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A Personal Note from Anna

Before You Begin This Journey Hey there, beautiful reader, First of all—thank you. Thank you for picking up this book, for being here, for being part of the GL community that makes stories like this possible. Before Zariah and Lalin sweep you away (and trust me, they will), I need to have a real conversation with you about what you're about to read.

I'm not going to bore you with a sterile legal disclaimer. Instead, I want to talk to you the way I'd talk to a friend who's about to borrow my favorite book—with honesty, warmth, and a whole lot of love for the genre we both cherish. This Story Is Pure Fiction (But the Feelings Are Real) Everything in Famous for the Wrong Reasons came straight from my imagination.

Zariah Cole and Lalin Wirote don't exist outside these pages. The scandal, the agencies, the social media chaos—all of it is made up. I created these characters and their world because I wanted to tell a story about authenticity, love, and finding yourself when the whole world is watching.

If you see similarities to real people or real events, I promise you it's coincidental. I'm not writing about anyone specific—I'm writing about universal experiences of love, pressure, public scrutiny, and the courage it takes to be yourself. These are my girls, born from my imagination and my deep love for GL storytelling.

The entertainment industry stuff, the social media culture, the PR nightmares—I've fictionalized all of it to serve the story. This isn't a tell-all or an exposé. It's a romance. A love letter to the idea that sometimes the best things in life happen when we stop performing and start being real.

What Kind of GL Story Is This? This is a Girls' Love romance through and through, and I wrote it the way I believe GL deserves to be written—with heat, depth, complexity, and absolute reverence for women loving women. Zariah and Lalin's relationship is the heart of everything. You're going to watch them go from antagonism to friendship to something so much deeper. Their journey includes emotional intimacy, physical desire, and yes—explicit sexual content between two women who are falling in love despite every reason not to.

I'm telling you this upfront because I want you to know what you're getting into, and I want you to be excited about it. This isn't a story that shies away from desire or treats sapphic love as less than. This is a story that celebrates it. Let's Talk About What's Inside (Content Stuff You Should Know) Okay, here's where I need to be real with you about the mature content. I'm not trying to shock you or be gratuitous—I'm trying to tell an authentic story about two women falling in love. But that means this book isn't for everyone, and that's okay.

This story is for readers 18 and up. Here's why: The Spicy Stuff: There are explicit intimate scenes between Zariah and Lalin. I'm talking detailed, sensual, no-fade-to-black GL content. These scenes are important to their relationship development—they're moments of vulnerability and connection—but they're also hot. If you're here for the steam, you'll find it. If explicit content isn't your thing, this might not be the book for you.

The Language: My characters swear. They use adult language because they're adults in stressful situations. Zariah especially has a mouth on her (and I love her for it).

The Emotional Heavy Stuff: This story deals with cancel culture, online harassment, public shaming, and the mental health toll of being in the public eye. There's betrayal, manipulation by people in power, anxiety, and some really painful emotional moments. If you've ever been through online harassment or struggled with public perception, some of this might hit close to home. Please take care of yourself.

The Relationship Conflict: Zariah and Lalin go through some rough patches. There's a separation, there are arguments, there are moments where you might want to shake them both. But I promise you—this is a romance with a happy ending. They get there. Just trust me.

Why Representation Matters to Me I wrote Zariah as a Black American woman and Lalin as a Thai woman because I wanted to tell a story that reflected the beautiful diversity of the GL community. I've done my research and poured care into their characterizations, but I also want to be honest— this is fiction filtered through my storytelling lens, not a documentary.

What I can promise you is that I've written them with respect, depth, and love. They're

not stereotypes or tokens. They're complex, flawed, passionate women who happen to be queer and happen to come from different cultural backgrounds. And speaking of queerness—this isn't a coming-out story. Both Zariah and Lalin are comfortable with their sexuality. The conflict doesn't come from homophobia or their identities as queer women. It comes from fame, manipulation, trust issues, and figuring out what's real when everything feels like a performance. I wanted to write a GL story where being queer is just... part of who they are, not the source of their problems.

What You Can Expect (The Good Stuff)

Here's what I'm giving you:

A slow-burn romance that'll make your heart race Two complex women who feel real and messy and human Genuine chemistry that builds from antagonism to "oh god I can't stop thinking about you" Multiple intimate scenes that are both emotional and steamy Social media drama, PR nightmares, and industry manipulation Moments that'll make you laugh, cry, and throw your phone across the room (in a good way)

A happy ending that feels earned and authentic This is a 20-chapter novella structured in four acts. The pacing is designed to keep you hooked while giving the relationship room to breathe and develop naturally. I wanted to write something you could devour in one sitting but would stay with you long after.

Why I Write GL (And Why It Matters) I'm going to get personal for a second. I write GL because I believe these stories matter. I believe women loving women deserves to be celebrated with the same passion, complexity, and heat as any other romance. I believe sapphic love is beautiful and powerful and worthy of stories that don't diminish it or treat it as secondary.

GL fiction has given me so much—community, representation, joy, escape, validation. Writing this novella is my way of giving back. Every scene, every moment of tension, every kiss, every argument, every reconciliation—I wrote it all with deep love for this genre and for you, the readers who make it thrive.

Zariah and Lalin's story is a celebration of authenticity, of choosing love over perception, of being brave enough to want something real in a world that rewards performance. It's

about two women who find each other in the worst circumstances and choose each other anyway. Before You Continue (The Serious Bit) By reading past this page, you're acknowledging: You're 18 or older You understand this is fiction with mature content You're comfortable with explicit GL/WLW romantic and sexual content You've read the content information above and you're good with it You won't come after me for making you feel things about fictional characters (though I hope you do feel things—that's the point!) If any of this doesn't work for you, that's completely okay. Not every book is for every reader, and I respect that.

To My Fellow GL Lovers If you're still here, if you're ready to dive in—thank you. Thank you for supporting GL fiction, for celebrating these stories, for being part of a community that lifts up women loving women in all its forms. If you enjoy this story, I'd be so grateful if you'd: Leave an honest review (even if it's just "I cried and I loved it")

Recommend it to other GL readers Support GL authors and creators however you can Engage with the story thoughtfully and with an open heart This community is built on mutual support and celebration of diverse voices. You being here, reading this, matters more than you know.

One Last Thing I hope this story gives you butterflies. I hope it makes you believe in love that's messy and complicated and real. I hope Zariah makes you laugh and Lalin makes you swoon and together they make you believe that authenticity is always worth fighting for.

I hope you finish this book feeling seen, feeling hopeful, feeling like love—especially sapphic love—is something worth celebrating. Most of all, I hope you enjoy the ride. Now, if you're ready—let's go fall in love with Zariah and Lalin. With so much love and gratitude, Anna Leigh Alexander P.S. - Grab some tissues. You'll probably need them. (The good kind of tears, I promise.)



Chapter 1: Viral Overnight

Zariah Cole woke up to the sound of her phone vibrating itself off the nightstand. Not the gentle buzz of a few notifications. Not the rhythmic pulse of messages from friends or the occasional brand deal sliding into her DMs. This was different. This was the relentless, angry hum of a phone that had been screaming for hours while she slept.

She groaned, reaching blindly across the tangled sheets of her queen-sized bed, fingers finding the device just before it clattered to the hardwood floor. The screen was so bright in the pre-dawn darkness of her bedroom that she had to squint. 347 missed calls.

2,891 new messages. 68,429 notifications. Her heart stopped. "What the fuck?" she whispered into the silence.

Zariah sat up, her dark curls falling into her face as she swiped frantically at the screen. Her hands were shaking. The numbers kept climbing even as she watched. Twitter. Instagram. TikTok. Her email. Her business line. Everything was exploding. She opened Twitter first—muscle memory, maybe, or masochism—and the timeline that loaded made her stomach drop through the floor.

#ZariahColeIsOverParty was trending. Number one. Worldwide. Her name. Her face. Her words—except they weren't her words. Not really. The video was everywhere. A fifteen-second clip from her livestream two nights ago, the one where she'd been talking about accountability in influencer culture, about how some creators used their platforms irresponsibly.

She'd been passionate. Maybe a little heated. But she'd been talking about other people, about a specific situation involving a beauty guru who'd scammed her followers. But the clip that was going viral? It cut out all the context. Just her, mid-sentence, saying: "Honestly, if you're dumb enough to fall for that, you deserve what you get."

Fifteen seconds. No context. No explanation.

Just her voice, sharp and dismissive, sounding like she was blaming victims. "No," Zariah breathed, scrolling faster. "No, no, no—" The comments were brutal. "I can't believe I ever supported her." "She really said people DESERVE to be scammed? Disgusting."

"This is who y'all have been hyping up? She's trash." "Unsubscribing. She never cared about us." Her follower count was dropping in real-time. She watched it tick down—2.3 million, 2.29 million, 2.28 million—like watching blood drain from a wound. Zariah's breath came faster. Her chest felt tight. She clicked on the video again, watching herself say those words over and over, and every time it felt worse. Every time it sounded more damning.

She tried to tweet. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. That's not what I meant. You have to watch the whole stream. Please. But she knew better. She'd been doing this long enough to know that explanations didn't matter once the mob decided you were guilty. Context was irrelevant. Nuance was dead.

She was being canceled, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. Her phone rang. Her manager, Devon. "Tell me you're seeing this," Devon said the second she answered. His voice was tight, controlled, but she could hear the panic underneath








