PERSONA 5: PALACE OF LUST
CHAPTER 3: EMPRESS
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· MITSURU KIRIJOU TWINNING

· AGE PROGRESSION

· MENTAL CHANGES

It was a familiar scene laid out in front of her. Familiarly large windows, a familiar couch, the familiar scent of cleaning chemicals left in the air after the help had seen to the room’s cleaning needs. This was, for all intents and purposes, a loft that Haru had lived in with her father for a time. The nostalgia was enough to churn her stomach, said father’s death having not occurred all that long ago, but despite the fact that she’d been forced back into her civilian wear she could see the truth of this place. She was still inside the Palace? 

Haru Okumura gently rubbed the white sleeve of one arm with the opposing hand as she carefully considered what had happened to her. She’d been helping map out the Palace as requested, yet something had taken her by surprise. Overcome by a sudden darkness, it had only been until a moment later that she could recall anything else. It was clear that their enemy had used Joker’s plan to split up to keep them separate, likely seeing their combined power as too dangerous. 

Still, why had she appeared here of all places? Such a brutal reminder of things she’d rather forget was cruel in a way, even if she had moved away from the soul crushing despair for the most part. If things had gone differently, perhaps, her father would still be with them. Had they only seen the signs that something was amiss…

“WE COME TO YOU LIVE FROM IN FRONT OF THE KIRIJOU GROUP BUILDING, WHERE MITSURU KIRIJOU, THE DAUGHTER OF ITS PREVIOUS LEADER INTENDS ON MAKING A SPEECH LATER TODAY.”

A large, flat-screen television in the corner of the room flickered on and began to play this segment, startling young Haru. It seemed to be a piece from the local news, which meant it was likely the owner of the Shadow had watched it at some point as well. She knew who Mitsuru Kirijou was, of course. Her father had been murdered as well, a long time ago. And, much like Haru, she’d been the successor of a great company. In the days following her father’s death Haru could only envy a woman like that, whom had found the courage to move on from it all. Was it thanks to her friends? She could only assume since that was how it’d been for her. 

The clip repeated itself. Again. And again. Why? Wondering if she just turn it off, she began to look for the remote. There didn’t seem to be anything around, so was there a button on the screen somewhere? “Hm… Doesn’t look like it.” For the first time since coming to, she spoke. To no one in particular of course, since even as she was feeling around behind the television there wasn’t anyone else in the room. 

“Have you already lost track of the remote, milady?” A sweet, girlish voice offered a suggestion from beyond the TV she was looking behind, causing Haru to bump her head on a low hanging shelt above with a yelp. “A-Are you alright milady!?” She felt a hand wrap around her wrist and gently guide her out from behind the television, Haru eventually face to face with the speaker. A… maid? A beautiful one at that. She seemed to be a little older than Haru herself, with ample breasts that were pronounced by a cut-out top. Big, blue eyes stared at her with concern, but she seemed conflicted about whether or not she should speak more. “…?”

They’d never had any maids in the building that dressed like this… Was she a part of the Palace? She must have been. But naturally Haru hadn’t the foggiest clue that she’d just been reunited with one of her lost companions. The teen shook her head. “O-Oh, I’m sorry! I was just startled. I didn’t realize anyone else was in the room.” A door couldn’t have opened without her noticing. Every door in this loft was automatic and made a hissing noise as it was relocated, but perhaps because her head had been behind the booming television…? Haru’s eyes made contact with the maid’s own brilliant blue, and from that moment on she wasn’t able to pull them away. There was something almost hypnotic about them, a trait the maid herself had no idea about. As far as the maid, Ryuko, was concerned she’d simple been sent to this room with instructions.

‘Guide the girl you find there to the outfit I’ve laid out and tell her to put it on.’ Those were the only instructions she were given, unaware of the hypnotic ability her own eyes had been given to make the task easier. “Oh, I see! I-I’m so sorry!” She naturally pushed her breasts together with her arms, making them pop out even farther in comparison to their usual resting place. Not that Haru was able to really look at them, gaze still locked to Ryuko’s own. “Could you possibly come with me, milady?” Breaking the eye contact with Haru, the sexy maid pivoted and turned towards a nearby door. Her guest said nothing in response but followed along after regardless. Was that okay…?

Inside of the room was a simple bed, white duvet made neatly. There was a dresser with a large mirror, a closet, and a desk with a laptop open on it. But it was what was on the bed that would command the attention of anyone who entered due to how its color contrasted. A black catsuit. It was questionable attire, and at a glance Haru was fairly certain there was no way she had the figure to try it on… yet the moment the maid asked her to do so she began to follow the order silently. 

Haru wasn’t a particularly confident individual, and that extended to her body. There was more than one reason that she bundled up in a manner that concealed so much of her skin, so something like stripping in front of a stranger should have been impossible. But the order that commanded her bypassed her preferences even if she mentally protested. It wasn’t long before she was entirely in her birthday suit, regular attire folded neatly on the bed beside the catsuit. Yes, there was nothing bombastic about Haru’s physical appearance, from average breasts to an overall average build. Where she excelled was in natural beauty after all, and you didn’t need to be sexy to be beautiful of course.

Glancing back at the door, it seemed the maid had disappeared? Yet she still felt compelled to follow the order she’d been given. Still, the maid’s absence had somehow allowed her to regain her voice. “I don’t see why I’d wear something like this, but…” Fingers ran across the smooth latex of the catsuit, which she couldn’t fully grasp the full appearance of. She inevitably clenched it with her entire hand and pulled it upward so that she could shake its full appearance outward. Turning it, there was an obvious hold in the back to serve as an entry point, with even the boots dangling at the bottom being a part of the suit. “Who… would even wear something like this?” Ann maybe? It looked more like a prop from an action movie. 

Compelled to do so, she eventually held the black latex outward and slid a leg down the length of the garment, followed by her second leg as toes wiggled into ill-fitting boots. As she figured, this wasn’t the right size for her… “Ow!” For a moment it felt like her feet had crunched, but at the pain cleared the discomfort she felt in the boots had faded away. Little did she know that her entire foot had shrunk a size!

Pulling the catsuit upward to prepare it to place her torso through, the cold material pressed itself against her legs and pelvis. Her toneless appearance shone through the material around her legs for but a moment before the suit’s special effects kicked in. For a moment it seemed that the material was squeezing her legs tighter, but in fact it was the opposite. The mass of her legs was changing beneath, thanks to stimulation given by the catsuit itself. Thanks to its skintight nature it was possible to see each muscle twitch as a pair of averagely built legs became more and more defined, before that definition was immediately largely concealed by a feminine softness speaking of the wielder’s desire to stay fit but also conventionally beautiful where she could. 

The material clinging to her thighs and hips as she readied to slide a hand through the first arm, swelling began to occur in these areas. Bones rearranged painlessly but noticeably as the span of her hips enlarged until a noticeable thigh gap was present, her thighs themselves taking on the same mass of muscle of her lower legs while growing leaner and toned in the sexiest way imaginable. 

As it clung snugly against her ass, the same effect rippled through her ass cheeks as they pulled inward with muscle for a moment before a wave of fat splurged forward and gave it the mixed definition that would make it a dream for any that might grab it. Firm, yet soft. Her pussy changed as well, of course, but it was more in the sense that Haru had been a virgin while the woman she was becoming was someone well versed in sexual conquest. Pubes themselves were washed with a crimson color before disappearing entirely as a black thong took form between the catsuit and her skin.

But despite the changes Haru had been incapable of looking at them. The crunches, the popping, the fact she’d grown several inches in height, it was all noise as she was forced to obey the command to continue adorning the outfit. Which, as she could gleam from its reflection in the mirror, seemed to be built for something like fighting? Its intricate design suggested it was armored in some form, but did little to hide the very particular shape of her body.

Fingers wiggled into the gloves of the catsuit on either side, and the latex pressed up against the whole of her torso like a mold. Fingers felt too short within the length of the gloves for but a single moment before she could suddenly feel the tips of her fingers touching the tips of the gloves with sharp nails leading the charge. Her hands on the whole became daintier but more callous from repeated use. The changes to her arms weren’t particularly evident even with the material clinging sensually to her body, but they actually became leaner than they had been before. Swinging pole-arms around had given Haru a significant build in her arms, and yet that melted away as if she’d been wielding a lighter weapon all along.

A tingle ran through her belly, which readjusted it’s length to suit the figure of a taller woman. The catsuit pressed itself into a navel that twitched as the muscles all around it reshaped to become more toned, more sexy, as the arc of her belly took on its new pronounced curvature. 

The most significant changes to her torso, however, took place around her breasts. The material of the catsuit had been designed to fit the wearer snugly at first, and so Haru’s paltry chest size was on full display even as she struggled to reach behind and zip it up herself, making the chest sticking out more pronounced. Her nipples, suddenly, began to press against the material as each bounce of Haru’s twins as she struggled behind her became more and more pronounced. The latex stretched as her breasts became not only bigger, but also more perky as well. The swelled and swelled, inevitably halting at a size that wasn’t bombastic but was certainly far more impressive than they had been prior.

With a triumphant ZIP Haru finally managed to completely do up the catsuit, and so she was wearing it in its entirety. What was left of Haru was merely her head atop a body that was not her own. It was a body that was far taller, far more athletic, and far sexier than her own, adorning a latex catsuit that she wouldn’t have been caught dead in under normal circumstance. But despite how unusual and foreign her reflection was, she couldn’t register it as out of place.

In fact she was overcome by a wave of confidence. She puckered at the mirror seductively, her lips inflating mid-gesture as red lipstick spread itself across their surface. Cheekbones became more pronounced and nose more petite as her face took on an overall more mature look; which was to be expected to match a body that was now in its twenties versus the teenaged girl she’d been before. As crimson swept through the length of her chestnut hair and began to spill down her back, the remaining mental changes took hold just as the same crimson claimed the color of her eyes, lashes growing with care.

“I am the heiress of Okumura… No… Kirijou…?” Speaking in a deeper, more sultry voice, she seemed confused about her own identity for a moment. Memories of the bonds she’d forged over the past year were rewritten in real time, memories of the Phantom Thieves themselves gone and replaced by those of… SEES? She forgot nothing of shadows, but rather recalled different tales of their dangers. And this loft… Yes, she was staying here on invitation from that person, right? An individual that wished for her to exterminate all of the Shadows in this place?

Deep in thought, she didn’t notice as someone threw a fur coat over her shoulders. Red eyes glanced back. “Oh? Ryuko, you were there.” During her stay in this place so far, this maid had seemingly been assigned to her. She’d been helpful, but perhaps a little too eager. One might even say she’d been a little too perverse despite how quiet and shy she seemed to be. 

“Y-Yes… Kirijou-sama… Master would like to meet with you…” With the mention of the Kirijou name, her flustered memories found ground. Yes, she was Mitsuru Kirijou. The iconic daughter of the Kirijou Group, though she had little sway in it now. Mitsuru took one last look at her reflection, maintaining that she had to look both beautiful and professional when meeting a client.

“Very well. Shall we, Ryuko? I trust you know the way?”

“Y-Yes!”

