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Scarlett Johansen let out a soft moan as she
regained consciousness. Her head still felt foggy and odd
after...whatever happened. She rubbed her eyes, then looked at her
surroundings. Things started to come together, bit by bit. What was
she doing here? Where did she come from, anyway?

She was wearing a glittery, expensive dress
she had bought a few weeks ago, in preparation for...something. It
seemed in place, and she didn't feel...violated, thankfully, so
that was good. But she did feel stiff in the neck, as though she
had laid wrong after being...knocked out? Did someone knock her
out...somewhere?

The Oscars, that's
right, she thought, running a hand down
the fabric. I was at the Oscars.

She was lying in between a pair of big,
premade beds, and the room looked deliberately un lived in, in a
way that could only be a hotel room. But where? And, why? She
didn't even remember anything other than going to the pre-Oscars
meeting, and...then there was a blank. Was she gassed, or
something? She felt her head, and her hair – a gorgeous sweep of
red hair going from the middle-right of her head over to the side
in long waves – was still perfectly untouched.

She sat upright, and looked around – other
women, dressed just as glitzy and pretty as she was, right down to
makeup and earrings and hairstyles, were also just coming to.
Scarlett's brain was slowly coming back into being fully working,
and she begun to recognize them. They were fellow celebrities,
though...a rather random assortment of them.

Julia Louis-Dreyfus, who likely had come to
the show with her husband, was there, in front of the door. Her
makeup was more formal and mature than the rest, to match her age,
giving her beautiful looking skin and very little eye darkening,
with her hair pinned up in a very formal bun. She looked very
classy, and still quite beautiful for a woman in her early
fifties.

Jennifer Aniston, the Friends star, was just
coming to as well. She had a white, very tight fitting dress, with
a skirt that came up to her knees, but had tasteful shoulder straps
and cut off at her shoulders. Her hair was straight and long, with
a stylish perm and very bright, colorful makeup. She looked, if she
dressed a little sexier, like she was out on a hot date.

Lying on the bed, Kayle Cuoco, who Scarlett
vaguely remembered from Supernatural, was also waking up. Her hair
was chopped off, in a very cute pixie cut, but she was dressed
anything but boyish, in a fancy, well-designed maxi dress that
flowed off her torso and down to the floor. Her angular face looked
great with the very simple, natural makeup she was sporting.

Erica Durance was on the other bed next to
her, and Scarlett had heard she was in a Superman show a while ago,
but never saw it. Her dark locks were curled beautifully, and her
eye makeup was very smoky and sexy, fitting for a pale-skinned,
brown-haired beauty such as her. She looked beautiful.

And Jennifer Lawrence, the Hunger Games
star, was here too, in her own gorgeous gown. She had leaned into
the success of her outfit on American Hustle, and had her hair done
up in a glitzy, retro set of small buns and one long, gorgeous
sweep at her eyes. Big gold-and-stone earrings hung from her ears,
and small curls of her golden hair dangled around her cheeks. Her
tan dress was very exposing, showing off the pretty skin of her
shoulders and collar.

The women were all rubbing their eyes and
heads, looking around. Jen L, glancing over at her, rubbed the side
of her blonde hair. “Scarlett Johansen?” she asked, blinking.

“Yeah,” Scarlett said,
nodding. “That's me. You're Jennifer Lawrence, right?”

“Yeah...” she said, and
yawned, shaking the sleepiness from her head.

Erica, on the bed, sat upright, stretching
out as well. “Does...anyone know how we got here?”

There was a sextuple of blank looks as they
all regarded one another. None of them had any idea.

“Last thing I
remember...was the pre-Oscar meeting,” Aniston said, and her face
scrunched up as she thought deeply. “Then...nothing.”

Erica slid off the bed, then took her heels
off. “Well, I'm not sticking around,” she said, and strode across
the room, stepping between two of the women, and grabbed the handle
to the hotel hallway. She turned it, and...nothing. It jiggled and
didn't turn.

“Oh no,” Erica said, more
frantically as she turned the handle, tugging on the door with
increasing desperation. “No no no no!”

And it didn't open still. Scarlett at once
stood up and came to her side. “Move,” she ordered, and Erica did
so at once.

Scarlett might have been just an actor like
the rest of them, but the other girls didn't have popular, multi
billion dollar superhero movies to be in, except maybe Lawrence.
She was still in terrific shape from her combat training, and she
gripped the door hard and turned into it, bashing it with her
shoulder. And...it didn't move. It cracked a little in the center,
but nothing else.

What on earth,
she thought, and tugged on the door again. It
wasn't just that the handle didn't turn, it was that the whole door
didn't budge. Even a well made door and doorframe would move a
little.

Scarlett got the awful, crawling feeling
that something was very wrong. She begun to look around the room, a
little scared and panicked.

“Wait...” Erica said,
looking at her expression. “What's wrong?”

“This isn't a door,”
Scarlett said, and looked around the room. Sitting on the
nightstand, there was a lamp, with a big heavy base to it. She
hefted up the object and unplugged it from the wall, and strode
across the room. She made a mighty swing, and it made a loud
crack as it shattered the
doorway, splintering a hole in it. She swung again, and again,
until the door was big enough to form a near hole in the
doorway.

Scarlett tore at the hole with her bare
hands, ripping down the wooden splinters until she reached where
the back of the door was. It didn't take an exceptionally long
time, but at last there was a sensation that felt different, and
she stopped, and stepped back.

Behind the door was a metal wall. Smooth,
and mostly unblemished, aside from the scuff marks of her beating.
But it was steel, and hard, and she pressed her finger into it. It
felt stubbornly thick.

Whoever had brought them here had no
interest in letting any of them leave.

“What the fuck...” Julia
whispered, peering at it.

Kayley had taken a few steps away, slowly
sliding into a sitting position at the end of the bed. Her heart
was racing, full on panic, and she felt her skin burning. She felt
like she was on the verge of an anxiety attack, and she was
sweating hard. Her stomach felt tight, too, and not her chest,
which if she wasn't freaked out, she'd notice as odd.

“What...what're we going to
do?” she whispered, timidly. “Are...what are they going to do to
us...?”

“Did someone...trap us
here?” Aniston asked, tilting her head. “But...I mean, why?
And...why us, anyway?”

Scarlett looked around the room, then saw
the air vent – which was just big enough for someone to slip into.
Fortunately, the group of them were fairly athletic, slim
celebrities slash models. Scarlett glanced at Kayley, who looked
like she was paralyzed, then at Erica, who had her head in her
hands, hyperventilating. Aniston was okay, but Julia was getting up
there and she didn't trust her strength.

None of them looked ready to help – except
Lawrence did. And she had just filmed Hunger Games, too. Even from
here, in her dress, she looked fairly tough and her muscle
definition was still crazy toned.

“Jenn, come here,” Scarlett
said, and walked over to the dresser.

Lawrence, realizing her idea, nodded.
“Yeah,” she said, and walked over.

Together, the two women grabbed the
gargantuan dresser and slid it across. Even the groaning of the
wood against the carpet felt odd, far less hollow than it should
have been.

Are we in some sort of box,
or something? she thought, but focused on
pushing the cabinet.

Julia and Aniston, a little at a loss as
what to do, waited patiently, Julia giving a small pat to Kayley's
shoulder, trying to ease her.

Eventually, the women got the dresser in
place, and Lawrence held it still as Scarlett climbed up it,
slowly, and stood to full height to pull at the filter.

“Can you get it open?”
Lawrence asked, looking up hopefully.

She dug her fingers into the cover, and
tugged, and – surprisingly – it came free, rather easily. The metal
was cheap and easy to bend, and the screws popped right out of the
drywall. Scarlett tossed it into the corner, away from the other
women.

But, once it was open, the tunnel bent
upwards, at an angle that was near impossible to get to from on top
of the dresser. It extended a good ten feet up, and curved after
that. Even if she was taller and had a boost, it'd be difficult to
get her hands on the ledge – and even then, she didn't know what
she'd find. Either way, she couldn't get up there by herself.

“Crap,” she swore, and
tried to push herself onto her tiptoes, hopefully to wedge herself
into the entrance and shimmy her way up the tunnel.

Meanwhile, Kayley had sat down on the bed,
feeling slightly sick. It was an odd feeling, not one she was used
to. No physical symptoms, really, but she felt a coldness in her
chest that didn't match her skin's heat. It felt like being
microwaved. And, for reasons she couldn't explain, she felt eerily
sweaty, like waking from a bad dream on a summer night.

Aniston, nearby, noticed her sitting down,
and the distant, stressed look on her face. “Kayley?” Aniston
asked, as comfortingly as she could.

“I'm...I'm okay,” she
whispered, running a hand over her face. “I...I think I'm
just...having a panic attack...”

“Look, I know this is
scary,” Aniston said, as forcefully cheerful as she could.
“But...we'll figure something out, and if we're safe now,
they-”

Kayley's face scrunched up suddenly, in
intense pain, and she bowled over, hugging her middle. Her stomach,
between her sternum and her pelvis, felt like it was being twisted
and stretched, as though she were horribly bloated, but
yet...something different. She slid off the bed, grunting with the
stress and agony, and fell to her knees on the ground. She was
nauseous with pain, given it was hitting her insides at the most
delicate, womanly bits.

And then it was gone. She was on her knees a
moment, hugging her middle, still a little scared at the freak
happenstance.

“Kayley?” Aniston asked, at
her side, kneeling.

“I'm...I'm okay,” she said,
still hugging her middle. But she felt...bloated, still. If she had
gas or horrible digestive problems, it'd be gone if she passed
something through, right? She gently felt her stomach. The dress
felt snug, way more than before. Which...made no sense. How did
that even happen?

She slowly stood up, shakily, helped by the
Friends star. There was a dull ache at Kayley's groin, too, inside
her body. It felt like her cramps that came every month with her
period, but...a little different. What was going on in her
body?

“I feel...odd,” she managed
to say, when out of nowhere the pain returned – and stronger. Her
stomach went hot with pain and she fell back, her gasp twisting
into a scream. Her stomach again was being twisted and stretched
out, in the most awful ways, and she fell back against Aniston,
gripping the bed as her body went crazy without her.

The girls all saw her, and their faces went
blank with shock. Her red Oscar maxi dress, form fitting and
perfectly suited for her, was being pushed out at the middle,
thanks to a hard, round bulge that suddenly had appeared at her
middle. It was not fat, it was firm and tight, and hung just above
her pelvis.

“Ohh,” she gasped, bending
herself backwards as her belly surged out of her dress, trying to
escape. “Ohhhh!”

The pain dulled, and Kayley fell, panting,
and looked at herself. Even over her chest, she could see the domed
sphere stuck to her own body.

“What the fuck,” she
gasped, as Aniston stepped back, clapping her hands to her mouth.
“What the fuck!?”

She didn't even know how to react, just
staring as she fell back against the bed, feeling dizzy and
horrified and about to pass out. She touched her belly, out of
shock, and felt her hand through the other end, and the fabric
brushing against her belly skin. It was her. And it was real.

Julia, at once, jumped to her side, and
pointed at Scarlett up under the vent. “Find a way to get us out of
here!” she ordered.

Scarlett nodded, and again begun to stretch
up to get into the vent.

Kayley clutched at her
stomach, feeling the dome. This isn't
possible, she thought, shaking her
head. This can't be possible...people don't
just bloat in the stomach like t-

A powerful, painful cramp shot through her
middle, right at the base where her belly had swollen, and she let
out a grunt and gripped the bedsheets again, her whole body locking
up as she felt her body changing.

“Oh god,” she gasped, “No,
no, stop!”

Julia, at her side, watched with horror as
her belly swelled up again, stretching the fabric even tighter. She
heard fabric straining to keep her body in check, and losing, while
her stomach continued to bulge. The dome seemed to drop lower on
her body as it grew, hanging low and settling in just above her
pelvis, stretching the waistband of the formal gown.
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