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      If y’all are interested in warm, joyous novels where the cowboys have kids and love saves the day, please check these BA Tortuga books out:

      Back in the Saddle

      Cowboy Haven

      Cowboy in the Crosshairs

      Cowboy Logic

      Cowboy’s Law

      In the Morning Light

      Ranch Manny

      Security Detail: an AusTex novel

      The Cowboy Contract

      The Cowboy Guardian

      The Meaning of Life

      Trial by Fire: an AusTex novel

      Two Cowboys and a Baby

      Two of a Kind

    

  


  
    
      To those of us who finally found our way home. May you find yours.

      

      Also, special thanks to J. You rock, lady.

      

      BA
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      Austin McPherson wandered through the food stalls at the Sheriff’s Posse rodeo grounds in Agua Azul, New Mexico. He had to admit, for such a middle of nowhere desert town, the grounds were nice, with a solid layout and decent gates. Somehow, though, when his buddy David Duran had said he knew a great little rodeo near Las Vegas they could do over the Fourth of July, Austin had thought Nevada, not New Mexico.

      “You gonna have a corny dog, Texas?” David asked, and Austin shook his head.

      “Nah. I think I’ll go for the Frito pie.” When in New Mexico…

      “They do make it right here, eh?” David beamed at him. “I owe you big for agreeing to come out. The organizers think I’m a big shit now. You saved my butt.”

      “Yeah? I’ll file that one away.” Not that he actually kept track of “who owed who” what. They all called on their friends when they needed them. David had needed a bigger rodeo name to draw a crowd this year, and he’d been available. “It’s a nice arena.”

      “I think so. The bulls are coming in local; the space gets a little love each year, so it never gets too beat up.”

      “Yeah, I can tell. So many of the small arenas get worn down.”

      “Yeah. That’s why we try to get guys in during cowboy Christmas. It’s the way to drive the pennies in while folks are having their summers. We always get decent bulls—the Donoghues bring ’em in—but this year we get bulls and a million-dollar cowboy.”

      “Someone here is that good?” He widened his eyes, but the name shook him. He knew a Donoghue who did rodeos.

      “Yeah. They’re local, so the bull had to travel less than half an hour. Fresh meat for you.”

      “And before that I get to sit and digest my Frito pie.” He ordered when he stepped up to the window, then looked around at the crowd, just people watching while he waited.

      It was your normal New Mexico crowd, really. A little less short-shorts with boots, a little more Santa Fe, but really? Stetsons, Luccheses, Wranglers, button-downs, and big silver buckles—it was like being at home with more green chile.

      A couple of little gals went by, wiggling and smiling, and he looked away because it wasn’t fair to let them think they had a chance.

      Which was when he took the punch to his lungs that almost brought him to his knees. Jim Donoghue.

      He’d know that chiseled jaw, the tight ass, the scar on that left cheek from a bullwhip accident years ago—that was his Mr. Right that had ghosted the fuck out of him damn near a year ago.

      Austin almost turned on his heel and walked the other way. But then they called him for his food, and after he grabbed it, he found his boots following Jim. He had a piece to say to the man.

      Jim was being stopped every few people, and the tall bastard chatted with each and every one, even as he made his way toward the chutes.

      It seemed to take forever to catch him, but finally he was in reach. Austin tossed his Frito pie into the trash can before he reached out to spin Jim around.

      “Whoa! Watch it!” Jim turned to glare, and Austin was sure the son of a bitch had said something; he just wasn’t sure what that could possibly be.

      Austin didn’t hear a thing, because Jim had his hands full.

      Full of a little baby in a pink sun hat.

      “Fuck me.”
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      Jim Donoghue stared down at the pocket cowboy that had stopped him. “Watch your goddamn mouth!”

      Austin fucking McPherson. The last little son of a bitch he wanted to see.

      “Me? Watch my mouth? Oh, honey, you’d best be glad I lost the ability to talk there for a second or your ears would be melting off.” Austin’s face was like a thundercloud.

      “Shut up, Austin. I mean it. Not here.” He wasn’t going to do this in front of Rosie, God, and the entire goddamn town. Fuck John and his broken arm anyway.

      
      “Please, Jim, I just need a hand.”

      “Please, Jim, I need your help this time.”

      “Please, Jim.”

      “Please, please, please.”

      
      “Not here? When you made it not anywhere for a year? You could have just told me you got someone knocked up, thanks for the good time.” Austin could do cutting, for sure.

      “Don’t be an idiot, McPherson. It’s not a good look on you.” Like he’d cheated on Austin. At all.

      Shit, when he’d discovered his little cousin Modette had gotten herself in trouble, and he knew he was serious about adopting Rosie, he had tried talking to Austin, seeing if he was willing to settle down a little, and Austin had laughed in his face.

      “Me?” Austin’s voice rose again. “What the hell am I supposed to think?”

      “That I adopted a baby.” What a jackass.

      Sure, he was guilty of just walking away. Of course he was. He’d had a baby coming, a lover that wasn’t interested in settling down, and he’d known he couldn’t look at Austin and let the beautiful son of a bitch go.

      “You—” Austin rocked back on the heels of his boots, blinking hard. “What? Why?”

      “Because I wanted a family, McPherson. I told you that. Over and over.” And Austin hadn’t listened. Over and over. “I’m sorry, man. I have to go. John needs help. He broke his arm.”

      “Wait.”

      “Mr. McPherson! Can I have your autograph?” A twelve-ish-year-old kid ran up, and Jim made his escape. To his credit, Austin never turned down the kids.

      Hell, Austin never turned anyone down. He loved his job more than anything on earth. Anything. Jim had tried hard to understand that, and he’d had to turn his back on it in the long run. He’d hoped he would just never see the man again except maybe on TV.

      He was in love, but this baby had needed him, and, if he was honest, he’d needed Rosie too. She made his life so much fuller. So much more amazing. She gave him purpose beyond raising bulls for guys like Austin to buck off.

      He got over near the chutes, eyes searching for his brother, John like a two-year younger carbon copy of him.

      “Hey. Hey, little girl.” John appeared as if conjured, bending to kiss Rosie on the forehead. “You need me to take her? I need you to be chute boss.”

      “That’s why I’m here.” He kissed the top of Rosie’s head, and she didn’t even make a peep. “Did you know Austin McPherson was here?”

      “No sh-kidding?” John raised his eyebrows. “Nope. That would be on Katie. She’s the Sheriff’s Posse organizer.”

      “Yeah. Yay. He’ll be gone tomorrow. He’s pissed at me though, so⁠—”

      “Well…” John knew the story, and more than once he’d said Jim should tell the man what had happened. Even if it was in an email or something.

      “Shut up.”

      “Uh-huh. Ghosting is rude, man.”

      “Don’t we have work to do? Aren’t we busy in the chutes here?” He knew. He did. He’d just been too fucked up to deal like he ought to have.

      “Well, unstrap Rosie and hand her over.” John held out his good arm.

      Reluctantly, he gave her up. “No taking her up on the chutes.”

      “Shit. I’m going to sit in the stands where we won’t get the dirt and poop, and I’m going to take notes on how it all runs.”

      He rolled his eyes. Yay. Notes. “Where’s my clipboard?”

      “With my—your—assistant. It’s Laney tonight.”

      “Good.” He worked well with her, and she was an efficient lady. She’d been a barrel racer back when their mom had been too. They were fierce, strong women, and he wouldn’t be surprised if
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