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It's a late November evening in 2009. Katie White was lounging in her room, watching the rain drizzling rhythmically on the window. She lazily tapped to the beat, an example of her deteriorating motivation. If she was her normal self, she would be creating a song from this simple exercise. It developed from her time in Lowton, where it constantly precipitated, even during the driest months. A lot of the songs she made with TKO were born from the little technique. It used to be her favorite method until recent discoveries put a hindrance on that.

About a month ago, she had Google'd their band, and it was probably the single worst thing she'd ever done to herself. She found many hateful remarks in many different forums. It all started when she looked through the comments of the YouTube video for "That's Not My Name". She saw negative criticisms about the song itself, but it usually devolved into making judgments about other facets they hated. Most of them were directed at the way she danced, her clothes, and even the lyrics. They often said the tune was "stupid but catchy", compounded by adding in how she sang it.

All of this was shrugged off until she read the ones about her looks. This became a dark path to trudge through. For two weeks straight, she scoured the Internet, paying attention to these particular remarks. The comments on the video weren't as hurtful as the ones she saw on regular message boards. She started searching for the words that popped up the most, such as "weird-looking" or "ugly". This warped into an unhealthy obsession, leading her to find more upsetting words. The arsenal of terms expanded to include ones like "gross" and "tranny". The sentences that stuck out the most were "Her face is objectively terrible." and "The blond looks homeless at all times." This distracted her for a solid month. Even though the bad habit was lessening, it still bled into her daily life. The turbulent anxiety was a hell she couldn't begin to describe. She would stare into the mirror and think, "Oh, my God. I feel so bad about myself." The singer spent so much time thinking about her appearance that she didn't have the focus to write songs. This distressed her the most. It was preventing her from doing what she loved the most.

The vicious cycle had sharpened its teeth with this crippling consequence. The persistent stress of non-accomplishment was swelling to a breaking point. She couldn't stop thinking about it, so the Brit set about finding a method that would help. For some reason, she was drawn to lucid dreaming. Katie aspired to have control over her mind and it had to be organic. For a few days, she considered medication, a route that was never considered. The level of uncertainty eventually dissuaded her from doing it. The little research she conducted on the Web would trigger her to look up more disparaging opinions.

Eventually, she went to the bookstore and picked up a publication about inducing lucid dreaming, something she was always interested in. Her regular dreams were frequently colorful, obscure, and quite vivid. Who wouldn't want to control them? It was a neat technique that piqued her curiosity. The subject was the only thing that could sufficiently distract her from the ball of tension she'd become. A couple of days ago, she bought all of the necessary items needed to practice. This evening will be her first time attempting the procedure.

She had ingested an eight-milligram pill of galantamine. The drug was synthesized from a snow plant and was reported as very effective for inducing it. It was taken twenty minutes ago and she was starting to fade. Her eyes wandered to the window again. She could see her reflection, her lamp the sole source of light causing it to happen—against a backdrop of darkened skies. She concentrated on her face, the main focal point of criticism the trolls would focus on. Truthfully, she had never felt confident about it. This predicament made her realize why she let her hair lay over half of her unusual face, thinking it was a subconscious act of insecurity.

The notion sounded paranoid but had a nugget of truth to it. She never gave it a serious evaluation, making her angry that it spawned this spiral of overthinking. Beforehand, Katie was just as self-conscious as any woman. She received similar hatred from people in real life, but that was few and far in between. The overwhelming amount of cynicism on the Web brought it out of the soil of her mind. In the same vein, she remembered the music video for "We Walk". She noticed how nervous she looked when the camera would particularly focus on her head. Her eyes would shyly look away, and it made her remember the little unease she felt during the filming process.

It was a hidden problem she hadn't entertained, subsequently regretting it now. Another wave of sleepiness came, making her focus. This was the part where she had to recite a phrase. The book said to repeat "I will know I'm dreaming." as she entered this state. The text also said it could be any similar phrase, and she was thinking about changing it. Suddenly, she randomly thought of a pregnant woman she saw at the aforementioned bookshop. There were two reasons why the female stood out to her.

First of all, they look alike. They could have been twins, albeit the big difference in their height. The tall stranger wore her hair in the same style she did, with the part shielding her right eye. The second reason was the absurdly large belly jutting out from her torso. White admired the self-confidence she exuded. She caught her winking at a man who was openly staring. The way she passed him was mystifying. She had her hands on her back, making the belly look scarily bigger than it already was. Along with the wink, her assured smile made Katie feverishly envious, desiring that measure of courage.

The effects of the drug were beginning to seize her consciousness. It felt trippy, similar to the illegal substances her fans would use at shows. She could hear faint music, unable to discern the particular song. The whole room was hazy. She glanced at her reflection, instinct telling her to not look at her face. Her eyes traveled down to her stomach. She was wearing pajama pants and a bra. Her hand touched her abdomen, circling back to the gravid doppelganger of hers. The distention was the biggest belly she'd ever seen. It was amazing how the rest of the woman's anatomy wasn't affected by the usual results of pregnancy. All of her limbs were slender, making it an odd spectacle. The size of her belly was comparable to a yoga ball but larger than the standard size one would usually think of. For a second, the image of her with the same-sized belly was projected onto the window. She quickly dismissed it and started reciting the expression in her mind.

-I will know I'm dreaming. I will know I'm dreaming. I will...dream about having a big pregnant belly...? I will...dream about a 'pregnant...belly'?! Huh. I will dream...about having a big pregnant belly. Yeah...I will dream about having a big pregnant belly! I will dream about having a big...pregnant...belly. I will dream about having a big pregnant belly. I will dream about having a big pregnant belly...- she repeatedly stated, coasting into a deep slumber.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The dream began with her right at the start of the recording for That's Not My Name. Everything was exactly as it was in the video, but with one very noticeable difference. Her belly was the identical magnitude of the bookstore muse. The sequence of smash cuts at the onset was unchanged, except with a very large stomach attached to her skinny frame. The successive segments elapsed, showing her holding the mic in the air, she and Jules playing jump rope, and the scene where she claps her hip. All of them flashed in front of her.

She couldn’t explain it, but she felt like a single point of consciousness, watching the scenes as an invisible presence. Katie also knows she was willing this on. She was aroused by the last image, her pregnant belly bouncing forward. Her outfit looked as though it was painted on, the clothing appearing as proportional. The straps of her red skirt were on borrowed time. She skipped to the part where she says "Every day the same." and predictably, the garment tore when she bent over. Then, she felt like she was in the driver's seat, entering her visualized body.

"Oh, wow! My BIG...pregnant...belly!" she expressed, her eyes glued to the delicious mound.

Her hands were prodding the flesh, tangibly feeling how firm it was. She couldn't understand how she was standing right now. Her average height withstanding, it looked like she could tip over at any moment. She found herself admiring the appearance it gave her. It made her feel wonderful, powerful, and...sexy. Katie found herself not questioning it, instead deciding to embrace the warm emotions it elicited. She turned her head to see a paused Jules, his arm holding a drumstick above him. She switched the drum with her enrapturing pregnant body and unpaused him. He then proceeded to strike her paunch with the stick, highly enjoying the feeling of the implement striking it. She moved her round gut with the beat, rocking her belly back and forth, Jules hitting it every time she stuck it out.

"Oh yeah, everyone needs to look at this!" she declared. People abruptly materialized around them, all of the onlookers surrounding the set, cheering her on. It made her ecstatic, Jules and the music equipment disappearing. It was just her and the conjured fans, Katie gyrating her solid center around and around...

She woke up, gasping from the shock of the strange dream. Her hand immediately went to her bare midriff. A scurry of thoughts made her think this was the dream world, and that big-bellied Katie was the reality. She was breathing rapidly, heart almost pounding out of her chest. Her face was flush, noticing that the other hand was inside her knickers. She could see the stain of her sleep-masturbation, removing the paw and perceiving how soaked she was from it. She sat up, bewilderment starting to engulf her being.

"What the bloody hell was that?!" she whispered to herself. The legitimacy of it was staggering. She now understood the motive for wanting to master something like this. The mind was a powerful thing.

-Powerful...and sexy.- she recalled from the fresh dream.

The crucial aspect was the content of the surreal experience. She could blame it on the mystery preggo, but it didn't fully expound why she egged it on. It couldn't be denied. A part of her must want this. She sat there, deeply ruminating over the strong reaction it had on her mind and body.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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A couple of weeks had passed since Katie had her first round with lucid dreaming. She had several smaller sessions, but none that yielded the authentic nature of that dream. White moved away from thinking about having a pregnant belly. The sexual encounter perplexed her enough to try and forget it. However, she hit a snag when it came to pondering anything else. The lucid part didn't last as long, only for a handful of seconds, frustrating her greatly. She followed the instructions for using the first method. Additionally, she kept a dream journal, recording every single dream she had. She used reality checks throughout the day, reading clocks and looking at her hands regularly. It helped her to stick to the same habit while in dreams as well. A "DreamLight" was purchased, an alarm designed to induce lucid dreaming. The book stated it would take two to six weeks before the skill and the mindset was habitually developed. It added another bullet to the list of things that triggered her worsening anxiety, causing it to occur less. It had to happen naturally and in a relatively melancholy state. At times, she would return to the proclivity that got her into this.

Resulting in her stumbling upon a forum with a post that read, "She can't sing or play guitar, and isn't attractive."

She'd let the snake bite her again, restarting the unhealthy pattern. Something had to give. The counter-practice was needed to produce results. Regardless of the uncanny substance of the first lucid dream, she felt a lot better the day after. She even managed to not think about the online critics until the day after next. It was like a weight had been lifted off her chest. She came close to writing a track but settled for strumming on her guitar. That was the extent of her progress, leaving the Brit with this current difficulty. Today consisted of her attempting to recreate the circumstances that led her to the first dream. She'd made a mistake with taking the galantamine. It was supposed to be taken in the middle of the night, not before going to sleep. The hardback book asserted that it could exacerbate sleep quality and cause horrible dreams. She suspected this was the grounds for her having the pregnant belly fantasy. This was the second time she intercepted herself making an excuse for it.

Conjecture aside, it couldn't account for the explosive orgasm. She'd already admitted that a fragment of herself craved this. Intuition told her the rather pleasant fetish should be accepted. It wasn't like she was a stranger to the strange. She respected the comments calling them weird. To her, it was the highest compliment one could give. There had to be a deeper meaning behind this sprouting of belly-love, and she intended to find out. It confounded her to believe an enormous stomach would be something that got her off. Katie didn’t deny it either. She just wished for the complete experience, so there could be no second-guessing. The psychological release certainly couldn't hurt. If it kept her from pivoting towards the bigger ordeal, then so be it.

"I will dream about having a big pregnant belly," she declared. She had been saying it out loud for hours. Her thoughts were racing and she hadn’t slept last night. "I will dream about..." she repeated, yawning, "...have an enormous, no, BIG pregnant belly."

The correction made her think about a distinct entry in her journal. She grabbed it off the nightstand, turning the pages to a dream she had a week and a half ago. She wrote about a short instance where she recalled having grown a belly to a ridiculous size. Her fantasy self had eaten a car made of cheese and celebrated by bulldozing a bunch of envisioned trolls with her newly acquired girth. She had added a note detailing that when she hit the little monsters, the sound of a bowling ball hitting pins could be heard. She smiled, amused by the silly tone of it. The current method she was using affirmed that she needed to recognize personal dream signs. It taught her to see recurring situations, so she could spot when she was dreaming. She thumbed through the rest of the entries. Besides those two belly dreams, she counted a few more. They were nothing to write about. She always annotated a "V" next to anything that was too vague. The only common denominator was that in all of them, her belly was bigger than the prime example.
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