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Chapter 16 

DAMIEN 

Shit, a year on the frontline was nothing compared to the shit storm I came home to. If 
this weren’t my life the shit would be funny. But it is my life and my wife. I don’t like one 
fuck about the situation because, as a fighting man, no one is allowed to fuck with 
what’s mine. The fact that the other dogs in this fight are my mother and one of my 
sisters kinda puts a wrench in my shit, but still. No one and I mean no one is allowed to 
fuck with my girl. 

Vanessa is a little scrapper, she wants to come out fists flying and that’s that. Me, I want 
this shit to have lasting affects. I’m not the most forgiving fucker on the planet, and after 
the shit she told me and the rest my dad filled in, my head was hot. Plus the fact that 
she’s pregnant! Hell no. 

I can’t say that I understand what the hell is going on. I was totally blindsided by this 
shit. I trusted my mom, I believed her when she said she’d look out for my girl while I 
was gone. It was hard enough for me to leave her here in our home in a new town, 
away from her family and friends. But for some reason it was important to me that she 
was in our home, in my bed while I was gone. Had I known the shit that was going to go 
on behind my back I would’ve sent her home to her mom ‘til I came back. 

The whole thing has thrown me for a loop, and now instead of the homecoming I’d been 
looking forward to, I find myself in the middle of another fucking war. Only this one had 
more minefields than the last. It’s fucked when the friendlies are the ones you have to 
watch out for. At least in Iraq I knew who the fuck the enemy was. 

It isn’t easy having to see my mother through different eyes. Vanessa’s right, in the 
beginning I was trying to find a way to work things out so that we could have a cease 
fire, and things could go back to normal, or at least the normal that I was accustomed 
to. But that was before the hospital visit. I knew half way to the hospital that something 
was up. Dad hadn’t said exactly what was going on on the phone, but my mind is 
always working and I started thinking about the timing. Still, not to be a hard ass and to 
give this woman whom I’ve known my whole life as a sane, loving mother, the benefit of 
the doubt, I kept my thoughts to myself. 
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The shit she’d said to me in that room wasn’t normal. I still have a hard time reconciling 
the being that was lying in that bed with the woman I knew. The sad thing is, I couldn’t 
figure out what the fuck had gone wrong. When I pressed for any kind of explanation for 
her behavior all I got was more venom spewed at a girl that, as far as I can tell, hadn’t 
done anything wrong other than marry her son. 

Up to that point I was still holding out hope. I had just learned about the baby and my 
only thoughts were for the two of them, if or when I had to leave again. My life wasn’t 
really my own, since Uncle Sam owns my ass for the next few years at least. I thought I 
could smooth over whatever the hell had gone south, but from that little convo I knew 
that shit was shot. If Vanessa knew the half of what mom had said I’m pretty sure I’d 
have been bailing her ass out of jail for Xmas. I still didn’t like the fact that she’d gotten 
into a physical altercation with Barbara. I’d had to talk her out of pressing charges and 
the only way to do that was to show part of my hand, which was to threaten to throw her 
out the family home, which was mine by rights. I didn’t want anyone knowing what my 
plans were, not yet. Not until I had all my ducks in a row. 

I wouldn’t say that I hated mom for the shit she’d done but I would say she was no 
longer one of my favorite people in the world. I don’t think I’d ever understand what the 
fuck she’s on but I knew she wouldn’t stop. I’m not even sure this was about me, I mean 
I seem to be the catalyst, but it seemed more like some sort of competition she had 
going on with my wife; at least in her head. I’ve never heard of anything like what I was 
faced with, don’t get me wrong, I’ve heard a few rumblings here and there over the 
years about a pain in the ass mother in law. Somehow this seemed a little more 
extreme than that. 

I’m supposed to be enjoying this pregnancy and looking forward to my child’s birth. 
Instead I have to consort with lawyers and shit to find out what our position is 
concerning grandparents rights. Yes, that’s one of the things she threw at me from her 
hospital bed. I wanted to choke the shit out of her for that one. Instead I stood there 
wondering if she was even aware of what she was saying. 

It seems she thought that she and I were in this together. Somehow she’d got it into her 
head that she had to save me from my wife whom she now sees as public enemy 
number one. I couldn’t tell my pregnant wife any of this shit I’m just not made that way. 
And no matter what she says I’m not letting her anywhere near this shit. All I can hope 
for is that at the end of the day after I’ve done what I’ve set out to do, that it will be 
enough. Vanessa, as bad as she thinks she is, has no idea what she’s dealing with. I 
didn’t either until I saw that shit up close and personal. 

The road Vanessa wants to take will just lead to more heartache for her, which is 
something that I will avoid at all cause. Tommy can’t handle this shit, unless she shoots 
to kill, and she doesn’t have the ammunition needed to win this war. I do, and when I 
aim I don’t intend to miss. So for now, the guards will be my eyes and ears when I 
couldn’t be there. In the end I’ll give her what she wants and hope to fuck it’s enough. 
But knowing her hardheaded ass she’ll still want to have her say. 



She is cute though with her threats, and half the time I have to fight not to laugh when 
she gets all riled up, because I don’t fancy dodging any more of her damn tuna cans. 
She’s a little volatile too these days, which I put down to hormones, because the girl 
who met me at the altar was a sweet fun loving beauty, who’d never said a bad word 
about anyone as far as I could tell. Now I have to listen to her ranting and raving about 
gutting my mother or haggie as she’s grown fond of calling her these days. Like I said, if 
this wasn’t my life the shit would be funny. 

I leafed through the reports Tony had slipped me earlier in the day when I left the base. 
I felt like a C.I.A. operative with all these clandestine meetings and shit but it was the 
only way to stay one step ahead of the game. My wife is a loose canon and my mother 
is fucking nuts, and I’m playing monkey in the middle. 

“Dami come eat.” 

 

“I’m coming sweetheart.” Mom had sent me another one of her passive aggressive 
bullshit emails. I played along as I have been for the past couple weeks. ‘No mom I’m 
not still mad at you but I need some time to work things out in my head’. 

I noticed most of her notes were always a fishing expedition, asking about Vanessa and 
if she was showing and shit like that. Once before I would’ve seen that as a nice, sweet, 
gesture. Now it makes my nuts crawl into my gut because I know she was up to some 
shit. I have the daily reports to prove it. 

 


