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        Aoife

      

      

      After my mother passed away, I packed up my entire life and moved to her home country of Ireland. I wanted a change of scenery, a different life… to distance myself from the memories of all that I lost.

      I wanted a fresh start.

      The small Irish village of Duthmoore was everything I had hoped when I envisioned myself starting a new life. And for the first time since I lost her, I felt like I was home… like I wasn’t alone.

      It wasn’t until I found myself walking into Getting Lucky, the most well-known pub in Duthmoore, that I found myself face-to-face with the owner, Cillian McGowan, and realizing that maybe Duthmoore had a hell of a lot more to offer than I thought.

      

      
        
        Cillian

      

      

      I was a born and raised Scot but on a whim had moved to Duthmoore, Ireland, and started up my own pub. Over the years, Getting Lucky had become the most popular pub in the village, and business was booming. My pub was my dream, my life, the only thing I needed to focus on, or so I thought.

      When I saw the pretty strawberry-blonde walk into my pub, I was pretty sure angels sang, the world slowed, and everything else faded away. I’d never been so mesmerized by another person, never felt like if I wasn't near them, the air would be sucked from my lungs.

      But I sure as hell felt like that for Aoife.

      And as the hours passed and she consumed more, her story started to unfold. I had never thought love at first sight was possible, but with her, it was very clear I didn’t know much about how the world worked.

      Because I was already head over heels for the little Irish-American, and I was pretty sure I couldn’t let her walk away after tonight.
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        Aoife

      

      

      They said it got easier with time. It was a partial truth. Yes, time healed the pain of losing someone, but then you’d hear, feel, smell, or see something that reminded you of that person, and bam, you were right back in that deep, dark pit of hurt.

      I remembered the day of the small, intimate service I held after my mother passed away. The Catholic priest placed a weathered hand on my shoulder and looked me in the eye, as if he wanted his next words to really be felt.

      “May the road rise up to meet you. May the wind always be at your back. May the sun shine warm upon your face and rains fall soft upon your fields.”

      And to this day—a year after I first heard it—that blessing written by William C. Witherup still clung to me. Maybe I even took it to heart.

      “May the road rise up to meet you.”

      And that first line echoed in my mind for twelve months until I said screw it. I was going to do what my mother always told me to do, and that was to follow my heart to where my true life was.

      I moved to Ireland just a few weeks ago, a year after my mom passed. And I’d never felt more at home in a place.

      My mother and father were Irish, born and raised, but I hadn’t ever known who my father was. I never met him, didn’t even know his name. And a few things my mom told me about him led me to believe he hadn’t been the most upstanding character. After she’d gotten pregnant at the young age of eighteen, she’d been all but snubbed, looked down upon, and condemned by her small, very traditional home.

      She moved away, taking all her savings, moved to a foreign country, and started a brand-new life. She had me shortly after landing in America, and although I knew it had been hard for her, she made it work. I’ve never known a more hardworking and dedicated person than my mother. She hadn’t only been my mom. She was my best friend, my confidant. She was supportive in every single endeavor I’d done. She helped me any way she could, taught me traditions she brought from Ireland, told me over and over again I could be anything, anyone I want, as long as I wanted it bad enough.

      I let my thoughts consume me as I walked the streets of Duthmoore. The weather was chilled, but not so cold it kept people inside.

      I stopped and smiled, inhaling all the scents of the town, loving the clatter around me, feeling like I was home. What made being here even more incredible was the fact that people didn’t butcher my very Irish name when seeing how it was spelled. Back home, they’d see Aoife and try their hardest to pronounce it. The majority of the time, it was never how it was actually pronounced, Ee-Fa. But here, my name was fluid and correct when anyone saw it written down.

      I didn’t hold mispronunciation against anyone though. It was just the way things were when you had a unique name.

      I’d been steadily but slowly looking for work since I arrived a few weeks back, but I hadn’t been too serious about it. I saved enough before making the move, and coupled with the money my mother saved—the money I hadn’t even known about until after she passed—it had given me a nice little nest egg.

      I really wasn’t worried about keeping a roof over my head or food in my stomach for a little while. But I didn’t like just being idle, sitting at home, or walking the streets. I wanted to do something productive, to keep busy so my mind didn’t wander.

      It didn’t have to be glamorous work, and it wasn’t like I had a degree that would drive me toward any particular field. Busy work. Something where I can meet people. Somewhere I’m surrounded by others, so I’m not utterly alone.

      I stopped at the windowfront of a little apothecary shop, the glasses on display showing an array of colorful powders, herbs, and salts. Just inside the store, I could see shelving behind the counter filled with more colorful medicines, magical things that could make you feel like you were in another world.

      I kept walking, the little shops and stalls in Duthmoore showing Irish traditions, folklore, flags of Ireland, and other keepsakes tourists could take back home with them.

      But I wasn’t interested in these shops. I wanted the authentic ones, the kind that made you feel like you were really a part of the country, a part of the society they built in a close-knit circle.

      I found myself stopped in front of Getting Lucky, the most famous pub in Duthmoore.

      I’d heard about every business in town, stories shop owners told me eagerly, probably seeing me as a tourist instead of a transplant to their village.

      Getting Lucky wasn’t the only pub in the village, but it was definitely the most well-known and favored. The locals' absolute favorite by far.

      I wasn’t much of a drinker, but I did enjoy the beers Duthmoore had to offer, ones that were locally crafted. Then there was the whiskey, the kind that burned your throat and put hair on your chest. I tended to stay away from the latter, but I tried a little bit of everything while here, mainly because I had nothing better to do between sightseeing and getting the lay of the land.

      With no real friends—mainly because I always kept to myself—and my mother my only real family, I was the definition of a loner. But I had no problem with that. I enjoyed my solitude.

      Until I didn’t.

      Duthmoore was a very close community, and I was an outsider. The citizens were hesitant, although friendly in conversation. I felt it was more because they saw me as a tourist, not a resident.

      No family. This town, these residents, were all I had now.

      I knew I had family from both sides in Ireland, but as far as I was concerned, the day they turned their back on my mom when they found out she was pregnant, it sealed the deal for me that I didn’t need them in my life. And the fact that my father left us high and dry, and his family never once reached out, closed the chapter on that book as well.

      I exhaled and looked around, the cobblestone streets and sidewalks pretty busy already, even though the workday just ended and most shops already closed. You’d think with many places closed the village would calm down for the evening. But not Duthmoore.

      The pubs and a few small markets stayed open hours after all others closed. The pubs, I could understand. People wanted to enjoy a pint or two after a long workday. The markets, I hadn’t understood until I’d see people coming in and out of them, bags in their hands, all of them seeming to be filled with snacks.

      Munchies from the booze.

      I walked toward the front entrance of Getting Lucky, figuring I might as well see what all the hoopla was about. I liked the name. It was catchy and cute. I pulled the heavy door open, one that was thickly scarred wood with iron bolts in the center, and the first thing I heard was the authentic Irish music.

      I stepped inside, the door closing behind me softly despite the thing weighing a ton and probably just as old as the town itself. My eyes took a moment to adjust to the dim lighting. But when they did, I realized Getting Lucky looked a lot like many of the other pubs I’d seen in Ireland. Exposed wooden beams, the walls glossy planks of dark wood. The floor matched, but you could see the scuffs of age on the boards. The tables were pub-style throughout the center of the room, and then there were booths lining the walls, the seats a bright shade of green. Kelly green.

      Even though it was still relatively early, the bar had a good crowd inside, but I knew as the hours passed it would only get more packed.

      The music played overhead, authentic Irish folk music I learned I loved from the first moment I heard it. Most of the tables were taken, but I spotted an empty one in the back. I could see bottles scattered on top, but an employee was there a second later, clearing the bottles, then ran a rag over the top, cleaning it off.

      Once at the table, I set my purse on it
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