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[Day 1]
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Her caramel-colored eyes scanned over the sprawling city of Los Angeles. Over the past seven years, she'd started from practically nothing. It was just her and her father, trying to make her dream of being a singer become real. Now, here Liz Vega was, in a house in the hills overlooking the city.

One hand brushed her tanned arm, and she pulled her wavy brown hair behind her shoulders. She was a small girl, thin and only an inch or two taller than five feet. Despite her physique, she had a large presence in every room she entered. Her charisma and star power were undeniable.

As she continued to look out at the city, she sighed. She was only twenty-one and she had it all. Most of it, anyway. She was nominated for the album of the year. She had another album coming out in a week that she poured her heart and soul into. Millions loved her. So why did she feel so empty?

Liz's cell phone rang, startling her and bringing her back to reality. She looked at the caller ID. Of course.

"Hey, Jackie," she said, her voice echoing throughout the house.

Jackie was her manager. She saw the talent that Liz had and took her in. She was almost like a second mother to her. Especially since she barely knew her real mother. Shaking off that thought, she put her ear back to the phone.

"How are you doing, superstar? Feeling good?" Jackie asked.

"I'm great," Liz replied.

Jackie laughed. "You should be! So many blessings in your life right now! I just got a call from a representative from Yaral Industries. Have you ever heard of them?"

Liz paced around the living room. "No. I haven't."

"Me either. Apparently, they have a new energy drink coming out, and they want you to endorse it. It's called Xpect. And they want you to film a commercial for it today. The shoot's in a few hours," her manager explained.

"I...I don't know, Jackie. I don't know anything about this company or the drink. What if it's dangerous? What if it has bad side effects? I'd feel terrible putting my name behind that."

The pop star scratched an itch on her back as she waited for the response.

"I told them that you'd say something like that. And they told me to tell you how much they'd be paying you," Jackie said.

"How much?"

"Five million."

Liz's jaw hung open. That was insane for just one commercial.

"I'm in."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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A few hours later, Jackie arrived at Liz's house, and then the two drove to the studio where the commercial was being filmed. Liz flipped through her phone, trying to find out anything about Yaral Industries.

"I don't know about this. I see nothing. Are you sure this is legitimate?" Liz asked.

Jackie looked over at her. She was nearly thirty years older than Liz, with glasses and brown hair that had a few streaks of gray in it. "I'd be surprised if it wasn't. I've been in this industry longer than you've been alive. I can smell a bogus deal when I see one. Ah, here we are."

The car turned into a parking lot. A mere few feet away was a decent-sized building. It seemed fairly new, with dark glass reflecting the rays of the sun to the ground.

"Wow..."Liz trailed.

Jackie smiled. "Not bad, huh?"

Liz nodded.

"What a way to kick off the week! The commercial today, promotional appearances and concerts in a few days, then the album release this weekend, and the award show! So exciting!" Jackie said.

"Promotional appearances?" Liz wondered.

She'd put a lot of effort into this album. She was so proud of it. But it had come as a result of a bad breakup that she'd prefer not to relive while discussing it on talk shows.

"Yeah, it'll be fine. The people love you, Liz. Let's go, we don't want to be late."

Jackie exited the car, and Liz hesitantly followed her.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Liz and Jackie walked to the staging area for the shoot. One of the production assistants directed them to it and gave them a warning about the director's appearance. The middle-aged man assured them they would "know" who she was once they got there. They arrived, and Liz immediately saw why he said that. The woman looked like she was ten years older than her, with an average body. The only thing that wasn't normal was the large sphere of flesh that was attached to her torso.

Her belly had the appearance of a woman expecting twins. For some reason, this made her feel troubled about the nature of the shoot. Something about the way the director was handling herself made it feel out of place. Usually, women this far along would be visibly burdened by a stomach that big. The females of her father's country, Cuba, were prone to multiple pregnancies, so she was used to seeing women of that size. With this woman, however, she seemed to be moving with ease. They approached the director, who was running over some directions with a camera operator.

Jackie cleared her throat and said, "Hi there. Here she is, the one and only Liz Vega!"

The director turned her head to them and instantly beamed when she recognized Liz. She muttered a few words to the operator, and he left. "Just...wow. You're just as pretty as you are in pictures. I can't believe it when the executives told me we got you to accept the deal. I thought they were playing a joke on me! I'm Amy." she introduced, reaching her hand out.

Liz shook it, suppressed a blush she felt coming forth, and said, "Thank you. I'm happy to be here." Amy let go of her hand and placed it on top of her swollen middle. Liz couldn't stop staring at it, and the woman's own beauty was captivating, the pregnancy seeming like it enhanced her looks.

Jackie broke the somewhat awkward silence by saying, "So, we didn't have a chance to look over the contract. One of your people said it was a limited time to sign on since this shoot was going to close today. In other words, what the hell are we doing here?"

Amy chuckled lightly and adjusted the black dress she wore. The usual perk of wearing one is giving the illusion of slimming a person down, but her belly was too big to miss. Liz finally stopped gawking at her belly and noticed the woman was looking her dead in the eyes.

"Woo, sorry, I got a little star-struck there. I'm actually a big fan of yours. I've bought all of your albums. I can't wait for the new one to come out! Anyways...this will be pretty easy..." Amy said, a slight flush on her face. She proceeded to tell her what she would do for the commercial. Liz went to the makeup desk, and one of the assistants helped her reapply it. While she waited, she mentally rehearsed the scene. This wasn't her first rodeo. Truthfully, she wasn't a fan of making commercials, but the deal was too substantial to turn down. She came back to them, Amy and Jackie talking up a storm.

"You look like a doll, kid. Let's kill this," Jackie complimented.

Amy sat in her chair as Liz got in her position. The set team finished their final arrangements, and one of them handed her the drink, about full with the mystery liquid. "Alright, places set. Lights on. Ready..." Amy announced, mouthing the numbers three, two and one.

The green light on the camera came on, and the motion-picture camera started rolling. She brought the pink and blue can to her lips and took a long, purposeful drink. It had a milky, yet stale taste to it. She let out an audible "Ahh," and held the drink up, label facing the camera. "Xpect, fills you with life!" she vocalized, speaking the company's slogan, and flashing a pearly white smile.

"Annnd, cut! Perfect! I knew you would be a one-take wonder. Just perfect!" Amy proudly said, the camera light going back to red.

Jackie announced, "Remember, you have to drink all of it, sweetie!"

Liz looked surprised for a second, actually forgetting that. Jackie knew her that well. She put the bottle in her mouth and tilted it up, glugging it down. It actually didn't taste that bad on the second try, reminding her of an alcoholic concoction her uncle used to make. As soon as she finished it, she felt a little strange. She walked over to them, Amy coming for a hug. Her stomach touched her well before her arms wrapped around her, and she felt genuine warmth from it.

"I'm sorry if I'm being too forward. You have no idea how much you just made my day! I would stay and chat, but I have to get back to the office. Once again, thank you! You're the best." Amy said, giving her a wink before she trailed off.

Liz wanted to bask in the nice feeling, but a modicum of dull pain in her stomach stopped that. "Come on. It's getting late. You need to rest for tomorrow's promotional appearances. Let's get you home." Jackie said, patting her on the back.

They exited the building and went to the car. After she put her seatbelt on, a wave of nausea hit her like a freight train. Not wanting to worry Jackie, she hid the pain but wondered how long she could hold it in as it seemed to get progressively more unpleasant.

She wasn't too far from home. If she was going to get sick, she hoped she could make it until they got there. Minutes later, they were stuck in a particularly bad traffic jam. Liz covered her mouth, feeling like her stomach would turn on her at any moment.

"Jackie..." she mumbled.

"What?" her assistant replied, turning her head to look at her.

"Can you pull over?"

"Now? Oh, you are NOT throwing up in my car!"

Jackie swerved across two lanes of traffic and pulled over. Liz quickly exited the car and vomited, emptying the contents of her stomach. She hadn't eaten that much today, so most of it was the Xpect.

Jackie exited the car and patted Liz on the back as she continued to get sick. "There, there, kiddo. You'll be fine..."

Liz spit out what was left and stood up, trying to catch her breath. "Alright. I think that was all of it. I'm sorry, Jackie."

"No, it's okay. Rather out here than in my ride."

As they got back in the car and onto the interstate, Jackie broke the silence. "Let's hope this is just a bug. We don't need you getting sick now of all times. You've got so much going on."

"I know..." Liz groaned, her head out the window so she could get some fresh air.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Back home, Liz kicked her feet up and relaxed over the next few hours, still feeling nauseous. Over time, the nausea subsided and was soon replaced with a hunger that she hadn't experienced in years. Her stomach rumbled, and she placed a hand to her flat abdomen.

Liz heated up some chicken and rice that she had leftover from a previous meal and dug in. She ate ravenously, cleaning the plate in a matter of minutes. The hunger was thankfully satiated for now, but it was soon replaced by another wave of nausea.

The starlet hurried to the nearest bathroom and got sick once more. Whatever this was, she hoped it would go away soon. Was it the energy drink that was causing this? Maybe she was allergic to an ingredient in it.

Another hour of vomiting and dry heaving later, Liz was too tired to stay awake. She trudged to her bedroom and buried herself underneath the covers, falling asleep as her stomach continued to flip inside of her.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[Day 2]
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The alarm on her phone went off, and she lazily tapped it a few times before getting it to shut off. It was the third time she did so in the past fifteen minutes, too lethargic to get herself motivated enough. Regardless of how she felt, the pop star still had to get up. Those promos weren't going to get themselves done, and they were important for her upcoming album release. Even if she didn't want to do it, she couldn't force herself back to sleep.

Ever since the age of sixteen, she had trained her body to wake within the first three rings of her alarm. It was a routine she first developed when she started working as a cashier at a local convenience store. She had to drop out of high school after her father injured himself in a car accident. He was incapacitated for about a year and seeing as it was just him and her, she had to start working to support them. Working at the job was one of the reasons she got the aspiration to be a singer. She didn't want this kind of life for them, and it spurred her to work hard. Due to her father's illegal status, they couldn't have any type of assistance, and that included medical care. She had to work twelve-hour shifts to make sure they could stay afloat. Her employer was strict on punctuality, and if she didn't wake up in that fifteen-minute time frame, she wouldn't have a job.

Six years later and it hadn't changed. She may have made it big, but that was because of the discipline she stuck to. She lifted the covers off and stretched her arms. The sickness from yesterday evening hadn't lifted. Her lymph nodes felt sore and the stomach ache was still there. Nonetheless, she got out of bed and went to her bathroom. She flicked on the lights and inspected herself in the mirror.

Something about her chest didn't look or feel right. Her breasts felt more tender than the rest of her body, and she lightly touched them. "They're...bigger?" she muttered. She had never been gifted in that department. Her B cup sized bust wasn't what the boys thirsted over.

Despite not selling her sexuality, some of the media stated that she was a sex symbol. One magazine described her wholesome personality and dressed down appearance as something that actually made her more desired. Her homosexuality surged that yearning. It didn't stop the boys from trying to slide into her direct messages, and she happily shot them down every time. The cringey memories made her stomach heave again, and she rushed to the toilet, emptying the contents of her stomach.

She flushed it and wiped her mouth with a tissue. Her phone rang again. This time it was a phone call, the ring tone telling her it was Jackie. She answered the phone with a slow, "H-Hey..."

Jackie responded with, "Oh, dear. You sound terrible. Worse than last night."

Liz cleared her throat, hoping to sound normal, and uttered, "It's okay. I can still make it. It's not that bad." Her tummy said the opposite, and she let out a detectable groan.

"Nope. Not sounding like that. I don't want you ralphing in my car, or worse, on set. Rest up. That's an order. I won't hear any more of it. I'll cancel right away."

She wanted to protest, but having time to herself didn't sound like a bad idea. "Okay. Let them know how sorry I am. We'll reschedule." Liz affirmed.

"I'm serious. Be a couch potato today. Don't strain yourself. I'll call you later." she ordered, hanging up in her usual prompt fashion.

She sat on her bed, planning to heed her manager's words. The bigger worry was what was causing this. Her mind flashed to the big belly of Amy, and her downing the Xpect drink. It would seem that would be the likely suspect, yet she didn't want to get paranoid. Surely a company wouldn't give her a product that would hurt her like this. It had to be some twenty-four-hour virus she caught. She would revisit these thoughts later.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-

[image: ]


It was late in the afternoon, and Liz took Jackie's words seriously by lounging on the couch. The sickness didn't lessen, and it killed her motivation to do anything. She changed into clean pajamas and moved all of her stuff into the living room. She had a couple of bags of pretzels opened, her appetite returning. The icky feeling was there, yet it was overpowered by a strong hunger. Her weight had never been a problem. High metabolism and unassailable genetics blessed her with something any person would want. All the people on her father's side were skinny. She could afford to binge here and there. It would probably be a good idea since the skin and bone look was "out of style", according to recent trends.

She finished what was left in the second bag and grabbed the remote. She flipped through the channels and stopped when she saw a familiar face: Mary Jane Jackson, rap music star, and her supposed rival. She was on a talk show, discussing her new album, which was slated to be released the same day as Liz's.

The host asked her, "Are you sure that's a smart move? Liz Vega, your 'archnemesis', will be having hers out on the same day. Hahaha."

Mary Jane laughed and looked at the camera, "Bring it on, bitch. That's right. I'm looking right at you."

Liz grinned and replied, "Right back at you, whore."

She changed the channel to a movie and dropped the remote. She still felt hungry and went into the kitchen to heat up a frozen meal. When it was done, she sat back down on the couch. The film started up, and she recognized it as 8 Mile. As she ate the brownie first, she first thought of Mary Jane, but that was soon replaced by her ex-girlfriend. They hadn't spoken in a month, but it should have been longer than that. Their breakup was six months ago, and it had been a strange journey. It's what most inspired the album she created after the fallout.

Liz then felt a burning sensation on her tongue—the country fried steak sitting in her mouth too long while she was going down that hole. She decided that would be another thing she should add to the think-it-about-it-later pile. The movie ran its length, and she watched the credits roll by. A small growl from her belly woke her out of the trance she was in. "Jesus! Again?!" she exclaimed, perplexed.

She looked down at her belly and noticed it had bloated slightly. Despite this being a look that could derail her career, she found herself not minding it. Another light growl compelled her to pick up her phone, and order delivery. She did just that, not questioning the sizable quantity she phoned in.

Nearly an hour later, she walked around the living room, her stomach rumbling as it pleaded for food. To be fair, she did order food from three different restaurants from all over town. Regardless, she hoped the Uber Eats driver would get there soon. She paused, then crossed her arms, shivering as they brushed her more sensitive breasts. Liz pulled out her phone and dialed a number that was all too familiar to her. A number that she shouldn't be calling right now.

Following a few rings, she heard the voice on the other end. "Hello?"

Liz's heart fluttered at the words. "Ramona...hi."

Ramona Witts. Her ex.

There was a silence that lasted many seconds, then Ramona answered. "What are you doing, Liz?"

Liz sighed. "I...I don't know. I shouldn't have called you, should I?"

"Maybe not, but it's good to hear your voice again. Though your voice sounds different..."

"That's probably because I've been puking my guts out since yesterday," she laughed.

"Oh, well, I hope you feel better. I'm sure Jackie's got you doing a bunch of promos for the album," Ramona said.

"You would be right. Anyways, I should let you go. I've got food coming any minute now," Liz replied, her stomach growling enough to make her blush.

"Sure. Wouldn't want to get in the way of that. Bye, Liz."

The call ended, and moments later there was a knock on the door. Finally. Liz hurried to the door, wincing as her breasts bounced painfully, and opened it.

A man stood on the other side, bags of food in his hand. "Uh. Hi, miss. Here's your food."

"Thank you!" Liz smiled, glad that she had prepaid the order on her phone.

"You—...you're Liz Vega, right?" he asked.

"Yes. Yes, I am."

"Ok. Cool, cool. Are you throwing a party or something? This sure is a lot of food..."

Liz shook her head. "Nope. It's all for me."

She grabbed the food and closed the door, ending the awkward conversation. Liz smiled as she could eat at last and set the bags down on the living room coffee table. The meals were from three different restaurants: a taco truck that she frequented before she hit it big, an Italian restaurant and a steakhouse.

Opening the styrofoam containers, she practically drooled at the sight of it all. And if she was surprised at how hungry she was, she was even more surprised at how fast she ate it all. In what seemed like a matter of minutes, it was all gone. Liz leaned back and rubbed her bloated belly, making sure that she didn't get sick again.

The next few hours were spent watching TV. Her phone rang again, and once again it was from Jackie.

"Hey, kiddo. Just checking in on you," she greeted.

"I'm doing a lot better, thanks. I think I've turned a corner," Liz answered.

"Good! Glad to hear it. Since you're back to your old self, I'll go ahead and schedule your appearance for the Heather Show tomorrow. And don't forget about the concert tomorrow night, too!"
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