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Content Note

This novel contains themes related to psychological distress, dissociation, memory disruption, death, and moral responsibility. It also references violence and its aftermath without graphic detail.

These elements are integral to the story and are handled with care. Reader discretion is advised.

Dedication

For anyone learning how to live with what cannot be undone.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Kenny had always liked Mondays.

They felt unfinished. Unclaimed. As if the world hadn’t yet decided what kind of person it expected him to be.

“You’re all set,” the barista said, sliding the cup across the counter.

“Thank you,” Kenny replied, smiling just enough to be remembered but not enough to invite conversation. He had practiced that balance for years. Friendly, not familiar. Warm, not exposed.

The latte was heavier than it should’ve been. He noticed things like that. Weight. Symmetry. Whether objects felt right in his hands.

Behind him, the café hummed—grinders screaming, milk steaming, shoes scuffing tile. A woman laughed too loudly. A man tapped his phone with unnecessary force.

Too much noise.

Kenny moved to the side, pressing his shoulder lightly against the wall, grounding himself. He inhaled. Counted. Exhaled.

It’s fine, he told himself. This is fine.

The voice came anyway.

You’re early.

Kenny stiffened. Not outwardly. Never outwardly.

“I know,” he murmured, lifting the lid of the cup, watching the foam settle. He did not look around. Looking around made people notice.

Early means eager. Eager looks suspicious.

“It’s Monday,” Kenny said under his breath. “Everyone’s eager on Monday.”

A pause.

Not like you are.

Kenny took a sip. Too hot. He welcomed the sting. Pain was clarifying.

The barista was watching him now. He felt it before he saw it. He met her eyes again, smiled, nodded once, and turned toward the door.

Outside, the city breathed differently. Cooler. Sharper. The air tasted like metal and exhaust and wet concrete. Kenny adjusted his coat and started walking.

His reflection followed him in the glass of parked cars. Same pace. Same posture. Good.

He did not like mirrors. Mirrors invited questions.

By the time Kenny reached the office, the voice had quieted.

That was how it worked. The more structured his day, the less room there was for commentary.

“Morning, Ken,” Mark called from accounting.

“Morning,” Kenny replied, hanging his coat, lining the hanger carefully with the others. He noticed when one was crooked and fixed it without thinking.

His desk was clean. Always. He booted up his computer, straightened the framed photo of Peggy so it faced him directly.

Peggy smiled out at him from the beach, wind in her hair, eyes squinting against the sun. That day had been real. He knew because he remembered the heat, the salt on his skin, the way she had laughed when he dropped the keys in the sand.

Some memories felt thinner. Like photographs of moments he hadn’t lived.

That one was solid.

“You okay?” Mark asked, hovering.

Kenny blinked. “Yeah. Just tired.”

“Long weekend?”

Kenny hesitated half a second too long.

“Something like that,” he said.

Mark nodded, satisfied, and walked away.

The voice returned the moment he was alone.

Don’t lie. It makes the gaps bigger.

“What gaps?” Kenny whispered.

You know which ones.

Kenny’s fingers hovered over the keyboard. His reflection stared back at him in the dark screen—handsome, composed, harmless.

If someone were watching him now, they would see nothing wrong.

That terrified him more than anything.



The first body appeared three weeks later.

Kenny saw it on the news in the break room, standing with a paper plate of untouched food balanced in his hand.

A woman. Mid-thirties. Found near the river.

The anchor spoke calmly. The image behind her was blurred, mercifully abstracted into color and shape.

Kenny felt the room tilt.

The voice did not speak.

That was worse.

He set the plate down carefully, aligning it with the edge of the counter. He washed his hands longer than necessary. When he looked up, his reflection was pale.

“You didn’t,” he whispered.

The voice waited.

Then:

You don’t remember not doing it.

Kenny left work early that day. He told his supervisor he felt sick. Which was true, in a way that didn’t require explanation.

At home, Peggy was in the kitchen, humming softly as she chopped vegetables.

“Hey,” she said, turning, smiling. “You’re home early.”

He watched her closely. He always did. The rhythm of her movements. The absence of fear.

“Did you hear about the woman?” he asked.

Peggy’s knife paused. Just for a moment.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s awful.”

Kenny nodded. His chest felt tight. “I don’t remember last night.”

Peggy turned fully now. She crossed the kitchen, cupped his face gently in her hands.

“You were here,” she said. “We watched that terrible dating show you hate. You fell asleep halfway through.”

Her voice was steady. Convincing.

The voice inside him said nothing.

Kenny closed his eyes and leaned into her touch.

“Okay,” he said.

But later, alone in the bathroom, he scrubbed his hands until they burned.

Just in case.

That night, he dreamed of water.

Dark, slow-moving, carrying things beneath its surface.

When he woke, the voice was already there.

It’s starting again.

Kenny stared at the ceiling, heart pounding.

“No,” he said. “I would know.”

You never do.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed, grounding himself in the cold floor.

“If I did something,” he said carefully, “there would be signs.”

The voice was almost gentle.

That’s why you clean so well.

Kenny froze.

Somewhere in the city, a siren wailed and then faded.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Here

\ :
4
N

The Many Face;_ of Kenny






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





