

What I Never Told You

Book 4 — No Going Back

by Olivia Cross


* * *

This is the fourth notebook. The last of this series — not because honesty ends, but because at some point what was inside here spilled completely outward, and the border between the notebook and life dissolved. When that happens, the notebook fulfilled what it promised.

Clara who started the first notebook at a pharmacy in the middle of the night no longer exists. What exists is this one — the one who arrives at the fourth notebook knowing who she is, what she wants, and who will never again pretend either.

This is the notebook of a whole woman.


Chapter 1 — What Changed

Thirty-one years old.

I had my birthday last week. Bruno made dinner — at his apartment, which I know now in detail, which has smells and corners and a specific quality of silence I've learned to read. Fernanda came. Julia came from another city, slept on the couch that doubles as a guest bed, arrived with a bottle of wine and the look of someone who has news but will share it at the right pace.

It was a small and perfect night. The kind that doesn't need many people to be complete.

At the moment of blowing out the candles — a ritual that always seemed slightly ridiculous to me and which this time seemed simply beautiful, which is what happens when you stop monitoring your own reactions — I made a wish.

I won't write the wish here. Not because it's a secret — it's that it hasn't happened yet, and some things need space to happen before being named.

But there was a wish. And it was mine, completely, without qualifying.

* * *

What changed in a year:

The apartment that smelled of paint now smells of me in a way that goes deep — it's not just the scent and the arrangement of the furniture, it's memory. Every wall holds something. The couch where I talked with Julia that night. The window where I stand in the morning with coffee and watch the street wake up. The bed where I learned that the silence after can be as good as the during.

Work that was a place of performance became a place of presence. Not perfectly — work is never perfect, there are days when it's just work and presence becomes difficult and exhaustion weighs heavy. But when it matters, when there's something to say, I say it. I learned that the voice I found in the notebook didn't stay in the notebook.

Bruno, who doesn't have a label yet but has substance. Who is in my life with a regularity we didn't plan and which works precisely because we didn't plan it — because we both know that what is real doesn't need a contract to exist.

And me — the Clara who begins this final notebook is recognizable to the one who began the first, but different in a way that isn't surface-level. It's structure. It's what remains when you remove everything that wasn't yours.

— Clara

Thirty-one years old, one week later


Chapter 2 — The Letter

I promised in the third notebook I would write this letter. It's time.

* * *

Dear Clara at twenty-nine,

You're at a pharmacy in the middle of the night buying a notebook with the excuse of a painkiller. You're going to come out on the sidewalk with the plastic bag on your wrist and the cold air on your face and only then understand why you went in.

I want to tell you some things you won't believe now but that are true.

First: the filter goes away. Not all at once, not in a dramatic decision, not on a morning when you wake up different and everything changes. It goes gradually, page by page, choice by choice. It will hurt sometimes — not because the hurt is necessary, but because unlearning things you've internalized deeply has friction. Let it hurt. It's worth it.

Second: you're going to do things the version of you on this night can't imagine doing. Not because you're going to become someone else — because you're going to become more yourself. You're going to discover that who you are, whole, without the filter, is more than the good girl you learned to be. More courageous, more direct, more capable of receiving pleasure and asking for what you want and saying no when it's no and yes when it's yes.

Third: you're going to find people who stay when you're whole. This is going to surprise you more than anything else. You've spent so much time believing that being too much drives people away that you never considered the possibility that being whole attracts. That there are people who stay precisely because you're not diminished.

Fourth: the body you spend so much time monitoring and evaluating and approving or disapproving of has its own wisdom. Learn to listen to it. Not as an absolute authority — as information. What it wants, what it refuses, what wakes it up and what puts it to sleep. It's information about you. It's the most honest kind.

Fifth, and this is the hardest to write: you're going to have to stop faking orgasms. Not only the orgasms — you're going to have to stop faking satisfaction, contentment, that everything is fine when it's not, that you don't want what you want. Pretending is more exhausting than honesty. Honesty has an immediate cost and a long-term reward. Pretending has immediate comfort and accumulated cost. You're already paying the accumulated cost. It's time to stop.

The Clara who writes this letter turned thirty-one last week at a small and perfect dinner with people who truly know her. She has an apartment that smells of her. She has a voice at work and in the bedroom and on the sidewalk and on the phone with customer service. She has a man who lets her be whole while he loves her. She has a notebook almost full that was the instrument of all of it.

You get here. It takes time, but you get here.

Keep the notebook, Clara. You're going to need it.

With love,

Clara at thirty-one

* * *

I folded the letter and placed it between the pages of the first notebook that I keep in the box under the sweater I no longer wear. I don't know why I needed to do that — the letter is for me, written by me, read by me. But there was something about placing it where everything began that felt right.

Closure. The kind that isn't an ending, it's a recognition that something has come full circle.

— Clara

Sunday, 2:30 PM


Chapter 3 — Bruno and Me, Finally Named

On Thursday, Bruno arrived with the expression of someone who has something to say but is choosing the moment.

I know that expression. I've learned to recognize it over these past months — the way he gets slightly quieter than usual, how his eyes become more present, how the containment that is his language increases slightly before something important.

We had dinner. We talked. In the silence after, wine in hand, the window open and the city outside making the sound it makes at night, he said:

"I want to ask you something."

"Ask."

"What are we?"

I looked at him. Not with surprise — with recognition. It was the question I had also been carrying, that neither of us had asked because the answer seemed simultaneously obvious and impossible to articulate.

"You first," I said.

He was quiet for a moment. Then: "You're the person I want to be with. Not because it's easy — sometimes it's not easy, you're intense and direct and you don't let anything slide, which is exactly what I need and also what challenges me. Because when I'm with you I'm whole too. You're the only person with whom I feel complete."

My chest tightened. Not from pain — from arrival.

"Then that's what we are," I said. "People who let each other be whole."

"Does it have a name?"

"It has many names. None of them are enough."

He smiled. The slow smile that starts in his eyes. "Then we stay without a name for now."

"We stay with what's real."

He extended his hand across the table. I placed mine over his.

We stayed like that for a time I didn't measure.

* * *

Later, in the bedroom, with the light off and the city breathing through the open window, he said:

"Can I tell you something?"

"Always."

"You're the most courageous person I know. Not in the way people use that word — not because you've done dangerous or difficult things in the conventional sense. But because you chose to be honest when it was easier not to be. You chose that alone, before you knew me, before you knew it would lead anywhere."

I was quiet for a long moment.

"It wasn't courage," I said. "It was desperation."

"I know. You've told me that before." A pause. "But desperation that becomes courage is still courage."

I closed my eyes. I let his words stay there, in the air of the room, without rushing to process them or diminish them or transform them into a more manageable size.

I just received.

— Clara

Thursday, 1:00 AM


Chapter 4 — What the Body Remembers

The body remembers everything.

I learned this gradually — not as theory, as experience. The body holds every version of you that has ever existed. It holds the girl who learned that desire was dangerous, the years of filter, every faked orgasm and every boundary never established and every time it swallowed what it wanted to avoid creating a problem. It also holds the opposite — every time it stopped pretending, every discovery, every night that was entirely itself.

Sometimes, in the middle of something good, the body trips on the old memory. A remnant of the filter that appears — not with force, but with presence. The impulse to reduce the sound, to hurry to the end, to leave the pleasure before it becomes too large.

I've learned to recognize the trip. I've learned not to obey it.

It's not automatic yet — sometimes I need a conscious second, a deliberate choice not to hurry, not to diminish, to stay. With time, the deliberate choice becomes a habit. With more time, the habit becomes nature.

I'm still in the middle of the path. And the middle of the path is good.

* * *

With Bruno, my body relaxed in a way I didn't know was possible.

It's not the absence of desire — it's the opposite. It's desire without the tension of monitoring desire. Like breathing without thinking about breathing — the most natural movement in the world that becomes strange when you start paying too much attention to it.

Last Thursday, we were together for hours. Not because there was a plan — because there was presence, Bruno's which is always whole, and mine which grew more whole over time, and when two whole presences meet, time has a different quality.

He knows my body now in a way that is different from knowing — it's intimacy. The difference between a map and the territory. Knowing is information. Intimacy is knowing what the body is going to do before it does it, is recognizing the specific sound that means it's coming, is knowing when to be still and when to move and when to speak and when silence is the hottest thing there is.

With Bruno there is warm silence. It's the thing I didn't know I was looking for when I started the first notebook and that I now recognize as part of what I needed.

* * *

That night he stood in front of me, watching me, before anything began. Just watching. The lamp in the corner, his shoulders, the way he stood still with that presence that is entirely his.

"What do you want tonight?" he said.

It wasn't protocol — it was a real question. He always asks, in different ways, because he knows the answer changes. That what I want on one Thursday isn't what I wanted the Thursday before, and that asking is respect for who I am now, not who I was.

I thought for a second. I let my body answer before translating into words.

"I want it slow," I said. "I want you to stay in each place for the right amount of time. With no hurry toward any destination."

He nodded. That nod that isn't agreement — it's arrival. It's I heard you.

And that was exactly what happened.

Slow. Each place for the right amount of time. No hurry.

The orgasm that came from that rhythm was the kind of wave that Daniel had taught me existed — but this time with the layer that Daniel didn't have, which is intimacy. Not just technique, not just rhythm. The right person, the right time, the body that learned not to hurry meeting the body that was never in a hurry.

I was quiet for a very long time afterward. Not sleeping — present. Bruno beside me, the window open, the sound of the city, the smell of the room that now belongs to both of us.

"Are you okay?" he said.

"I'm wonderful," I said. And it was the simplest and truest thing that existed.

— Clara

Friday, 2:20 AM


Chapter 5 — Julia

Julia called on a Tuesday afternoon, outside the usual Saturday morning time, which means there was something that couldn't wait until Saturday.

"I started," she said, without preamble.

"The notebook?"

"The notebook."

I was quiet for a second. Feeling the weight of those two words — not the weight of drama, the weight of recognition. Of knowing what it means to begin. What it costs. What it opens.

"How was the first page?" I asked.

"Hard. I sat looking at it for an hour before I wrote anything."

"So did I."

"And after I wrote, I couldn't stop."

"Neither could I."

She was quiet for a moment. Then: "Clara, I never knew I was pretending so many things. I thought it was just... who I am. That it was me."

"It was the filter."

"It was the filter," she repeated, slowly, as if testing the words. "How did you know it wasn't you?"

I thought for a second. "I didn't know all at once. I kept discovering what was me as the filter faded. What stayed after each thing I stopped pretending — that was me."

Silence.

"Thank you," she said. "For letting me see the notebook that day."

"Thank you for staying to talk afterward."

We hung up. I held the phone for a moment, thinking about Julia in a city four hours away, with a new notebook and the difficult first page and everything that comes after.

She'll get there. She'll get there.

— Clara

Tuesday, 4:45 PM


Chapter 6 — What I Never Told You, Finally

The title of this notebook — of this entire series — is a partial lie.

What I never told you implies there was a "you" I wasn't telling things to. But when I started the first notebook there was no one specific. It was a generic you — the world, the expectation, the version of me that worked well for everyone. It was for that you that I wasn't telling things.

Now the you has a face.

It's Bruno, who sleeps in my bedroom on Thursdays and on weekends and sometimes on Tuesdays when neither of us wants to leave. Who asks me what I want and waits for the real answer, not the palatable one. Who stayed when I was whole — not in spite of that, because of it.

It's Fernanda, who knows me in a way few people do, who has an apartment full of plants and a quality of silence that is care.

It's Julia, who is starting her own notebook and who will arrive where I arrived, at her own pace, with her own voice.

It's my mother, who doesn't understand everything but who on a call last month said "you seem lighter" in a voice I didn't recognize immediately and then identified as relief. As if she too had been carrying the weight of the filter — mine and hers.

These are these people. They are the real conversations that replaced the managed ones. They are the silences that don't need to be filled. They are the life that became truer as I became truer.

What I never told you — what I never told any of them, any previous version of me — is that it was possible. That on the other side of the filter there was life. That being whole doesn't drive the right people away.

Now I know. And there is no more secret that needs to stay only in the notebook.

— Clara

Sunday, 10:00 PM


Chapter 7 — The Last Fantasy

I have one last fantasy to write.

It's not new — it's been with me for a while, but it stayed put because it was different from the others. The others were about desire, about pleasure, about being seen and asking and receiving. This one is about something else.

This one is about waking up.

The fantasy is simple: waking up and knowing that what's beside me is what I chose — not out of habit, not out of fear of what comes after the choice runs out, not from the version of me that stayed because she stayed and not because she wanted to. Waking up and knowing I'm where I am because it's where I want to be. That the person beside me is there because I said yes and the yes was mine, completely, without filter and without fear.

Waking up in a life that is truly mine.

* * *

On Saturday morning, Bruno was the first to wake up.

I lay with my eyes closed hearing the sound of him moving, his footsteps in the hallway, the coffee maker in the kitchen — his morning ritual that I've learned to recognize as the sound of someone who is comfortable in a space, who has no urgency to leave. The smell of coffee crossed the apartment. I heard the kitchen window open — he likes to drink his coffee with the cold morning air, something I discovered and which seemed to me, when I discovered it, one of the most intimate pieces of information you can have about someone.

I got up. Went to the kitchen barefoot, in the robe that isn't the deep blue of the first notebook but is mine the same way.

He was standing with his back to me, looking at the street through the open window, his coffee mug in his hand. The morning light on his shoulder. His hair slightly disheveled from sleep.

I went to him. I leaned against his back, my arms around his waist, my face in the curve of his neck. He covered my hands with his without turning — the gesture of someone who knew it was me before looking.

We stayed like that for a while. The city waking up outside. The coffee cooling in the mug.

"Are you thinking about something?" he said.

"I'm thinking that this is the fantasy."

He was quiet for a second. "Which fantasy?"

"The last one. The one that stayed with me the longest." A pause. "Waking up in a life I chose."

He turned. He looked at me — that look I've learned over months of Thursdays and weekends and warm silences, that doesn't look away, that is always present.

"And?" he said.

"It's exactly what I thought it would be."

He smiled. Then he kissed me — the kind of morning kiss that is different from all others, that has the taste of sleep and coffee and the familiarity that is real intimacy, not habit.

I stayed in that kiss for as long as it was right to stay.

— Clara

Saturday, morning


Chapter 8 — Thirty-One Years of Body

I want to write about the body.

Not about what it does with other bodies — I've written about that, in the three previous notebooks, with the honesty the process demands. I want to write about what it is. About what it's like to have this body, thirty-one years of body, and to be finally at peace with it.

I wasn't at peace. For years, I wasn't.

Not dramatically — not with hatred, not with the more visible kinds of not being at peace. It was more silent. It was the checking in the mirror before going out, the adjusting, the comparing. It was not letting myself be seen with the lights on. It was the careful positioning, the managed angle, the way of being in a room with someone that was calculated to show what was good and hide the rest.

It was not fully inhabiting. Staying on the edge of my own body instead of inside it.

* * *

The first time I was completely inside was with Bruno.

Not on the first night — it took longer. It was on a specific night, late in the second notebook, when he turned the light on instead of off and looked at me and I didn't move to the calculated angle, didn't position myself to show only what was good. I stayed where I was. I let the light take me whole.

He looked at me. Not scanned and approved — looked. With real attention, the kind that is care and desire at the same time, that doesn't fragment into an inventory of parts but sees the whole thing.

"You're beautiful," he said.

And this time I didn't qualify, didn't diminish, didn't say "oh stop" or "the light's good." I said: "Thank you."

I received.

And something that had been tense for years loosened.

* * *

Now, six months later, I stand in front of the hallway mirror without checking. I look at myself — I don't inspect myself. I see the body that is thirty-one years old and carries everything that happened in those years, and I don't feel the need to approve or disapprove before going out.

Sometimes I still feel the remnant of the old way — the impulse to adjust, to cover, to diminish. But it's weaker. And it keeps getting weaker.

The body I learned to listen to is the same one I learned to see. They are the same process — giving real attention, without judgment, to what is here. What it wants, what it feels, what it is.

It's the most honest body I've ever had.

Because it's the only one I let be real.

— Clara

Wednesday, 11:10 PM


Chapter 9 — The Night That Wasn't Planned

Tonight wasn't in the notebook.

It wasn't planned, it wasn't one of Bruno's Thursdays or a weekend, it was an ordinary Tuesday of work and dinner and a series and going to bed early. But he texted at eight asking if I was okay — he had noticed, in an exchange of messages earlier, that I had something going on.

I had something going on. One of those days without a name, without a specific cause, that are just the weight of existing arriving heavier than usual. Not sadness — density. The feeling that the air is slightly more resistant than it should be.

I said I was fine. He said he was coming by.

I didn't ask if it was okay, I didn't say I needed it, I didn't do any of the moves the good girl had learned to make when she didn't want to inconvenience anyone. I just said: "Okay."

He arrived twenty minutes later with Thai food — the same Thai from the night I won't forget, which now has the quality of language between us — and walked into the apartment with the naturalness of someone who belongs to the space without needing a formal invitation.

We ate on the couch. The series I had been watching stayed paused. We talked little — not from lack of things to say, from not needing to say them. At some point I leaned against him and he put his arm around me and we stayed like that for a time I didn't measure.

"What was it today?" he said, after a while.

"Nothing specific. Sometimes it's just the weight."

"Of what?"

"Of existing intensely." A pause. "It's the cost. Of not filtering — of feeling everything, the good and the heavy, without the layer that used to protect."

He was quiet for a moment. "Is it worth it?"

I thought about the answer. "Completely. But there are days when it costs more."

"On those days, call me."

"You came without me calling."

"Because I was paying attention." A pause. "That's also what we are."

* * *

Later, in the bedroom, with the lights low and the city outside, he touched me differently than usual.

Not from desire — from care. His hands moving slowly over my back, with no intention beyond being there. As if the touch were saying: you are here, I am here, that is enough.

And it was. It was completely enough.

I fell asleep before him for the first time. And the last thing I felt before sleeping were his hands on my back, present, heavy in the right way, saying without words what I already knew but which is good to feel anyway:

You are not alone in this.

— Clara

Tuesday, 11:50 PM


Chapter 10 — What I Learned About Love

I didn't plan to write about love in this notebook.

The other notebooks were about desire, about the body, about discovery — about the Clara who learned to want and to ask and to receive. Love seemed like another conversation, vaster, more complicated, less suited to the space of a notebook that started as a confession of unspoken things.

But love appeared anyway. Not as a theme, as a consequence. As what remained when the filter went away.

* * *

What I learned about love:

That love and desire are not the same thing, but that when they exist together they create something that separately they don't. That the absence of desire doesn't kill love immediately — it kills it slowly, from the inside, without making noise. That I confused the absence of desire with the absence of love for long enough that I no longer knew where one ended and the other began.

That love that lets you be whole is different from love that loves you in spite of yourself. The first grows with you. The second demands you stop growing.

That I needed to love myself first. Not in a self-help sense, not in the sense of a self-care routine and positive affirmations. In the sense of stopping treating myself as a problem to be solved. Of stopping diminishing myself to fit into the spaces I thought were the only ones available. Of deciding that what I want has value not because someone confirmed it, but because it's mine.

That when you love yourself like this — without a filter, without the diminished version — the love you give others changes. It becomes more real. Because it comes from a place that is asking nothing in return. Because you don't need approval to exist, so what you offer is not a trade.

* * *

I love Bruno. I'm not going to write that in a more elaborate way because it doesn't need elaboration — it's the most direct and honest sentence I have, and direct and honest is what this notebook has always demanded.

I love Bruno in the way I learned is possible to love when you stop being afraid of wanting. With the intensity that is only mine, without diminishing it so it's more palatable, without checking if it's too much. With gratitude for the man who stayed when I was whole — who didn't merely tolerate my wholeness but preferred it, who asked for it, who is more himself when I'm being more myself.

That love isn't in a notebook. It's in the Thursdays and the Saturdays and the Tuesdays that weren't planned. It's in his hands on my back and his deep voice close to my ear and the gaze that doesn't look away.

It's outside the pages. Finally.

— Clara

Sunday, 9:30 PM


Chapter 11 — No Going Back

The title of this notebook is No Going Back.

I didn't choose it for drama — I chose it for precision. Because that's what it is. There's no going back to Clara-of-the-filter, to the good girl who faked orgasms and swallowed opinions and occupied only the space she thought was hers. It's not that Clara died — it's that I can no longer inhabit that space. It got too small. The life I'm living doesn't fit inside it.

No going back isn't tragedy. It's a map. It's knowing the path has a direction and that going back isn't an option.

* * *

Sometimes, in specific moments, I still recognize the filter.

In a meeting where the impulse to soften is strong. In a difficult conversation where it would be easier to give in. In a moment with Bruno where the old desire to diminish what I feel still appears as a shadow, light but present.

I recognize it. I don't obey it.

That is the difference of everything. Not that the filter never appears — it's that recognizing it no longer means obeying it. The mechanism exists, the reflex is there, but between the reflex and the action there is a space that wasn't there before. And in that space there is choice.

I choose not to pretend. Every time the moment calls for it, I choose.

It keeps getting easier. It's becoming habit. It's becoming nature.

I'm still in the middle. And the middle is good.

— Clara

Thursday, 10:45 PM


Chapter 12 — What Comes After the Fourth Notebook

This notebook is coming to an end.

Not like the previous ones — not with the feeling that there is more to say than fit on the pages. With the feeling that what needed to be said has been said, and that what comes next will be lived more than written.

I won't buy a fifth notebook.

Not because honesty is going to end — honesty doesn't end, I learned it's a muscle, the more you use it the stronger it gets. But because the purpose of the notebook was to bring inward what was outside, to give space to the Clara who existed in the in-between moments to exist at the center. That work is done.

The Clara of the in-between is the main Clara now.

* * *

What comes next:

To continue with Bruno, in whatever form it becomes, at the pace that is theirs and not any script's. To keep being honest with him — about what I want, about what I feel, about the heavy days and the light ones. To keep being the place where he can also be whole.

To keep going at work with the voice I found. To keep saying what I think when it matters. To keep refusing the erasure that is so easy to accept when you've spent years practicing it.

To support Julia from a distance, at her own pace. To be the presence that was there for me — not the one that solves, the one that witnesses. That says: I know. That says: it's worth it.

To keep seeing myself in the hallway mirror without checking. To keep inhabiting the thirty-one-year-old body without the approval inventory before going out.

To keep being — simply, completely, without filter — me.

— Clara

Sunday, three pages from the end


Bonus Chapter — The Last Entry of All the Notebooks

Bruno is in the kitchen.

I hear the coffee maker, hear the window opening, hear the footsteps I've learned to recognize as the sound of someone comfortable in a space — in my space, which now also has the sound of him on weekends and on Thursdays and on Tuesdays that weren't planned.

I'm here, in the window chair, with the fourth notebook in my lap and my pen in hand and the city waking up outside. The same window as always. The same coffee coming down the hallway. The same Saturday morning ritual that is now different because it's no longer only mine.

I pick up the notebook for the last time.

* * *

What I never told you — the twenty-nine-year-old Clara who bought the first notebook at a pharmacy in the middle of the night, the generic you that was the world and the expectation, the diminished Clara who faked an orgasm for the tenth time and didn't feel guilty and went to the pharmacy because something needed to change —

What I never told you is that on the other side was this.

Not perfection. Not the resolved life, not the romance novel ending, not the version where everything makes sense and nothing weighs heavy. On the other side was real life — with the dense days and Bruno's Thursdays and the conversations with Julia and Fernanda and the mirrors where I see myself without checking and the meetings where I speak when I have something to say and the nights that are whole because I am whole.

On the other side was me, finally.

* * *

Bruno appears in the living room doorway with two mugs of coffee. He looks at me — that look that doesn't look away, that I learned over months of Thursdays and weekends and Tuesdays that weren't planned.

"You're writing," he says.

"Finishing."

"The notebook?"

"The whole series."

He comes to the window. He stands beside me, mug in hand, looking at the street for a moment. Then he looks at me.

"And how does it end?" he says.

I think about the question. I think about the four notebooks, the full pages, the Clara of the pharmacy and the Clara of the mirror and the Clara who asks for what she wants and the Clara who loves without diminishing.

"With the most truthful version of me," I say. "By the window, with coffee, with you."

He's quiet for a moment. Then: "Good ending."

"It's a beginning," I say. "The notebooks end. The rest continues."

He extends his mug. I take it. Our fingers touch over the hot coffee.

The city outside wakes at the pace it wakes every Saturday. The apartment smells of me and of coffee and slightly of him. The window is open and the air is cool and the sun is beginning to come in diagonally through the glass.

I close the notebook.

For the last time, I write at the end of the last page, with the handwriting that has always been mine but that seems firmer now, more settled, more its actual size:

I arrived.

— Clara

The last entry

* * *


END

* * *


END OF THE CLARA SERIES

What I Never Told You — Books 1 through 4

* * *


Author's Note

This series began with a simple question: what do women think when no one is watching?

The answer, I discovered over four notebooks, is vaster than the question. It's not only what they think about desire and pleasure, though it's that too. It's what they think about the right to occupy space. About the difference between being loved and being seen. About the cost of the filter and the cost of removing it. About what remains when you stop being the version that works well for everyone.

Clara is not a specific woman. She is the sum of many — of conversations, of silences, of things women told me and things they didn't tell me but that were there, present, in the pauses before the answers.

If you recognized yourself in any page of these notebooks — in the filter, in the pretending, in the desire to be seen, in the courage that begins as desperation — know that the Clara who arrives at the fourth notebook exists. That the other side of the filter has real life. That getting there takes time but it happens.

And that the notebook, when you need it, is waiting.

— Olivia Cross

* * *


The Clara Series — Complete:

Book 1: The Good Girl

Book 2: The First Time She Was Herself

Book 3: What She Discovered She Wanted

Book 4: No Going Back

* * *


Reader's Note

You reached the end of all four notebooks.

Thank you for staying with Clara from beginning to end. For reading without judgment. For recognizing, somewhere in these pages, something that was yours too.

If this series meant something — if it touched something you were carrying, opened something that was closed, or simply was the book you needed right now — I have one request:

Please leave a review on Amazon.

It doesn't need to be long. One line is enough. But every review brings this series to other readers who need it — women who may be exactly where Clara was on the first page of the first notebook.

They deserve to find their way too.

With real gratitude,

— Olivia Cross

Stay in Touch

If this story left something with you, I’d love to hear it.

You can write to me to share what the series meant to you, ask about upcoming books, send a note, or even tell me what you’d love to see in future stories.

?? authoroliviacross@gmail.com

Every message is read. Every one.

— Olivia Cross

[image: ]
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