

  [image: Cover]




Mohan Krishnamurthy

Since Last Full


A Psychological Novel About the Cost of What We Don’t Do





  
    First published by Leomohan Publications 2026

  

  Copyright © 2026 by Mohan Krishnamurthy


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        I. PART I — DIFFERENTIAL TRACK
        
      

    
      	
        1. Chapter 1: The Quiet After
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2: A Measured Life
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3: The Unasked Question
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4: The Weight of Small Things
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5: Conversations That Stop Early
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6: The Absence That Stays
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7: A Memory He Won’t Touch
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8: The Right Decision
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9: What People Don’t Say
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10: The Shape of Closure
        
      

    
      	
        11. Chapter 11: The Night Without Noise
        
      

    
      	
        12. Chapter 12: Enough
        
      

    
      	
        II. PART II — INCREMENTAL TRACK
        
      

    
      	
        13. Chapter 13: Day Twenty-Six
        
      

    
      	
        14. Chapter 14: The Easier Option
        
      

    
      	
        15. Chapter 15: Not My Place
        
      

    
      	
        16. Chapter 16: A Slight Delay
        
      

    
      	
        17. Chapter 17: The First Discomfort
        
      

    
      	
        18. Chapter 18: It Will Resolve Itself
        
      

    
      	
        19. Chapter 19: A Conversation Missed
        
      

    
      	
        20. Chapter 20: The Shift
        
      

    
      	
        21. Chapter 21: No Turning Point
        
      

    
      	
        22. Chapter 22: The Justification Deepens
        
      

    
      	
        23. Chapter 23: The Other Person
        
      

    
      	
        24. Chapter 24: Almost the Same
        
      

    
      	
        25. Chapter 25: The Day That Passed
        
      

    
      	
        26. Chapter 26: Day Twenty-Seven
        
      

    
      	
        27. Chapter 27: Day Twenty-Eight
        
      

    
      	
        28. Chapter 28: Day Twenty-Nine
        
      

    
      	
        29. Chapter 29: Day Thirty
        
      

    
      	
        30. Chapter 30: The Familiar Calm
        
      

    
      	
        III. PART III — FULL TRACK
        
      

    
      	
        31. Chapter 31: Before It Began
        
      

    
      	
        32. Chapter 32: The First Choice
        
      

    
      	
        33. Chapter 33: Lines That Blur
        
      

    
      	
        34. Chapter 34: The Moment to Act
        
      

    
      	
        35. Chapter 35: The Choice of Silence
        
      

    
      	
        36. Chapter 36: Immediate Stillness
        
      

    
      	
        37. Chapter 37: The Invisible Shift
        
      

    
      	
        38. Chapter 38: Distance Without Movement
        
      

    
      	
        39. Chapter 39: The Cost of Not Acting
        
      

    
      	
        40. Chapter 40: What Cannot Be Reversed
        
      

    
      	
        41. Chapter 41: Living With It
        
      

    
      	
        42. Chapter 42: The Truth Without Drama
        
      

    
      	
        43. Chapter 43: What Remains
        
      

    
      	
        44. Chapter 44: A Different Kind of Peace
        
      

    
      	
        45. Chapter 45: Since Last Full
        
      

    
    


  


I

PART I — DIFFERENTIAL TRACK

Everything Since Last Full
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  Chapter 1: The Quiet After

  
  




Arjun woke before the alarm, as he always did now.

For a few seconds, he lay still, eyes open, listening. The ceiling fan rotated with a low, even hum. Somewhere in the building, a tap had not been closed properly; water struck porcelain at regular intervals—measured, patient, almost deliberate. He counted without intending to. Five drops. A pause. Five again.

He turned his head toward the window. The curtains were drawn halfway, just enough to let in a thin line of early light. It cut across the room and rested on the far wall, touching the edge of the bookshelf but not quite reaching the frame beside it.

He sat up.

The bed was neatly made except for the portion he had occupied. The other side remained undisturbed, as it had for some time now. He smoothed the sheet with the flat of his palm, more out of habit than need, and stood.

In the kitchen, he filled the kettle and placed it on the stove. The click of the lighter, the brief bloom of flame, the soft rush of gas—each step followed the other without thought. He leaned against the counter and waited, watching the water heat in silence.

There was a time he would have checked his phone by now.

He did not reach for it.

When the kettle began to murmur, he turned off the flame just before it could whistle. He poured the water into a cup, added tea leaves, and let them settle. No sugar. A small splash of milk. He stirred once, then set the spoon aside exactly parallel to the edge of the counter.

He carried the cup to the living room.

The chair near the window was already angled slightly inward, facing the low table. He adjusted it by a fraction—barely noticeable—then sat. The light had shifted a little; it now touched the bottom corner of the frame on the wall.

He did not look at the picture.

Instead, he focused on the table. There was nothing on it except a book, closed, its spine facing him. A thin layer of dust had gathered along the top edge. He noticed it, considered wiping it away, then decided against it.

The tea had cooled just enough. He took a sip.

Across the room, the phone lay face down. It had been silent all morning. He knew this without checking. Still, after a moment, he stood, walked over, and turned it face up.

No notifications.

He held it for a second longer than necessary, then placed it back exactly where it had been.

From the window, the city was beginning to stir. Distant traffic, a vendor’s call, the faint grind of shutters being pulled open—sounds layered over one another, forming a familiar background. He listened, not actively, but as one listens to something that has always been there.

He returned to the chair.

The book on the table caught his attention again. He picked it up, turned it over in his hands, but did not open it. Instead, he ran his thumb along the edge of the pages, feeling their slight unevenness.

He placed it back, this time aligning it more precisely with the table’s edge.

A small smile crossed his face, brief and almost unnoticeable.

“Better,” he said softly.

The word lingered in the room longer than expected.

He took another sip of tea and leaned back.

There were things he could do today. Errands. Calls. Work that required attention. He ran through them mentally, not as a list, but as a sequence—one leading naturally to the next. Everything had its place. Everything could be managed.

Nothing urgent.

That was the important part.

Nothing urgent.

He closed his eyes for a moment, not to sleep, but to rest them. The sounds from outside continued, unchanged. The fan hummed. The tap, somewhere, had stopped.

When he opened his eyes again, the light had moved further across the wall. It now touched the frame fully.

He looked at it this time.

Only for a second.

Then he looked away.

He finished his tea, set the cup down, and stood.

The day had begun.

And for the first time in a long while, there was nothing left to decide.

Or so it seemed.
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  Chapter 2: A Measured Life

  
  




By the time the sun settled fully into the room, Arjun had already completed the first half of his day.

Not in the way people usually meant it—no rush, no urgency, no sense of catching up. Just a sequence of actions, each placed carefully after the other, like objects arranged on a shelf.

He rinsed the cup immediately after use. Not later, not “when convenient.” The water ran just long enough to clear the faint stain along the rim. He wiped it dry with a cloth, folded the cloth twice, and returned it to the same corner of the counter.

The stove knob was checked once after turning it off. Then again, lightly, without looking.

He stepped back, paused, and scanned the kitchen. His eyes moved across surfaces—counter, sink, shelf, window latch—registering alignment more than appearance. A slight tilt in the spice rack drew his attention. He adjusted it with two fingers until it sat straight.

He did not think about why.

It simply felt correct.

His watch lay on the table beside the book from the previous night. He picked it up, strapped it on, and tapped the glass once. The display lit up.

06:42.

He nodded, as if confirming something.

The time did not change what he would do next. It rarely did. But he preferred knowing it precisely.

The walk downstairs followed the same rhythm every morning.

Third step slightly worn—avoid the edge.

Seventh step creaks—step closer to the wall.

Landing window—brief glance outside, never longer than a second.

He did not remember when he had first noticed these details. Now they were simply part of the movement.

Outside, the air carried a faint coolness. The street was no longer empty, but not yet crowded. A few familiar faces moved through their own routines—joggers, an elderly man with a newspaper, a woman unlocking her shop.

Arjun walked past them with a small nod when needed, never stopping.

At the corner, he slowed.

There were two paths to the main road. One shorter, one longer. The shorter path had been closed for a week due to some construction work that no one seemed to be doing.

He took the longer path.

He had taken it every day since.

Even when the barricade was moved slightly to one side, even when others slipped through the gap and crossed over, he did not.

The longer path had settled into place.

The café opened at exactly 07:00.

He arrived at 06:58.

The shutters were half-raised. Inside, the boy behind the counter was arranging cups. He looked up as Arjun entered.

“Two minutes, sir.”

Arjun nodded and stood near the window.

He did not check his phone.

Instead, his eyes rested on the reflection in the glass. Not his face, not directly—just the outline, the presence. Behind it, the street moved slowly, like a muted film.

“Same?” the boy asked.

“Yes.”

The word came easily. It always did.

The coffee was placed before him without further conversation. No sugar. No variation. The cup was set slightly to the right of center. Arjun moved it a fraction to the left.

The boy did not notice.

Or perhaps he did, and had learned not to react.

At the office, his desk was already clean.

Not because someone else had arranged it, but because it had never been left otherwise.

Laptop aligned with the edge.

Notebook placed parallel.

Pen positioned horizontally, not diagonally.

He sat down and opened his laptop. The screen lit up instantly.

No clutter. No stray files on the desktop.

Everything categorized.

Everything named.

Everything in its place.

He began working.

Emails were answered in the order they appeared. Not by importance, not by urgency—just order. He read each one fully before responding. No quick replies. No half-formed thoughts.

Delete. Archive. Respond. Move.

The rhythm continued.

At 09:15, he paused.

Not because of fatigue.

Because that was when he always paused.

He leaned back, closed his eyes briefly, then opened them again. His gaze drifted to the far end of the room.

Someone laughed.

It was a normal laugh. Light, uncontained, slightly louder than necessary.

Arjun’s fingers tightened around the edge of the desk.

Just for a second.

Then they relaxed.

He returned to his screen.

At 11:30, his phone vibrated.

He looked at it.

An unknown number.

He let it ring.

It stopped.

A few seconds later, the screen lit up again. Same number.

He watched it this time, not picking it up, not turning it away. Just watching.

It stopped again.

No message followed.

He placed the phone face down.

Lunch was at 13:00.

Not earlier. Not later.

He ate slowly, finishing everything on the plate. No leftovers. No substitutions.

Across from him, two colleagues were discussing something animatedly—plans, disagreements, something about a deadline. Their words overlapped, voices rising and falling.

Arjun listened without appearing to.

“…you should have said something then,” one of them said.

There was a pause.

“Yeah, maybe,” the other replied.

Arjun took a sip of water.

His expression did not change.

By evening, the day had moved exactly as expected.

No surprises.

No disruptions.

No need to adjust.

He shut down his laptop at 18:00 sharp.

Not a minute later.

Back home, the room greeted him in the same state he had left it.

Nothing out of place.

Nothing waiting.

He placed his keys on the table, aligning them with the edge.

The book was still there.

Unmoved.

He looked at it for a moment, then picked it up again.

This time, he opened it.

The pages fell easily to a section near the middle, as if they had been opened there before.

He stared at the text.

Read a line.

Then another.

His eyes slowed.

Stopped.

He closed the book.

Placed it back exactly where it had been.

The evening passed quietly.

Dinner. Dishes. A brief check of the windows. Lights switched off one by one.

Before going to bed, he stood in the center of the room.

Looked around.

Everything was in order.

Exactly as it should be.

He lay down.

The same side of the bed.

The same position.

The fan hummed above him.

From somewhere distant, a faint echo of a conversation drifted through the night—unintelligible, fragmented.

He turned to his side.

Closed his eyes.

Sleep came quickly.

It always did now.

Because nothing was left unfinished.

Nothing left uncertain.

Nothing left to correct.

Or so he had arranged it to be.
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  Chapter 3: The Unasked Question

  
  




By midweek, the office had settled into its usual rhythm—steady, predictable, quietly busy.

Arjun preferred these days. Nothing urgent enough to disrupt the flow, nothing slow enough to invite distraction. Work moved forward, and he moved with it.

At 10:20, Meera stopped by his desk.

She didn’t usually come over without a reason.

“Hey,” she said, resting her hand lightly on the back of the empty chair beside him. “Got a minute?”

Arjun looked up. “Yes.”

He saved the file he was working on, closed the window, and turned his chair slightly toward her. The movement was deliberate, unhurried.

Meera remained standing.

“You’re free later? Maybe we can grab coffee,” she said.

It was phrased casually. Almost too casually.

Arjun nodded. “What time?”

“Whenever. I mean—after lunch?”

“Okay.”

She gave a small smile, as if that settled something, though it wasn’t clear what. Then she lingered.

For a second longer than necessary.

Arjun waited.

There was something in the pause—something that didn’t quite resolve itself.

Meera glanced at his desk, then at the screen, then briefly at him again. Her lips parted slightly, as if she was about to say something else.

Then she didn’t.

“Alright,” she said instead. “I’ll ping you.”

She turned and walked away.

Arjun watched her for a moment, then turned back to his work.

At 13:15, they met at the café downstairs.

It was more crowded than usual. A few teams had gathered at the larger tables, voices overlapping, chairs scraping lightly against the floor. The air carried the familiar mix of coffee, conversation, and something faintly burnt from the kitchen.

They found a small table near the corner.

Meera sat opposite him.

“Same?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She ordered for both of them.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

It wasn’t uncomfortable. Just… incomplete.

Meera stirred her coffee slowly, though she hadn’t added anything to it. The spoon touched the cup lightly with each turn—soft, repetitive.

Arjun watched the motion briefly, then looked away.

“How’s work?” she asked.

“Fine.”

“Busy?”

“Not really.”

She nodded, as if confirming something she already knew.

A few seconds passed.

“You’ve been… consistent,” she said.

Arjun looked at her.

“In what way?”

“I don’t know,” she replied, a faint smile appearing. “Just… consistent.”

He didn’t respond.

The word lingered between them.

Meera leaned back slightly, folding her arms. Her eyes moved across the café, not settling anywhere in particular.

Then she looked at him again.

“Do you ever feel like…” she began.

She stopped.

Arjun waited.

She exhaled softly and shook her head. “Nothing.”

“You were saying something.”

“No, it’s okay.”

He held her gaze for a moment longer than necessary.

“If there’s something—”

“It’s not,” she said quickly, then softened her tone. “I mean… it’s nothing serious.”

Arjun nodded once.

He did not ask again.

They drank their coffee in silence for a while.

At the table behind them, someone laughed loudly. Another voice cut in, louder still, as if trying to be heard over it. A phone rang briefly and was silenced.

Meera’s fingers rested near her cup, unmoving now.

“There was a call for you today,” she said suddenly.

Arjun’s expression didn’t change. “Yes.”

“Unknown number?”

“Yes.”

“You didn’t pick up.”

“No.”

She looked at him carefully.

“Do you usually not pick up unknown numbers?”

“Sometimes.”

“And today?”

“Not today.”

Meera nodded slowly.

As if that answered something.

Or confirmed something.

Another pause settled in.

This one heavier.

Meera leaned forward slightly, her elbows now on the table.

“Arjun…” she said.

He looked up.

She hesitated.

There it was again—the almost-question.

It hovered just at the edge of the moment, close enough to be spoken, not close enough to take form.

Arjun did not interrupt.

He didn’t encourage it either.

He simply waited.

Meera’s eyes searched his face, as if looking for permission. Or resistance. Or something in between.

She found neither.

After a second, she leaned back again.

“Nothing,” she said, almost to herself this time.

They finished their coffee.

On the way back, they walked side by side, not quite in step.

At the entrance, Meera slowed down.

“Hey,” she said.

Arjun turned slightly toward her.

“If… if I ask you something later, you’ll answer honestly?”

“Yes.”

The answer came without hesitation.

She studied him for a moment.

Then nodded.

“Okay.”

She walked in.

The rest of the
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