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This book is dedicated to everyone who believes in the concept of happily ever after.
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I want to thank everyone for taking the time to read this novella and to my friends Corinne, Brenda, Rachelle, Carrie, Tamara, Leeanne, and Amanda for being my original Helios Girls. You’re input in all things Helios has been instrumental in making this happen. Love you ladies. 

Thank you as always to my partner in crime, Mindy, for just, you know, everything and to Alex for making all my beautiful covers and basically bringing Helios to life for me through your illustrations.

This story was written to see what happens to Andrew and Madison, and all of their friends as the years progressed. Did they get their happily ever after? Did they find a way to balance needs and wants? Are they still friends? I tell ya what, I loved closing up this story, but it was hard to say goodbye. I hope you like it!

With that in mind, let’s get a glimpse of the life that Andrew and Madison made for one another.
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New Life

February

Seven Months Pregnant

Madison stared at herself in the mirror as her hands moved over her rounded belly. She was just over seven months pregnant. She hadn’t really ‘popped’ yet. In fact, if she wore certain clothes, most people couldn’t even tell, and that was something that Madison despised. She wanted everyone to know. She wanted to shout it from the rooftops, but, instead, she decided to wear only maternity clothes that emphasized her bump. The shower door slid open just slightly and Andrew poked his head out, his hair dripping wet.

“Do you want to join me?”

She smiled radiantly at him through the mirror. His arm stretched out to her and she turned to face him. In the past, they couldn’t shower together without it turning into a two hour delay, but she didn’t think it would be a problem now. For some reason, her sex drive had plummeted over the past few weeks. She had asked her doctor about it and he told her it was normal. But she didn’t like normal. She liked the fact that she and Andrew had sex constantly. And during her pregnancy, that had escalated significantly, to the point where it was several times a day. Needless to say, she wasn’t happy that it had been twelve days, yes, she was counting, since they had made love. Andrew motioned with his hand for her to come to him.

“Come in here with me,” he stated more as a command than a request.

She took a step towards him and he slipped off her robe. She then wiggled out of her panties and stepped inside the shower stall. He immediately moved back, allowing her enough room to maneuver. As the sprays from the showerhead hit his body, she took a moment to admire him. The water cascaded over the hard planes of his chest like a lover exploring her muse, confident, yet hesitant. Her lip twisted between her teeth as his hands moved to his head to push his hair back, causing his pectorals to flex. Her breath hitched and she expelled an audible whimper. He was, without a doubt, perfection!

She reached out to him, gently tracing the fine lines of his tribal tattoos along his shoulder and chest. The feather light touch of her fingertips caressed his sun tattoo and continued moving until she reached his left rib cage. She focused on the raised skin beneath the dark swirls and felt tears begin to prickle at the corners of her eyes.

“Madison.” She heard him say.

She didn’t look up; instead, her fingers stretched along a large healed gash, wondering what could have made such a mark. His father had been a cruel man. Andrew chalked it up to his using but Madison knew otherwise. Even drugs couldn’t make someone want to hurt their child in this way unless that was inherent within them in the first place. While it’s true that drugs could cause hallucinations and change people, it generally just highlighted parts of their personality they were afraid to show. She found herself sniffling as tears began to pour out of her eyes. She touched along some other marks that were thinner and closer together. He had told her once that those were from a hanger his father had burned and placed there as punishment for not stealing something he wanted to pawn, a portable CD player if Madison recalled correctly. She felt his hand go under her chin and lift her face to him. She could see he was confused by her reaction.

“Why are you crying?”

Madison leaned her back against the shower wall and took a couple of steadying breaths. Her hand went over her stomach as she tilted her head up and tried to gather her thoughts. Her pregnancy hormones had reduced her filter considerably so she had a tendency to blurt out what she was thinking. She didn’t want to do that right now. She had something she wanted to say and she wanted to do that in a good way. Andrew meant too much to her to hurt him or make him feel bad.

“Madison, what’s wrong?” Andrew asked; concern and worry were evident in his tone.

“I think about what your father did to you and it infuriates me.”

He breathed out a sigh of relief. This was about his father, not something wrong with the baby or something he had or hadn’t done. He saw tears still streaking her face and wiped them away. Now he understood though. She got that way sometimes when she thought about what he had gone through as a child. He pushed her hair out of her face.

“He wasn’t always like that.”

She brought her head down and nodded slightly. She watched him thoughtfully before speaking. “I want to say something and I really need you to hear me, okay?”

“Okay,” he replied, concerned once more.

“You are not in one single way like your father.” He started to say something but she shook her head and continued. “I know with all my heart that you will be a fantastic father, always, not just for a short period of time.” She saw him smile and ran her hand over her stomach. “You will love our son every single day of his and your life. He’ll never question his place in your heart because you will show him how much he means to you.” Andrew’s smile grew wider. “It’s why I want to name him after you, not your father, YOU!”

“I don’t want our son associated with who I was, with my family, with my father.”

“He won’t be, Andrew.”

“I don’t know, Madison,” he said as his eyes darted to the ground.

“Our son will have your name, the name of the man I love. How could that be bad?”

He shrugged and blew out a breath. They had been discussing this for a month. Ever since they found out they were having a boy. Madison was insistent that he be named Andrew but Andrew was insistent that the name, Andrew Thomas Harrison, should end with him. He felt it would burden his son with the legacy of his father, a convicted murderer, and himself, a convict and drug addict. He wanted his son to have a fresh slate with absolutely no baggage at all.

“We can talk more about it later.” She ran her hand over her belly and breathed out deeply. “Andrew, there is something else I wanted to talk to you about.”

Andrew looked up, curious. “What?”

“You must promise me that you will always put him before anything.” She had tears streaming down her cheeks again. “No one should ever be more important than him.” Madison pushed off from the wall. “Not even me.”

His brow furrowed. Her fingers reached out again, this time she let them trace along his taut stomach and the fine hair that was present there. She was staring up at him, hoping he understood what she was telling him. Andrew was speechless. He had often lamented that his parents loved each other more than anything, including their own child. Would he do the same thing? It was an unvoiced concern he had always carried. There was no doubt that he loved Madison more than himself, but would he love her more than their
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