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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
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      When Heath Barron leaves Texas for Northern New Mexico, he thinks he's getting a luxury house rental for a steal, escaping from his ex, and finding a home for his newborn triplets. What he finds is a broken down trailer, a freezing winter, and the feeling that he's at rock bottom in his life. Again.

      Former rodeo champ Kolt Cordova has a good life. He has a ton of family, good land for cattle, and if his joints hurt when it's cold, then so be it. But when he finds Heath living in an abandoned trailer on the acreage next to his, he knows his life is about to change. He just has no clue how much.

      Heath feels like Kolt is offering him everything he's ever wanted when Kolt invites him to come and stay, and Heath gives Kolt a sense of belonging, but as they get to know and maybe love each other, danger from Heath's past rears its head to try to harm them all. Can they find a way to face their fears, and this threat, together?

      This book is a gay cowboy romance and has an ex-rodeo cowboy, infant triplets. a nosy family, and a loving freelance writer with a past.
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      Some days a man either had to laugh at the utter fucking absurdity of life or lose his goddamn mind.

      Heath Barron sat at his kitchen table, such as it was, and cackled like a huge, featherless crow, laughed until tears streamed down his face because he had been screwed over before, but this?

      This was a spectacular level of low, even for him.

      Heath had been stressed when his surrogate had told them that all three embryos had implanted and were thriving. He’d been devastated when Markus had looked at him and said, “Make a choice, babe. Me and one baby, or you and three babies.” He’d kept his head above water, barely, when three preemie babies—two boys and a girl, thank you very much—came home, and he had to figure out work and life and sleep by himself.

      All that had been friggin’ easy.

      Finding a way to make ends meet, on the other hand, after losing Markus, his house, and half of what he owned to cover the costs of the surrogate and the hospital bills…

      Well, he was having a rough time there.

      So when his gym buddy, Allen, had shown up with an offer to stay in this lovely house in northern New Mexico for six months, get his shit together, write a little, breathe some, where there weren’t neighbors in the next condo over to hear the babies scream, the investment seemed like a good one.

      It had seemed like such a damn fine idea. Allen had been there for him—not really before the divorce, then he’d just been the guy who spotted him on the free weights, but during, when the gym membership was gone? Allen had been the one who had helped move what little shit he had into the apartment in Round Rock. Allen had brought suppers and had listened to him rant and rave about how unfair life was.

      Allen had been the one who’d met the babies first.

      So when the beefy blond had shown him the pictures of this gorgeous ranch house in the mountains that needed a short-term tenant just to make sure no one stole anything, Heath hadn’t hesitated. He’d jumped.

      When he’d shown up in Chama on December fifteenth, he’d found a broken-down single-wide trailer, snow up to his eyeballs, and he was stuck in the middle of nowhere with a rattling furnace, mice in the pantry, three broken windows, and evidence that fucking bigfoot was living in the second bedroom.

      It was all he could do to keep the babies in formula and diapers, and to not lose his damn mind.

      Fuck his life.

      It was devastating to know that this shit was his fault. He had known Allen for years—years. Now the son of a bitch’s phone went straight to voicemail, and he was…lost. He was totally fucked.

      Heath had no idea where to start.

      He needed a few sales. He was sending out proposals to every freaking contact he had, from magazines to textbook companies, but so far, there were no bites. Nibbles, sure, but he needed a solid commitment.

      Hell, as much as the power went out, it was tough to write on his laptop with any security. He couldn’t afford to lose it if the power blipped and fried it.

      He grabbed his coffee and gulped down a swallow of too-hot liquid. Okay. Okay, he had maybe another half hour before the kids woke up. He needed to do…something. Anything.

      Start a fire. That he could do. There was a pot-bellied stove that worked, and he could warm the house up again. That was physical and not absolutely positively fucking insane.

      He used the wood sparingly. He knew how to split and chop more, but he would have to depend on what was out there already, because he couldn’t buy more yet. A little kindling. Boom. In no time he had a fire going.

      It warmed everything so nicely, and the babies were sleeping in a pile, cuddled together. He wrapped himself in a blanket, grabbed a book out of the box he’d brought with him, and tried his dead level best not to cry.

      This was just for now. A temporary state of affairs. He was a smart dog. He would claw his way out of this like he had clawed his way out of his childhood or a hundred other shitty things that had happened to him.

      He had to. He had kids now.
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      Kolt Cordova was out playing cowboy on a horse, not a four-wheeler, when he saw the smoke.

      Some places on his ranch in northern New Mexico weren’t accessible by motorized vehicle, and a man could end up in an arroyo in a heartbeat.

      A horse was too damned smart for that shit.

      He squinted, trying to make out what the hell was going on. Didn’t really seem like a brush fire, and it was the wrong time of year for that anyway.

      Still, he didn’t like it. The only thing over on that acreage was the Gonzales’ old place, and there hadn’t been a soul living there since the kids had taken Flora to the nursing home. No one wanted the land, so they were talking on selling it, last he heard, and he was thinking about buying the property and running mustangs.

      He nudged Apple with his heels, turning her head toward the source of the smoke. He could call Joe Gonzales, but he lived in Albuquerque. Better to go check it out than to let something burn to the ground.

      When he got there, he was shocked to find a big old Suburban at the piece of shit trailer rotting back there. Shit, who was squatting here?

      He pondered going back to the house and grabbing his shotgun and his truck, but something made him go with what he had. Maybe it was the hint of the storm in the air. No one could stay in that ramshackle trailer if they had a dump of snow.

      He circled the trailer, startled as hell to hear the cry of a baby. Who the fuck had a baby out here? Jesus, someone was in trouble. One of the Gonzales grandkids, maybe? Had someone gotten pregnant and was hiding?

      Cautiously, Kolt dismounted and ground-tied Apple, who would stay put unless someone fed her namesake to her, and went to knock on the door.

      After a series of bangs and crashes, along with more wailing, a man with long gingery hair and eyes as blue as the sky answered, disheveled and exhausted, “Can I help you?”

      Kolt blinked. This was no terrified teenager. “Uh. Hi. I’m Kolt Cordova. I own the next spread over. I saw the smoke and—you know this place is condemned, right?”

      “I—” The guy’s eyes fell closed, and Kolt imagined he was praying. “I rented it for six months. He took all my ready cash. Please, just don’t tell anyone.”

      Kolt blinked. “He? Surely not Joe Gonzales. He’s a flake, but he’s a good guy.” A pang of pure agony hit him, and he shifted his weight to his other hip and foot. Damn rodeoing had made it hard to stand the cold.

      “His name was Allen Farthing. I met him at the gym several years ago.” He got a weary smile. “Thank you for checking on us. I hope the smoke isn’t bothering you. I need to be able to keep it warm.”

      “You have the missus and kids with you?” He shifted his weight again, his hip screaming. He couldn’t just leave. This place wasn’t safe, and the guy had gotten hosed.

      “I’m not married.” Angry wails came from the inside of the house. Two? The guy had two little ones?

      “Oh.” He gritted his teeth for a second against a sharp pain. “Do you mind if I come in for a sec and stand by the stove? I’m locking up.”

      That sharp chin tilted, and he got the most fascinated glance. “Locking up? Sure. Of course. Please. I’ll put another log on.”

      The guy let him into a weird-assed nightmare. The place was clean, as much as it could be, but there were broken windows covered with towels, holes in the floor showing daylight, and three—three, for fuck’s sake—little ones in some sort of a playpen.

      Not just little ones—infants. Tiny babies.

      He sidled up to the stove, picking the least dangerous side. There was no way he could let this man stay here. No way.

      “My name is Heath. Heath Barron. This is Amanda, David, and Graham.”

      “Pleased to meet you, Heath.” Kolt smiled, his mind racing. He really should call the sheriff, but Heath was clearly in a bad way, and the babies would end up with CPS or something… “Where’s their momma?”

      “My ex and I hired a surrogate.” There was a wealth of rage in those words.

      “Oh.” Oh, wow. That was tough, when someone couldn’t have babies and then—“She just left you with them?” That was a shitty thing.

      “He did, yeah.”

      Oh. OH! Whoa.

      “Shit. That’s just—And it’s almost Christmas and all.” Now he was a little pissed. Not at Heath, but at whoever had dumped him flat and who would rent this place to a man who needed help.

      “Yeah. I’m looking for a couple of freelance jobs to help. I have a few that will buy groceries, and then after Christmas, I’ll be able to get an apartment.”

      “I got to tell you, man, if someone else finds you, like the sheriff or the Gonzales kids, you’re gonna get kicked out, or worse, get a trespassing charge.” He chewed his lip, trying not to let Heath see he noticed the panic on his face.

      “I can… I can just not use the stove. I’ll get a kerosene heater.”

      He shook his head, and just like that, he made up his mind. The cowboy way. “Look, if it’s just until after Christmas, I got a huge place. A double master. You could come stay with me.”

      “I—But you don’t know me.” The relief in the man’s face was crushing, and how much did that have to hurt, to have to trust in a stranger? “I just don’t know what to do. Everyone’s gone.”

      “Hey. Uh, do you have any coffee?” He would take a deep breath, let Heath here breathe too, and then convince him to come on to the ranch.

      “I do. Yes. Of course. I’m a writer. We live on coffee.” Heath headed to the kitchen, checking on his little ones on the way. “I have dark roast. Is that okay?”

      That was a fine irony—this rattled man asking if the coffee was good enough in this dump. “That’s perfect. Thanks. It’s wicked out there. Fixing to storm, I think.”

      “Yeah? It looks bitter cold. I’m just grateful for the stove. We tried to sleep in the bedroom, but it’s too cold. So we’re camping out.” Heath glanced at him, eyes almost bruised, this poor guy was so tired. Hell, three babies was enough, all on its own, much less living in a friggin’ shithole. “Do you take milk and sugar?”

      “Just a little sugar if you have it, but I’ll do if you don’t.” Dark roast was good shit on its own. “The bedroom still have a, uh, ground squirrel problem?”

      “Is that what that smell is?” I went in, saw daylight and closed the door.” Heath handed him a cup of amazing-smelling coffee. “My mom always told this story of a lady she knew whose baby got its fingers eaten off by a rat, so I’m paranoid.”

      “Yikes.” He sniffed deep, then took a sip. Just enough sugar. “You make a good cup of coffee. I might keep you.”

      “I make an exceptional cup of coffee, and I can make one hell of a plate of French toast.” Heath smiled, and it made the lean face light up, the wild mane of gingery brown hair framing the pale skin, the sharp cheekbones.

      “Oh, now. I could devour a plate of that.” He winked, hoping it didn’t seem too flirty. While he knew Heath batted for the same team as him, the guy had clearly just had a bad break-up.

      One of the little ones started crying, and Heath headed right over. “What’s up, baby girl?”

      He picked the baby up, and it was tiny. Tiny. Kolt couldn’t let them stay here. He wouldn’t. It weren’t right, being cold and dirty like this. Not when his house was big and cozy and tight against the weather.

      Maybe it was the season coming on them, but he was going to do something about it.

      “You folks need to come stay with me. I know you paid someone. Once we get you moved out, we’ll look into filing charges of some kind. Once you get those articles sold, we can find you a place.” Kolt laid it out. He found people usually went along once he’d made up his mind.

      “Are you⁠—”

      “I’m sure. Come on, we’ll pack you up, get y’all somewhere safe.” He started with the bottles in the fridge, the milk, the formula on the counter.

      Heath watched for a second, then he put the baby down and got to moving. There were suitcases, electronics, the babies’ playpen deal, and a box of books. It took nothing to get them loaded up and the babies into their car seats, and he dealt with getting the fire put out in the stove.

      “How—do I just follow you?”

      “Yessir. I’m on horseback, so it will be slower going, but I think that would be easiest. I’m not far along the road, actually. My land goes back a long ways, but our ranch roads are pretty close.” That would be the best way to make sure Heath didn’t bolt.

      “The car is warm and has gas. We’ll be fine. I promise not to run up your ass.” Heath was quiet, subdued, and Kolt got it, he did, but this was more important than the man’s pride. It raised Heath in Kolt’s estimation that the man was more concerned with his babies than his own shit.

      “Good deal. Let me help load them and we’ll head on.” He started planning a good, hot meal in his head.

      The big car had a seat large enough for three baby seats to click in, and God, they were sweet and tiny, dressed in green and blue and purple. They had that baby smell, and they were clean and well-fed. Yeah, Heath was doing right by them.

      He grabbed Apple’s reins, then vaulted into the saddle. “All right, honey. Just follow me. Won’t take any time at all.”

      “Yes, sir.” Heath gave him a watery smile, but got them going. Good man.

      He sent up a little prayer that he was doing the right thing, but he had to believe he was. A man just couldn’t abandon someone in such obvious need.

      They would figure it all out in no time.
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      Heath had lost his mind—that was the only answer. He didn’t know this guy from Job, but if it was the truth and the place had been condemned, he could lose his babies for having them there. Someone would complain, turn him into CPS, something.

      He could explain sure, but not before they took the babies, possibly separated them…

      God, he was fucked.

      The cowboy was tanned, with deep brown eyes and a close-cropped head of raven’s wing hair. He was long and lean, and he rode like a centaur. Heath had never really understood that saying until now.

      Kolt was more at home on horseback than he had been on foot.

      Still, the guy hadn’t batted an eye when Heath had admitted to being gay, or when there were three, count ’em, three babies. So, unless he was a serial killer, he had to be a freaking saint, and Heath wasn’t going to look that gift horse in the mouth.

      He would clean house or something. Cook. He had talents. Then he would sell some damn writing and get his legs back under him and—Something.

      Focusing on driving, he slowed, not wanting to run up a horse’s butt.

      The ride wasn’t long at all. There was a nicely graded road, a cattle guard, and a rise that led to a bowl where a gorgeous, sprawling adobe ranch house sat. Heath’s gorge rose at the sight, and he swallowed hard. This was the picture Allen had shown him.

      He’d bet Kolt would love that.

      Maybe that would be enough file charges with the sheriff or whatever, as long as they didn’t try to take the kids away. He was really doing his best, and they were his. Period.

      Biologically, even.

      God.

      He tried his best not to tear up as he parked next to a fancy red pickup, but he was exhausted. Utterly. Too tired to even pray for help or to give thanks that it showed.

      Kolt knocked gently on his window, smiling when he opened the door. “Hey. Let’s get you inside where it’s warm. Then I can unsaddle Apple and unload.”

      “Oh, I’ll unload after I feed and change them. I know you said you were hurting. I don’t know how to unsaddle an Apple. Boot one up, sure.” As jokes went, it was lame, but it was all he had.

      Hooting, Kolt nodded. “She’s the apple of my eye and almost gave herself colic when she was a yearling from eating her head off in the orchard. Don’t you worry about me. I’m okay if I’m moving, but standing still I get kinda stuck like the Tin Man.”

      “I’m sorry.” He hopped out, grabbing the boys and the huge diaper bag, nodding as Kolt picked his baby girl up.

      They headed into the ranch house, and the back door opened to a mudroom, then a glorious kitchen with cobalt blue and yellow tile, Saltillo floors, and big wood beams. Vigas, he thought. Copper pots hung above the center island and the appliances were gleaming stainless. He thought he’d gone to kitchen heaven.

      “What an amazing space.”

      Those tanned cheeks pinked. “Thanks. It needed to be redone, and my momma kept sending me all these magazines… I thought, well, hell, I can do that.”

      “It’s lovely.” And clean. And warm.

      The babies looked around, wide-eyed, and he knew they weren’t focusing, just taking in the colors.

      “You’re going to be over here to the right. There’s a little sitting area and a bedroom with your own bath, even. It should be way more comfortable.”

      Oh, he was going to cry.

      It wasn’t fancy-fancy, but it was classy and it was clean. The walls in the little sitting room—complete with sofa and television and a grand wood and turquoise stone coffee table—were painted a terra-cotta, and the windows were sashed in wood. The bedroom was huge, the walls navy blue.

      He blinked back tears, his chest clenching. “This is—I can’t thank you…”

      “Hey, man. It’s okay. Breathe. This is safe, hmm? A quiet, warm space.”

      “I—yes.” He reached out instinctively, grasping Kolt’s hand when it was offered. “It’s amazing. I’ll help out. I promise. And as soon as I can pay you whatever rent we owe, I will.”

      “We’ll work that out. Let me go get Apple put away, and we’ll unload your vehicle.”

      “Thank you. I’ll be able to take them out of their snowsuits for a while, finally.”

      “That would be good, I bet. They need to breathe a little. If they need to be fed or anything, the kitchen is yours. I got a microwave, or I have some big pots to heat things.”

      “Perfect. I have formula for them.” He had a case of formula, a box of Dreft, and a shit-ton of diapers. Right now he had two outfits for each baby, because no one had expected them to be so, so small. “You must think I’m the worst father on Earth.”

      “Nope.” Pulling him close with the hand he still held, Kolt man-hugged with the other arm. “I think you’re doing amazing with what you had to work with. If that ex of yours showed up right now, I’d hit him with a shovel. And that feller who sold you out? We’re gonna get him.”

      “Thank you. Thank you so much. I’ll make it up to you, I swear to God.” He meant it too. He owed Kolt, big time.

      “I’m going to put Apple up.”

      “I’m going to change and feed babies.” He started with David, his bruiser boy. At five pounds, he’d been the biggest, and he was, by far, the one that was the most awake, the most aware.

      He got busy, humming because the kids were uncurling, unclenching like lizards who had found a sunbeam. The kitchen was cozy. So different from that stupid trailer.

      Heath laughed out loud. “I guess we got that house in the picture after all, guys.”
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      Kolt made the easiest thing he could think of for supper. Chicken and mild green chile enchiladas with a little garden salad, some refritos, and hot flour tortillas.

      Heath had put the kids down for a nap, and had fluttered a bit about working, but as soon as Kolt had put him on the couch with a cup of coffee, he’d been asleep.

      Stress could do that to a body so fast. So could freezing and starving. Jesus. He was still trying to figure how to explain this shit to the sheriff without getting Heath in any trouble when the timer dinged for supper.

      Heath’s eyes popped open, so bright in the pale face. “Oh! Did I doze off on you?”

      “Hey. No worries. You looked like you needed it. I whipped up some supper. I got the feeding done, so I can sit a bit.” Maybe chat. It would be nice to have some company.

      “It smells amazing.” Heath inhaled deep. “Green chile is the best smell, isn’t it?”

      Oh, Kolt liked him even better now. “Are you from here?”

      Heath shook his head. “Austin.”

      “Like Texas?” Christ, he must have been freezing to death.

      “Yessir. Like Texas. I grew up there, went to school there, and thought I’d live there forever, but that wasn’t to be.”

      “So you ended up here just ’cause of that guy who sold you a load of shit?”

      “Well, kind of. I had an article to write about Chaco Canyon, but couldn’t travel by myself anymore because no one would watch the kids.”

      “Not even your momma?” That wasn’t right. A man had to work.

      A shadow passed over Heath’s face. “She and Dad are gone. Dad had a heart attack just out of the blue, and she couldn’t handle it. Six weeks later she overdosed on sleeping pills.”

      Jesus.

      “How old were you?”

      “Young. I’d been out of the house for just a few months, but I’ve been on my own for a long time.”

      “That sounds like you’ve had a hard road, honey.” He handed Heath two glasses. “There’s tea, milk, water, and juice in the fridge.”

      “What would you like?”

      “Tea.”

      “Two teas, coming up.” Heath poured out, easy as you please.

      “Thanks.” He got the enchiladas from the oven where they were staying warm, then added beans and salad to each plate. “You like a fried egg on top? I’m making one for me.”

      “Please. That sounds great.” Heath found forks and put them on the table. “Look at this feast. Thank you.”

      “I had all the stuff.” He fried off two easy eggs in a heartbeat, then flipped them onto plates. “Ta-da. Have a sit.”

      Heath looked at the food with genuine hunger, and then offered him a warm smile. “You’re like my personal angel, Kolt. Thank you. I—it means the earth.”

      He chuckled, but the words warmed him. An angel? Him? Not likely, but it was nice to hear. “Not sure anyone’s ever called me an angel before, but it ain’t right, you and those babies in that place. It hasn’t been fit for people a long while, and I got all this space.” He dug into his supper, which was pretty dang good if he did say so himself.

      Heath ate hearty, and they had a chat about nothing at all really. He found out Heath wrote articles for magazines, loved old monster movies and classic rock, and how he’d learned how to knit on a dare. He told Heath about his mustangs and his cattle and how this land had belonged to his people for a hundred plus years.

      Heath groaned and patted his belly. “Oh, that was the best meal I’ve had in ages. Thank you.” They both sat back, grinning at each other.

      “You want a cup of coffee? I got some biscochitos for later. My Aunt Patty dropped them off yesterday.”

      “Oh, that sounds good. I’ll do the dishes while you make coffee? The babies will be up soon, wanting to eat. They’re still eating every three hours or so.”

      “Sure. I can help with that too, believe it or not.” He had cousins and, uh, grand-cousins?

      “They’re really pretty easy babies. There’s just…so many of them all at once.”

      “There are. Was that—If I’m being nosy, tell me to butt out, but was that intentional?”

      Heath shook his head. “I mean, yes. The surrogate was intentional, but we were expecting one baby to form. They think now only two attached, that the boys are identical twins, but regardless they all three started growing. My husband wasn’t interested in being a father of three babies. He only wanted one, but I was the biological father. I got to make the call, and I couldn’t pick and choose.” Heath stared at him, but Kolt didn’t think Heath was looking at him at all. “Can you imagine? I want Graham, but not David and Amanda? Or give me my girl, adopt out the boys? Or David is the one I want? Hell no. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t. They’re my children.”

      “Of course they are, honey. Jesus.” What a dick move. “Sounds like he liked the idea of kids more than the reality.” Kolt helped clear the dishes. “I got hard water, so I just rinse off the worst sticky stuff, but the dishwasher is empty.”

      “Got it.” Heath washed the dishes like a man who had done it a thousand times. This was not a guy who was used to having a maid, for sure.

      “What did your ex do?”

      “He is a professor. English.”

      “At UT?” Heath had said Austin, so that stood to reason. He poured new beans into his espresso and coffee machine, checking to make sure there was water in the tank.

      “He’s at Texas State, so just north of Austin proper. He moved on. He’s already living with a biology professor who has tenure.”

      He grumbled. “Asshole.” There. He’d said it. “Well, I know it’s a platitude, but you’re better off without him.”

      “I am. If I was that easy to leave, I wasn’t worth anything to him.” Heath shrugged, shoulders moving as if the weight of the world was on them, then he shook his head. “Shit, I don’t know. I do know those three babies are magic, and they deserve to be happy.”

      “So do you.” He knew he was feeling pretty fierce about this man, maybe too much so soon, but he couldn’t help it. There was a lot to admire in Heath, and he was damn fine-looking to boot.

      “I hope so.”

      They were cut off by a frustrated wail.

      “Can you tell which baby is which already?”

      “I can. That’s David. He cries like a trucker.”

      “Do truckers cry?”

      “They curse.” Heath dried his hands. “Be right back.”

      He made the coffee, then went to see if he could help. Heath was changing one baby, while another baby was completely dressed, the third in nothing but a diaper.

      All three were fussing.

      The littlest one had to be Amanda, and he picked her up, crooning a bit. “Are you cold, baby girl?” He checked her diaper with two fingers. Just changed, he would guess. “What should I put her in?”

      “I only have two outfits for each that actually fit. So the pink onesie. I’ll rinse out the purple one.”

      “If you need to do laundry, the washer and dryer are just off the kitchen.” He would show Heath when they got back in there. “Do I need to put up a…what do we call it? A Pack ’n Play?”

      “I have one in the car, and a crib that I haven’t even put together yet.”

      “How old are they?”

      “They were born on Halloween.”

      Jesus.

      “Okay, we’ll get the crib set up tomorrow.” Heath was looking hunted again, and he didn’t want him to lose what little equilibrium he’d gained from his nap. “I’ll go get the Pack ’n Play. My cousins’ kids have one, so I’m an old hand.”

      Heath handed him the keys. “It’s in the back with the big bag of blankets and stuff.”

      “Cool.” He would bring in as much as he could in a few trips. He didn’t want to stress Heath out. He would call Jayla and see what she had to dress these kids in, too. He knew she had a whole big shelf of totes with kids’ clothes from all the different ages up through the age five her oldest was now. Surely she didn’t need anything as small as these three would wear.

      Lord. Life was strange.

      Kolt opened up the back of the SUV, shaking his head. Good lord and butter, was this all this guy owned? A couple of suitcases, a box of books, and baby shit?

      Seriously?

      He wanted to beat the ex down and send Heath home to Austin safe, but obviously Austin wasn’t. Safe that was.

      So. Pack ’n Play. Then he would call his cousin. Hell, she might have something he could pull out of his ass and make into dessert.

      When he got back in, Heath had put all the babies on a blanket on the sofa, and he was sitting on the floor, feeding them all at once.

      “I can help, if you want.” The Pack ’n Play took all of two minutes to click into place.

      “Sure. That would be great. I don’t like to hear them cry, you know, and if I do one at a time…”

      Kolt could only imagine.

      “Let me.” He took that tiny girl, because he thought she needed the extra help. She needed warmth and care, and to hear his heartbeat.

      “She’s my wee bitty girl. The boys were taking over. They’re bruisers.” Heath’s voice was filled with love, with worry. “They just—they’re not even two months old.”

      “That’s crazy, man. I can’t believe someone would just leave you in the lurch like that.” Amanda slowed down eventually, then sort of dozed as her lips barely moved, so that was when he burped her.

      “Honestly, neither can I, but I just have to not look at that too long or I feel like a moron.”

      “Yeah.” Okay, he could keep his thoughts to himself rather than upset Heath.

      “I love them. I mean, I loved them before they were born, but now? I love them so much I can’t imagine not having them here.”

      “I’m glad for that, then. They’ll need it. Kids need someone in their corner.”

      Heath gave him a watery quirk of lips that was supposed to be a smile. “Yeah. Yeah, do you have a big family?”

      “I have a lot of aunts and one uncle, so there are a ton of cousins.” He grinned, waggling his eyebrows. “My folks were the disappointments, only having one kid.”

      “I’m an only too, so I get it.” Heath leaned down with the softest expression and kissed one of the boy’s cheeks. “These guys will always have siblings.”

      “Yeah. Yeah, they will.” Good or bad. They would fight and love fierce, he’d bet.

      “I don’t know how to thank you. Seriously. I have no idea.”

      “Well, don’t you worry about that right now.” Kolt grinned when little Amanda burped like a redneck on payday night. Lord have mercy, that was cute. “There you go, baby girl. That has to feel better.”

      “Right? She gets gassy. I feel like the worst guy in the world when she cries.”

      “Aw, she’s just trying to tell you what she needs.” He bounced her until she let out
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