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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.
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