town. Being a good stalk, he follows them back to their house. There all it takes is one look at the gorgeous llama to know they belong together. Being the quiet and reserved kind, he watches from afar until the attraction is too much. One moment of weakness, and Goliath can’t keep his distance any longer.
Waking to find himself mated to a giant stalk, Drew, a dominant llama, finds the quiet nature of his mate very attractive when he’ll do as he’s told—all the time. Except, getting time alone is proving hard when there’s baby drama and a pride member who isn’t too happy to discover he’s got a mate. Whatever comes next?
Stalk of the Town—book six of seven of The Rhubarb Effect, where the drama isn’t all about llama. The authors advise reading the books in order due to an overarching ARC threading through the books.






  
  Chapter One
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Goliath



When it all started!

Despite my size, I could blend with my surroundings even when I wasn’t rhubarb, so I hung back and watched the group of strangers exit Crimson’s store, listening to them.
They held three sacks of shopping when they wandered into the street. One of them sniffed loudly, letting me know he was miffed about something, but what?
“There is nothing we can do if the lady won’t sell it to us,” the big monster pointed out to the small guy with brown curls who smelled like a stalk of rhubarb. Which was weird when he wasn’t a stalk, but another type of shifter.
Silently slipping behind the store where the car lot was, I sniffed the air, intrigued. It wasn’t often we got new folks moving into town and never monsters. Involuntarily, I took a step closer when there was something about a sweet smell wafting from the group of monsters that tugged at my lower body. 
Wow, what was that?
The one with long, pink flowing hair looked at the big one, who was clearly in charge. “It’s odd; she was almost being motherly over the rhubarb… don’t ya think?”
My heart bounced a little when it struck that they clearly didn’t know about rhubarb shifters. 
“Yeah, it was odd for sure. I mean, who clutches rhubarb to their chest like I was threatening it?” 
An alpha stalk protecting her parcel. 
“You were thinking about Potatoville, weren’t you?” Pinky said.
The big one nodded, putting the shopping in the minivan. I had to resist getting closer to see which one smelled like a little bit of heaven. My mind wasn’t on how they were chatting about the fingerlings, no it was on my body’s reaction to the fragrance that tickled my senses.
“I thought so. It’s almost like you have to look at everything as a sentient being.”
“Why do you have to say that shit!” snapped another monster, who wore a grumpy expression that didn’t match the cuteness of his pretty face.
I stayed put, listening until they all got in the minivan and drove off. Quick as a flash, I headed back to my old truck and took off after them, keeping my distance. I was a lurker. I knew other stalks called me ‘the stalk of the town’ because I didn’t enjoy mixing with others, ‘cause my tongue always got twisted when I tried to have a sensible conversation. It had been that way since I was a tiny stalk, and then I’d grown into a giant. I was the biggest stalk in town, and though I wouldn’t harm a bee, some townsfolk were wary of me.
The traffic was minimal like usual so it was easy to follow and keep back. When they turned into the property at the far end of town, my smile grew at how easy it would be to get a better look, with the house standing on a big parcel of land. 
I drove past as they parked up and glimpsed others inside the house as I slowed. I continued on and headed about a mile down the road, not seeing this as odd when my sense of curiosity about others had always existed. Just sometimes I became a little fixated on the watching side rather than the interactive side of things. It was way easier than talking I had discovered, and as long as no one noticed, then what harm did it do? None.
Parked and out of the truck, I kept off the road and used my surroundings to keep from being seen by Bart, the closest neighbor to the newcomers and the oldest stalk in town, who gossiped… a lot.
My nose wrinkled at how at the back of the house the sweet, delicious smell got a lot stronger. The old Wranglers I wore became snug in front and I glanced down, frowning. What was going on with me?
Being so tall, I could easily peer into the kitchen window and the fluttering in my chest got a little wilder. There in the center of the kitchen was a dark-haired lovely. Everyone else ceased to exist as my gaze tracked the roaming lovely as he helped empty the sacks of shopping. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but he wore a quirky smile as he looked at the big monster.
I wasn’t sure how long I stood out there before I heard the knock on their front door. Understanding now was a good time to leave, I took one last lingering look at my lovely, before slipping into the bushes. 
Back at my truck, I rubbed at the center of my chest as I got into the driver’s seat when I got a major need to go back and…
I shook my shaggy head and tutted. “No, now you knows the rules, looking no touching,” I reiterated to myself. I hadn’t had a bed partner in many years and felt any urge to touch someone other than myself. The last time I had, it was a monster from out of town who was passing through and who had only wanted a good time out the back of the club that Ricky, a pole dancing stalk I was sweet on for a short time, danced at. I’d used the monster to scratch an itch I felt for Ricky, and it had made me feel bad, so I hadn’t done it again.
Back at my house on the opposite side of town, on the boundary lands where my family had always lived, I parked my truck around back. The quiet I usually loved now felt too silent as I walked into my big, lonely house. I was the only stalk left in my family. Years earlier they’d gotten wiped out by leaf spot, a fungal infection they’d ignored and hadn’t got treated. 
The ache in my chest got bigger and pressed on me in a way that made it hard to drag my boots across the dirt to go into the house. I shut the door and leaned against it, shutting my eyes to conjure an image of the dark-haired lovely with gray-green eyes and plump pink lips. 
I dropped a hand to the front of my Wranglers and squeezed to stem the desire. It’d harm no one if I went back for another look, would it?






  
  Chapter Two
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Drew


I had never felt so sorry for myself as I glanced back at the house, groaning. “Dear gods, do they ever stop?” I mumbled to myself, pressing the sound canceling headphones to my ears, hoping to block out the noises. 
It was useless, because when I had joined the pride and accepted Maximus as my alpha, we had developed a mind link. At the time, I’d been beside myself at being accepted and connected in this way. In the years that followed, not once had I regretted it. That was until we moved to Valentine Growville, and the universe had decided my pride members should find themselves mated to rhubarb. 
Yes, I’d had a ‘what the fuck’ moment when Maximus our alpha had been the first to topple over by a singing stalk called Tim or to the rest of the parcel in town Twirlie. They were bad when they finally got their act together. Tim’s singing, yeah that was bad, but I could tolerate it. The sexy stuff that was bellowed at the whole pride because Tim was now part of the pride, it was hard—quite literally—to hear. 
I stared down at my sweats and at the bulge that had no place being there. My achingly hard cock throbbed with each step I took to the far end of the garden. The scent down this part made my hands fist at my sides with the need to get to my cock to give myself some relief. No, you need to wait.
Yeah, like that was always possible!
The first time I’d ventured this far away from the house, it was to escape the sexy antics inside, but now it was for a totally different reason. There was something about the scent in the soil that drove me a little crazy. My cheeks pinked at the very thought of what I had been doing out in the open. I attempted to console myself no one could see me this far away from the house. Problem was when I came here to escape what was happening in the house, what was going on in my sweats got decidedly worse. And then there I was, cock in hand, giving myself a lot of self-love because I couldn’t find a way to stop my behavior. 
Had I really tried to stop? I scratched at my head. Maybe? For a minute? A second?
I groaned under my breath, knowing it was the last one. Over the last few days, it had become increasingly more difficult to hide from what was happening to me. Or more what was happening to my cock. The thing had a damn mind of its own because, while my other head felt horrified, the lower one not so much. I only had to think about being in the garden, sniffing at the soil, and I was ready to romp. Jump like a giddy llama and roll around in the soil to cover myself in the scent. 
I was losing it, clearly. 
My pride just thought it was me being my grumpy self. It wasn’t. I was considering I’d maybe have to leave them, so they didn’t find out I was getting off outside to the symphony of their lovemaking. We all knew that Burke and Gordon had over-exuberant libidos. I’d heard them the same as everyone else. They didn’t seem to have the same issue as me. So here I was feeling like a total pervert because I was getting hard from listening to half my pride going at it like… rhubarb?
My nose twitched madly, telling me exactly where I was in the garden. Heck, I reckon I could find this spot blindfolded. I’d barely dropped to my knees and glanced over my shoulder to check the bush kept me shielded, and I was delving into my sweats. I shoved aside the tight band of my one size too small boxer briefs I used to keep my cock from creating a flagpole, I wriggled them down over my hips. The cool air touching the sticky tip made my balls throb.
A shiver ran down my spine, and a familiar feeling of being watched came. It happened every time. At first I’d considered my senses were off, and I’d somehow missed one of our old pride was there stalking me. But after extensive searching of the area, after everything that had been happening to the
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