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      Brenden

      I’ve never seen myself as the type of idiot who’d fall for a lass the first time she gave me a smile, but it happened, and now I’m done for. I’ve seen her time and time again at The Brass Kraken, but she’s always been with friends. Now she’s here, sipping a pint with some guy. I hate him.

      “You know, if you stare at her long enough, she might call the police and then your pub will be out of business because the owner is an arse.” My brother, Thomas waggles his eyebrows and I bristle. He’s just fucking with me, but he’s right.

      “Stop running your mouth about things you don’t understand,” I growl. The rowdy crowd cheers when the band I’ve brought in for St. Patrick’s Day starts up with a cover of Dropkick Murphys’ I’m Shipping Up to Boston. “Why did you come in tonight if you’re just going to take the piss?”

      He laughs, that hearty, full-bellied laugh he got from our father. “Brother, I understand plenty about the way you’re lookin’ at her. She’s a fine thing, to be sure.”

      “She’s here with her fella. It’s not worth wasting my time.” I down my pint and move to head back to the bar.

      “Feck off! You don’t expect me to believe that load of shite, do ya?” He shoves my shoulder and laughs. “You’ve mentioned this American beauty more than once. Now’s your chance. By the way he’s ignoring her, I’d say he’s not going to have her much longer.”

      As if by magic, the guy drops some money on the table and gets up, leaving her alone with a frown turning down those perfect lips. Instead of leaving, she finishes her drink, then takes her date’s nearly full pint.

      “Go on, it’s the perfect time. Just put a sock on the doorknob if your room’s occupied.” Thomas winks and nudges me with his elbow.

      I roll my eyes, but laugh along with him. Then her eyes find mine across the pub and I stop laughing. I let my feet lead me to her, nerves mixing with confidence in a strange cocktail of emotions. All around me are customers celebrating Paddy’s Day, dancing, singing along, and drinking. I weave through the crowd until I find myself at her table, hand on the back of the chair vacated by her date.

      “You mind?” I ask, not really sure what the fuck I’m doing, but I don’t want to leave her in my busy pub all alone.

      She gestures to the seat and says, “Go ahead.”

      “You an American?” I ask as I slide onto the seat.

      Raising her glass, she takes a drink, then sets it back on the table and nods. “I am. Let me guess, you’re a good old Irish boy who wants to try some American tourist on for size?”

      I nearly choke on my beer. “What? Why would you say that?” Part of me is hurt she doesn’t know who I am. I own the damn pub and she’s here every week. I’m not exactly invisible. We’ve exchanged hellos.

      “Because the guy who just left asked me if I’d ever had an Australian kiss…in Irish gaelic. I guess he thought I wouldn’t be able to understand him.”

      I try not to laugh, I really do, but that pickup line is the worst I’ve ever heard. “So what did you say back to him?”

      “I told him how I liked my eggs in the morning.”

      I frown. “How’s that?”

      “Unfertilized.”

      This time I can’t stop myself. I laugh hard. “In Irish, I assume?”

      “Of course.”

      Her dark wavy hair falls over one shoulder and my fingers want desperately to feel if it’s as soft as it looks. “How’d you come to know Irish?”

      “My gran is from Cork. She brought me up with stories told in Irish. I’ve wanted to come here since I was little. So, I came for my final semester abroad at Trinity.”

      My brows lift at the mention of Trinity College. “I have to admit, I’ve seen you hear a time or two. How long are you in Ireland?”

      “I’m actually leaving soon. But first, I’m supposed to meet up with some friends for a concert.”

      “Is it Blackthorn?”

      She nods. “Some friends of mine turned me on to them when I moved here. I doubt I’ll get another chance to see them perform live.”

      “They’re wicked live. I’d go, but my brother and I leave tomorrow morning to head home to our ma’s. Our wee sister is getting married on Tuesday.”

      She grins. “Really? Where are you from?”

      “Thomas only lives about an hour outside of Dublin, but he looks for any chance to get away from home. Ma still lives in the same house we grew up in. That’s in Killarney.”

      “And you?”

      I grin. “I’m here.” I motion upstairs. “This is my pub. I’ve got a place above.”

      “You own this place?”

      A light laugh falls from me. “Ma was none too happy with my choice to move out here, but…the heart wants what it wants.”

      Her gaze drops to my hands and then back. “You followed a girl?”

      “I did. Then she left, but I stayed.”

      She reaches for me, her fingers brushing mine on the table. “I’m sorry.”

      I shrug. “I’m not. She wasn’t who I thought. We were barely out of school and fancied we’d have this wildly romantic life together. Turns out, you have to work hard to provide a life for someone. She didn’t like that.” Dragging a hand over my jaw, I sigh. “Now I own my own bar. I’ve got myself a home, a dog, and more than I could’ve asked for.”

      “What’s your name?” Her question catches me off guard. Have I never told her my name in all this time?

      “I’m Brenden.”

      “Emma.”

      I know her name. I’ve known it since the first night she walked into my pub. But I don’t tell her that. Instead, I shake her hand and stare into her crystal blue eyes. “It’s lovely to meet you, Emma.”

      She doesn’t drop my gaze, a connection sizzling between the two of us. Then she takes back her hand and raises her glass. I follow, the two of us clinking them together and uttering, “Slàinte.”

      “So, I’m off to a concert, you’re off to a wedding. We might never see each other again.” Her words make me uncomfortable, like she’s saying goodbye before we really get started.

      “Skip the concert. Spend the evening with me. It doesn’t have to stop here.”

      “I don’t want it to, but realistically, I’m leaving for good after the semester is over. You’re settled here. I’m just starting to plan my future.”

      “Wrong place, wrong time,” I mutter. In reality, I waited too long. I hesitated to make a move because of all my fucking baggage and now I’m going to lose her.

      “You know, Brenden, I’ve been waiting for you to talk to me for months.”

      My heart lurches. She’s been what? “Pardon?”

      “Waiting. Why else do you think I come in here every week?”

      “I…fuck,” I mutter. She’s been waiting for me to make a move all this damn time and now I’m going to lose her. “I didn’t realize—”

      “So, let’s make the most of what we have left.” Her words are low and seductive. “I may be at the end of my time here, but I’d much rather spend one night with you than go see a band play. I think you’re better than any rock star I could ever find.”
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      My God, this woman. Emma’s sweet and beautiful, sure, but she’s also different from any woman I’ve ever been with. But I don’t think I could have a taste of her and let her go. “Did you just proposition me, lass?”

      She smiles and my cock forgets all my reservations. “I did.” Then she turns bright red and covers her face with her fingers. “God, I can’t believe I did that. You must think I’m desperate.”

      I want to tell her she’s my daydream come to life, that I’ve been falling in love with her slowly over the last few months, but I don’t want her to think I’m daft. “You’re…perfect.”

      She peeks at me from between her fingers and smiles. “Really?” When I nod, she relaxes a bit, taking a long drink of her beer. “I’ve never had a one-night-stand, but you’re everything I want with your dark hair and green eyes, and I’ve spent every day of my life being careful. It’s time to live a little.”

      “Are you sure what you really want is one night?”

      “It’s all I can offer.”

      I grin. “Maybe I can sweep you off your feet with my Irish charm and you’ll never want to leave.”

      “That remains to be seen.”

      The music changes and I take her hand. “Come on, darlin’. Let’s dance before I wake up and find out this is all a dream.”

      She giggles and lets me pull her onto the dance floor. The music is upbeat and the two of us dance until we’re out of breath and laughing. Having her in my arms is exactly what I’ve fantasized it would be.

      “Brenden?” she asks, stopping our motion and staring up at me.

      “Emma?”

      “I’m ready for you to sweep me off my feet now.”

      I should be worried about what my staff or my patrons think, but I don’t give a damn right now. I do what she says. I sweep her into my arms and carry her toward the back of the pub. Thomas laughs when he catches sight of us, raising his pint in cheers. He’s got a buxom blonde in his lap and his attention is blessedly diverted almost immediately. This is my time with Emma and I don’t want any distractions.

      On our way up the stairs, she threads her fingers through my hair and an ache builds in my cock. I want her so fucking badly I could burst. “Emma,” I groan. “Fuck, Baby, I want you.”

      “Me too, Brenden. I’m so glad you came to my table.”

      I shove open the door and carry her inside, not bothering to flip on the lights. My big, fluffy Australian shepherd runs up to us, his tail wagging and tongue lolling. “Not now, Bingley,” I grumble.

      “Bingley?” Emma asks with amusement clear in her tone.

      I shrug. “My sister named him. She’s got a bit of a Jane Austen obsession.”

      “So does my mom. It’s why my name is Emma.”

      I stride into the bedroom and kick the door closed, leaving Bingley outside. He’ll get his chance to win her heart, but it’s my turn now. “If we only have tonight, Emma, I want to make sure we both never forget this.”

      “Then can you turn on a light? I want to see you.”

      I set her on her feet and switch on my bedside lamp, bathing us both in soft light. Then, I tug my shirt over my head, never breaking eye contact save the second the fabric passed over my face. I love the soft gasp she gives me, the hungry glimmer in her eyes. She steps forward and her fingers graze my bare chest, tracing the lines of my tattoo.

      “The tree of life.” Her fingernails skim the ink etched into my skin, sending a rush of pure arousal straight to my already hard length.

      “Do you have any?”

      “Tattoos?” She cocks a brow and smirks. “I have one, but you’ll have to find it yourself.”

      Reaching for her, I grab her by the waist and tug that perfect body into mine. “Challenge accepted.”

      Slowly, I tug her top over her head, watching as the light casts shadows along her curves. Her bra is light blue lace, thin enough I can see her nipples, and fuck, I want to pull one into my mouth and suck until she cries out. I drop her shirt and sit on the bed, bringing her with me as I go. Her tits are eye level, and I’m ready to make her moan. I lean in, ready to dive into her, but she stops me.

      “What?” I ask.

      “You haven’t even kissed me yet.”

      Fuck, she’s right. I’ve been so wrapped up in being here, with her in my room, I forgot the thing I’ve fantasized most about. “I’d better remedy that straight away.” I pull her down until she’s straddling my thighs and in one second flat, I’m kissing her luscious lips.

      The taste of her mouth is better than I ever imagined. Sweet cherry, vanilla, and…Emma. My tongue presses into her mouth and she lets out a soft sigh that’s erotic as fuck. Her hips grind against mine as our kiss goes from hot to scorching and I never want to give her up. I don’t know how, but I have to convince her to stay.

      “Brenden,” she moans, her kisses trailing over my jaw and down my throat. “Why did we wait so long?”

      “I have no fucking clue.”

      She reaches around and unclasps her bra, letting her breasts fall free. Her nipples are dusky tips, tightened to hard little points, begging for attention. I dip my head and claim one between my lips, sucking and swirling my tongue. The arch of her back and low, throaty moan that comes from her sends desire straight to my dick. I move to her other breast, doing the same while she grinds on me and makes me buck into her.

      “Why do we have so many clothes on?” she asks, her voice a breathy wild thing.

      I don’t answer, instead I grip her hips and stand, before turning around and dropping her onto my bed. She squeals and laughs, but quickly goes silent when I reach for my belt buckle. When she takes her full bottom lip in between her teeth, I have to bite back a groan. She slips her shoes free of her feet and shimmies out of her black jeans while I undress at the end of the bed. Her knickers matched the bra, but my favorite part is the damp spot between her legs where she’s obviously wet for me.

      “You’re like a goddamn fantasy,” I murmur.

      “So are you.”

      “I still don’t see any tattoos.”

      She smirks. “I guess you’ll have to keep looking.”

      I shove my boxers to the floor and climb onto the bed, but I don’t miss the look of surprise when she sees my erection. I’m not a small man. Gripping the waistband of her knickers, I slide them down her curvy hips and over her thighs. I press soft kisses to her belly, hips, navel, and then I reach her wet and ready cunt. I have to stop and admire her for a moment, pink and glistening, so perfect. “Remember, there’s a bar downstairs. Scream into the pillow if you have to, Baby.”

      Her eyes widen when I part her thighs and hitch them over my shoulders. Then I focus on the part of her I want to taste. She’s sweet and warm, and when I sink my finger inside her as I suck on her swollen clit, I have to stop myself from finding my release right then and there. In no time I’ve got her biting down on her fist, writhing under me, gripping my hair so hard it hurts.

      “God, Brenden, I need you now.” She’s begging and I’m not going to deny her anything.

      I crawl up her body and fit myself between her legs, the weeping head of my desperate cock nudging at her wet entrance. “Okay?” I ask.

      She nods and wraps her legs around my hips, kicking her pelvis up until she takes me inside her. “Yes,” she moans. “I’m so fucking good.”

      My God, but she’s heaven. I move slowly at first, needing to get a handle on myself before I lose control and this is over before it really gets started.

      “Please,” she begs. “I need you to move.”

      So, I do. I kiss her long and deep, rolling my hips, pumping in and out, taking her higher and higher. She’s clawing at my back and her kisses turn to bites on my shoulder as her tight heat clenches around me. Then I feel it, that rush of wetness that only accompanies the pinnacle of pleasure. Her body grips me like a vise and I’m over the threshold of what I can handle.

      “I’m going to…” I start, but I’m overcome by the realization of why this feels so fantastic. I’m not wearing a condom. I pull out of her, spilling jet after jet of my release over her pussy as I groan her name. “I l—” I almost say the words that have been in my heart for the last few months, but I stop myself, falling to the bed and kissing her shoulder instead.

      After cleaning up, I worry Emma will leave or that things will get awkward between us. Instead, she snuggles against my chest just like she belongs there. Maybe it feels that way because it’s true. She was made for me.

      I stroke her hair, loving how the silky strands slide between my fingers. “Stay the night,” I tell her.

      Her answer is a soft hum of approval. She wraps her arms around me tighter and layers kisses to my chest as the two of us drift off to sleep. But one thought circles my mind.

      I can’t keep her.
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      I wake to the feeling of someone poking my bare arse. At first I think it’s Emma, trying to rouse me for another round in bed.

      “Didn’t get enough last night?” I grumble.

      “Feck off, I got plenty from Clarice…Clara…Cleo? I can’t remember her name.” Thomas’s voice pulls me from my fantasy of another moment of shared intimacy with my Emma.

      “Jesus, Thomas, what are you doing here?” I sit up, reaching for Emma to cover her from my brother’s sight, but she’s not in my bed.

      “I’m staying in your guest room, or don’t you recall?”

      “Where is she?” I ask, getting out of bed.

      “Fucking hell, Brenden, put your cock away! I might’ve bathed with you as a baby, but I don’t need reminding of that now.” He slaps a hand over his eyes and leaves the room.

      I grab my discarded boxers and tug them on, my back and shoulders smarting from the scratches Emma left while I was making her scream.

      “Emma?” I call, striding to my bathroom in hopes she’ll be there.

      “She’s not here,” Thomas shouts from the kitchen. “There’s a note for you, though.”

      My chest tightens with anticipation. Please let her at least have left her number. I don’t even know this woman’s last name. “Give it here,” I say, rushing to where he’s holding the note.

      “Dear Brenden,” he begins, mischief in his voice. “Thank you for the amazing night. You swept me off my feet just like you promised. I’ll never forget you. Emma.”

      “Did she leave her number?” I ask, snatching the paper from his hand.

      I stare at the page, willing some way to contact her to appear, but there’s nothing. Not a single fucking thing.

      “No.”

      He claps me on the shoulder and gives it a squeeze. “Bad luck. But you’ll see her again. If the sounds coming out of your bedroom last night were any indication, that lass isn’t likely to forget you.”

      But he doesn’t know the full story. Thomas doesn’t know that Emma is leaving, that she’s not planning on returning. My chest squeezes at the thought of losing her when I’ve only just had her in my arms. No. This can’t be how our story ends.

      I turn away from him and stride back to my room, tugging on my jeans and boots before pulling a sweater over my head. Then I grab my keys and head for the door.

      “Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

      “To find my girl.” I glance back at him as I head out the door. “Tell Ma I’ll be there before the wedding and that I’m bringing a plus-one.”

      I rush out of the flat and down the stairs, hell bent for my beat up old car.

      Trinity College is my last hope at finding her. But I don’t know her last name, her field of study, or anything else that might help me. But I do know the head of the department of Irish and Celtic studies. In fact…I almost married her.

      I stand outside Caitriona McManus’ office door, heart racing at the thought of seeing her again. The truth between us was so much more than her not wanting to live a life with a simple bartender. It was that we both needed different things. Now, my hand shakes as I knock on her door because this woman holds the key to my future as surely as she did all those years ago.

      “Come in,” she says in Irish.

      When I open the door, her eyes widen and shock registers. She drops the Irish immediately and says, “Brenden, what in hell are you doing here?”

      I don’t have the time to waste on formalities. “Cait, I need your help. I know this is way outside of what you should do for me…for anyone, but I need you to find a student at this school for me.”

      She narrows her eyes. “Why?”

      “I’m in love with her. I’m desperately in love and I’m about to lose her.”

      Her expression softens. “What’s her name?”

      “Emma.”

      Eyebrows lift as she waits for more.

      “I don’t know her last name. She’s an American. Studying abroad for her final semester.”

      Pursing her lips, Cait takes a long breath. I know that expression. It’s the one right before she tells me she doesn’t like what I’m asking her to do for me. “Brenden…”

      “Please, I know she feels the same way. We said it’d be one night, but that was the biggest mistake of my life. I have to find her and tell her how I feel.”

      Cait rolls her eyes heavenward and mutters to herself. “Emma Hartford. She’s in our program.”

      My heart is nearly bursting at the thought of Emma being so close. “Where is she?”

      Then Cait’s expression darkens. “She left us this morning. I got an email from her explaining that there’d been a death in the family and she had to go home to America.”

      No. She can’t have done. If she’s gone… “Well, can you give me some way to contact her? Her address or phone number? An email address?”

      Cait shakes her head. “I’ve already given you too much. I could lose my job if anyone found out.”

      “I’m not a bloody stalker.”

      “Brenden, I can’t.”

      I grit my teeth and take a long breath. “Fine. Thank you for what you did. I’ll find her on my own.”
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      Walking through the Trinity College campus, I should be taking in the gorgeous architecture, the campus tourists flock to see, but I’m not. All I can think of is Emma.

      I let her slip through my fingers, like the coward I am. But I thought I’d have more time. I hadn’t expected her to leave without getting a chance to tell her exactly how I feel. Without having time to convince her to stay.

      By the time I get back to the bar, my chest aches and the thought of attending a wedding makes my gut twist with longing. But I have to go. I have to see my baby sister get married even if I don’t get my own happily ever after.

      Thomas left my suit hanging on the back of my bedroom door and there’s a bottle of good whiskey on the counter with a note that says, In case you find her. Next to it is a bottle of cheap whiskey and another note. This one reads, In case you don’t. The arse knows me well.

      I don’t want to leave without finding Emma, but Ma will have me kicked out of the family if I don’t arrive at the wedding with a smile on my face. I make my way to the bathroom and begin gathering my toiletries, but a sharp knock on my front door has me stopping, toothbrush in hand.

      “Be right there,” I call, knowing it’ll be Logan, probably checking on me since I’m supposed to be out of town and leaving the bar in his capable hands. I stride toward the door and tug it open, but everything stops when I see Emma standing there, a hesitant smile on her lips.

      “Emma?” I ask, setting the crate on a stool before taking a few steps toward her.

      “Hi,” she says, her voice like a dream I don’t want to wake from.

      “I thought…I went to Trinity. They said you left. That you had a death in your family.”

      She looks at me, her eyes wide and filled with something like fear. “No. It was my gran. She had a scare, but is already back home and would have my ass if I didn’t finish school.”

      “Why are you here?” I want to kick myself for asking such a daft question when I should be pulling her into my arms and kissing her senseless.

      “I’m…I’m here for you.”

      “I thought you only wanted one night.”

      She nods. Then her brows pull together in a frown. “But then you swept me off my feet. If I hadn’t gotten a call from my mom this morning, I would have let you make me breakfast and we could have had round three.”

      I close the distance between us and pull her against me, kissing the daylights out of the woman I’ve been in love with for so long but haven’t been able to touch. I kiss her like she’s the air I need to breathe, the only sustenance that will keep me alive. I kiss her like she’s the love of my fucking life, because she is.

      “Emma, I love you. I should’ve told you last night, but I was too scared you’d run. I’ve been in love with you for almost as long as you’ve been coming into my pub.”

      “Oh, God, Brenden. It’s crazy, but I think I love you too.”

      Her words lift the weight off my chest and I feel like I can finally take a full breath. She loves me. The woman of my dreams is in love with me and I get to keep her.

      “What are you doing tomorrow?” I ask.

      She grins. “Nothing special.”

      “Come with me to my sister’s wedding. Meet my Ma, my family, and then promise me you won’t leave.”

      “Are you sure they’ll want to meet me?”

      I nod. “Aye. Ma will have you wearing the family engagement ring by the time we leave if I let her get too close, but yes, I’m sure she’ll want to meet the woman I’m in love with.”

      I kiss her slow and deep, needing to show her with my actions how much I want her. The soft moan in the back of her throat rolls through my body. “When do we leave?” she asks.

      I glance at the clock and sigh. The pub is closed for another hour and my manager will be here to get things ready for the evening. That’s an entire night I can keep Emma with me. An entire night she can spend in my arms before the real world creeps in. “I should have left this morning. But we can leave early tomorrow. I want to have you all to myself tonight.”

      “You can have me all to yourself every night for the rest of our lives if you want,” she whispers, threading her fingers with mine.

      “You know, I’ve never believed in luck, but with you in my arms, I can’t deny it’s real.”

      “Luck of the Irish?” she asks.

      “Fucking right.”
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      Eight weeks later

      I wake to the sound of my Emma crying in the kitchen. She’s moved in with me and we’ve quickly set up house. My little American isn’t an early riser as a rule, but today, something has her upset.

      “Em? What’s happened?” I kneel by her side, hand on hers as she sits at the table and sniffles.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      Shock rolls through me. What is she saying? This is our… child? I think back to the nights we’ve spent together, to the three times we made love that first night. Two of which I had worn a condom, but one of which, I’d been reckless and used the unreliable pull and pray method. We’d been careful every time since then. “A baby?”

      She nods. “I’m…I’m sorry. I suspected a few weeks ago but thought it was just stress. I…I want to keep it. Having a part of you with me…a person we made together…I couldn’t—”

      “What are you on about? There’s nothing in this world I want more than a life with you, and that includes children. I want you to have as many of my babies as you want.”

      Tears fill her eyes, threatening to spill and making them glisten like sapphires. “Really?”

      “Yes, really. I’ll make you my wife right bloody now if you’ll let me. I’m never letting you leave again, do you hear me?” In fact, I’d wanted to marry her since she came home with me to meet Ma, but I’d waited because Emma has so much on her plate at the moment.

      She nods, blinking rapidly as the tears escape their prison and roll down her cheeks. “I…yes.”

      I kiss her again, this time desperate to make her mine. “Marry me, baby,” I say between kisses. “Be my wife. Be my forever.”

      Her whispered, “Yes,” is all I ever wanted to hear.

      Epilogue 2

      Ten months later

      Emma toys with the little clip-on clover I attached to our baby’s wisp of hair. Darcy is squirmy and chubby and she looks exactly like my ma. Red hair and all.

      “It’s her first Paddy’s Day,” I say, taking her from Emma’s arms before placing a kiss on my daughter’s soft cheek. “She needs a bit of Irish to mark the occasion.”

      Emma snorts, but snuggles up to me. “I think she’s got about all the Irish she can handle with our genes.”

      Today marks the one-year anniversary of the best decision of my life, and here I stand, outside the bar I own, holding my wife and child in my arms. Tonight we’ve got a band scheduled to play and the pub will be jammed with people heading out for a craic, but I’ll be staying in, putting my baby to bed and making love to my wife. I don’t need anything else to make me happy. Emma and Darcy are everything I could’ve dreamed of.

      “You always say you loved having a brother you could play with. We’re running out of time for this one to have a sibling close in age.” Emma leans closer and presses a kiss to my jaw.

      “Are we now?”

      She hums in acknowledgement. “It’s a shame you haven’t done a better job at knocking me up this time around.”

      “Hey now, it’s few and far between we get the chance to—”

      “I arranged a babysitter for tonight. She’ll be here in about five minutes.” Her interruption is a welcome one.

      “What?” Excitement builds in my chest. Finding time alone with my wife hasn’t been easy, but I’ve taken advantage of every instance possible over the last seven months. But those have been during the short periods our night owl daughter has been sleeping, or the odd moment when Emma sneaks into the shower with me. This…hours together, is a blessed event.

      “I want you all to myself tonight.”

      “How long will she be with Darcy?”

      “Overnight.”

      My chest tightens as a protective instinct takes hold. “What? I can’t leave our daughter overnight with a stranger.”

      “I’m no stranger, Brenden James Kelly. I birthed you and your fat headed brother within a year of each other. I can certainly see to my darling wee granddaughter.”

      My ma’s voice washes over me and sends delighted surprise through my veins. “Ma? What on God’s green earth are you doing here?”

      “My daughter-in-law called me last week, and we made a plan. Now, off with the two of you. Give me the sweet little darling.” She doesn’t even give me a hug, just scoops Darcy out of my arms and starts kissing her face. “Don’t come back until I’ve got another grandbaby on the way.”

      I should be embarrassed that Ma is pushing us for another baby, but I’m not. All I can see is Emma and the life she’s given me.

      “Come on, husband. We can’t disobey your mother.” Emma threads our fingers together and whispers, “I’ve already packed us a bag and booked a hotel.” After kissing the baby, the two of us head for the car, ready to spend our second St. Patrick’s Day together, and maybe add another lucky charm to our family.
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