

    
        
          Unseen Scars

        

        
        
          Kenneth Thomas

        

        
          Published by Kenneth Thomas, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      UNSEEN SCARS

    

    
      First edition. February 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Kenneth Thomas.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227853233

    

    
    
      Written by Kenneth Thomas.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Unseen Scars

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Part Two – The Voice That Wouldn’t Stay Silent

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Epilogue

Sign up for Kenneth Thomas's Mailing List

Also By Kenneth Thomas



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Disclaimer
This book is based on true events. The struggles, experiences, and emotions within these pages reflect real-life experiences, though some names, locations, and details have been changed or fictionalized to protect privacy and confidentiality.
This is not a book about blame. It is a book about awareness, survival, and truth—a record of a life lived with pain, loss, and resilience.
Any similarities to actual persons, living or deceased, are purely coincidental where fictionalization has occurred.
To anyone reading this who sees themselves in these pages—you are not alone.
—Kenneth Thomas
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Prologue
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The world forgets you long before you’re gone.

People like to think they’ll notice when someone disappears. They believe they’d reach out, knock on a door, send a text. But that’s not how it works. You don’t vanish all at once. You fade. One unanswered call at a time. One missed event. One conversation too exhausting to keep up with. Until eventually, you stop expecting to be remembered at all.

That’s what happened to me.

I used to have a life. A wife. A child. A job that made me feel like I was worth something. Then one day, my body turned on me, and everything followed. The pain started, the prescriptions helped, and then the prescriptions stopped. I tried to hold onto everything—the people I loved, the dignity I thought I still had—but when your body is a prison, you push people away. Not because you want to. Because you don’t want them to see you like this.

They call me an addict now. A burden. A liability.

Maybe I am.

But the worst part isn’t the pain. It isn’t even the withdrawal.

It’s knowing that they don’t understand why I left.

I came out here to disappear quietly. No calls. No hospital visits. No more looks of disappointment when I can’t get out of bed. I didn’t come here to fight. I didn’t come here to be saved.

But then, one night, I saw something.

A video. A story from someone who had been through it too. A person who spoke about chronic pain, addiction stigma, and the kind of loneliness you can’t put into words. I told myself it didn’t matter. That it wouldn’t change anything.

But something in me wouldn’t let it go.

So I wrote something. I put my story into words—not for attention, not for pity, but because for the first time in years, I needed someone to hear me.

And someone did.

I don’t know where this will lead. I don’t know if it will change anything. I don’t know if the people I love will ever understand why I left. But if my story can help just one person—if it can stop someone else from feeling this alone—then maybe all this pain wasn’t for nothing.

And maybe, just maybe... it’s not too late to be heard.
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Chapter One
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Now

Pain doesn’t wake me up. It’s already there, waiting for me.

It settles into my skull before I even open my eyes, a deep, pulsating ache that feels like my head is caught in a vice. My body is stiff, locked into the position I fell asleep in—if I even slept at all.

Atlas stirs first, shifting at the foot of the bed. A second later, Orion presses his cold nose against my hand, a quiet reminder that it’s time to start the day, whether I want to or not.

I exhale slowly and reach for the nightstand.

Two empty pill bottles sit next to a half-drunk bottle of water, the labels faded from being handled too much. I turn one of them over in my fingers, not because I expect it to be full again, but because some part of me still remembers when this wasn’t my life.

Orion whines softly, sensing the hesitation. He’s always the first to notice when I start sinking too deep into my own thoughts.

I force myself to sit up. The movement sends a sharp, blinding pain through my skull, down my spine, into my joints. My hands tremble, my vision narrows, and for a moment, I think I might black out.

Breathe.

I clutch the edge of the mattress and wait for the wave to pass.

Outside, the world is quiet.

The cabin is miles from town, tucked away in a stretch of forest with more trees than people. When I first came here, I thought the isolation would be a comfort. No one to watch me fall apart. No one to ask questions. Just me and the dogs and the slow, inevitable decline.

That was the plan.

I drag myself out of bed and shuffle toward the kitchen.

Atlas and Orion follow me, their nails clicking against the wooden floor. I move slowly, deliberately. My body doesn’t allow for anything else. Every step is a negotiation. Every movement comes at a price.

By the time I reach the counter, my head is screaming, my hands useless. I try to grip the coffee pot, but my fingers won’t cooperate. The glass slips, shattering against the floor.

I don’t react.

I just stare at the pieces.

Atlas and Orion stop in their tracks, waiting to see what I’ll do. They’ve seen this before. Seen me drop things, lose my balance, collapse onto the floor more times than I can count.

I force my body down into a crouch and start picking up the shards, ignoring the way my hands shake.

The pain is a constant hum beneath my skin, an unrelenting presence that makes every task feel like a war. And today, like most days, I don’t have the energy to fight it.

By the time the mess is cleaned up, I’m too exhausted to stand. I lower myself onto the kitchen chair and let my head fall into my hands.

A familiar thought creeps in.

How much longer can I do this?

I have no answer.

Atlas nudges my leg, his quiet way of telling me I need to move, need to eat, need to function. Orion presses himself against my side, grounding me.

I sigh. “I know.”

They don’t judge me. They don’t expect anything from me. They just exist beside me, waiting for me to get up.

So I do.

One more day.

For now, that has to be enough.
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