PERSONA 5: PALACE OF LUST
CHAPTER 5: OBJECTIFIED
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· CATSUIT INANIMATE TF

Bright blue eyes fluttered open with surprise. The last she could remember was being hit by… something? She’d been exploring a Palace right? And then she’d lost consciousness. She wasn’t actually sure if she’d been hit by something, but if that really was the case she’d make sure to repay that hit with interest later.

The girl laying on the ground was Ann Takamaki. She was a girl that, as she was only half Japanese, had spent a great deal of her life feeling as if she didn’t belong and having those fears backed up by the actions of her peers. It was a life that had its ups and down as all lives did, and for a short time she’d wondered if it would ever improve at all, but upon meeting and joining the Phantom Thieves it did. Panther, as her Thieves name was, had finally found a place where she belonged after such a long time, and she wasn’t going to lose it.

“About time you woke up.” A distorted voice sounded from nearby, forcing the teen to finally sit up and look around at her surroundings. She’d thought her seat to be a little too comfortable to be anything other than a bed, but it appeared she’d been laying on a pile of women’s clothing. Rather, clothing of that nature was piled high all around her. She’d only been sitting on a lump compared to the literal hills that filled what appeared to be a warehouse, and standing several feet away from her was… her?

There was no refuting her appearance, except it didn’t look quite right. The phantom at her feet was completely in the nude, so Ann could tell immediately: that person was an older version of herself. She had the same face, yet her hair was longer. She had the same height, but her feminine features were more defined. Larger breasts, plumper thighs, it was like looking into a mirror that showed you what you’d look like in five years. 

If not for the woman’s glowing, golden eyes and the amused smirk across her plump lips, Ann might have been interested. But she was concerned. This was, indeed, a Shadow taking her form. The teen shot up and pointed a finger with the intention of looking intimating, yet an overwhelming coldness distracted her from that fit of duly placed anger. It was like she was… naked? No, looking down that was exactly what was happening! The Shadow had stripped her? “I didn’t do it.” Licking her lips, she snapped her fingers. The sound itself brought Ann to immediately tense up, a memory that had been taken returning.

She’d woken up here earlier. This Shadow had asked her to strip and she’d done so readily before passing out. Why…? “Because you understand that you’re my property now.” ‘Property’. It was a term that sent a shiver down Panther’s spine if only because of how closely it hit to home. As a beautiful girl she’d spent her whole life objectified, and as someone that practiced modeling she was more than aware and wary of the risks of objectification. She couldn’t have known, of course, that the term ‘property’ was being used much more literally in this case. 

“Your property?” Ann snapped, taking several steps off of the pile of dressed and underwear she’d been resting on with one hand defiantly upon her hip as the other pointed aggressively at the Shadow. “I don’t belong to anyone, let along a Shadow wearing my skin! I’m not going to let you do whatever you want. CARME--!”

“You’re the property of Ann Takamaki.” The Shadow muttered it under her breath as Panther had prepared to unleash her Persona, and upon reaching the human’s ears she halted her summoning and repeated, without question, this phrase with affirmation.

“I’m the property of Ann Takamaki. …What!?” Hypnosis? Was it something like that? Dainty fingers rose to her lips as she attempted to process just what happened, but her adult Shadow self didn’t relent. She took several steps to close the gap between her original and herself, ducking behind her as Ann herself was left paralyzed. Ann could feel a slender fingertip run down the entirety of her back, the cold sensation practically electric. She couldn’t see that along this line her skin had begun to harden and rise, the interlocking mechanism of a zipper taking shape down its entire length as if it were holding her skin itself in place.

Then came a sensual whispering in her ear. “Your name isn’t Ann Takamaki. You have no name. Objects don’t have names.” Blue eyes widened as Ann felt something change. Her name. She had a name, didn’t she? It was… What was it!? A… Every time she thought she’d grasped it, it slipped out of her grasp. Of course… she wouldn’t have a name, right? That would be silly.

“I don’t have a name…”, she replied with a defeated murmur, something like a name or even a title now too far beyond her comprehension to even grasp. The Shadow responded with a hearty cackle. 

“Then who is Ann Takamaki?”

“You are… Wait a sec!” She’d almost been caught up entirely in the Shadow’s trance when a moment of clarity returned. The girl couldn’t quite recall the identity she’d lost, and in fact her perception of her own form seemed to be slipping with each passing moment (what did she look like? what was she?), but the fact that there was something very strange about this situation remained. Her protest had no conclusion however, and as quickly as that clarity remained it slipped into the darkness as the Shadow’s hand reached a hand around her front and groped her right breast, breathing heavy on her ear. The girl, of course, responded with a shrill shriek. 

Fingers ran up and down the length of a breast that was of an average size. It was fondled and massaged, nipple played with as the girl formerly known as Ann could only stand still and take it with cute noises of pleasure. But the sensation dulled the more it continued, almost as if she was losing feeling in her skin. Despite that, the apparent mass of her breast seemed to grow, taking on a size similar to that of the Shadow massaging it as the skin itself became harder, sleeker. A dark crimson began to permeate throughout its growing size, absorbing any beauty marks and even her nipple as the surface became shinier and shinier. A second hand eventually reached over ‘Ann’s shoulder and began to massage the second breast, the same sensation of growth and eventual absence of feeling was replicated. 

The girl had lost her voice at this point, and the crimson that had claimed her chest began to creep down the length of her arms and torso. For the most part the frame of her body didn’t change, but rather its geography was altered. Physical features like her navel were swallowed by hardening skin, becoming one with the greater leather as the changes wrapped around her back, meeting the newly formed zipper to create an appearance that looked far more natural. 

As the changes began to pervade her lower body, blonde pubic hair fell from above her pussy as the skin around her pelvis began to harden, bright red spreading like a plague. Her hips flared in preparation for the oncoming alterations, her thighs only growing thicker with each passing moment; yet instead of growing soft and supple they, too, took on a firmer leather texture. ‘Ann’ had been aroused by all of the changes taking place, as while she couldn’t find the strength to look down at her body the warmth had spread to her crotch, and a finger from behind decided to penetrate her cunt for just a moment before it was forced out, crimson oozing out and sealing the hole while leaving an imprint to imply that there was one beneath, or rather that one might press up against it. The same could be said about her ass, which had expanded but had found its crack covered by the same hide that had claimed both cheeks and removed their ability to jiggle. Even so, a slight indent showed where it once had been, with the general shape of the material suggesting it was normally worn by someone that adorned it snugly.

Wore.

It.

Her thoughts had begun to change to the point that she no longer considered herself a human. She It had no gender, merely the shape of a human woman. It was meant to be worn. But It rejected this, if only for a moment, and found its strength to raise its arms. They were bright red now, It could see that, and they had a shiny gloss to them that couldn’t possibly be human skin. But what was more terrifying was that there were no hands. It could feel them? But… 

AH?

It cried out internally as its field of vision suddenly plummeted and its body went limp, as if its head had been cut from its own body. It felt its eyes hit the ground right side up, and it could only stare up at the sight in front of it. A sexy human woman gripping the collar of a piece of clothing. A brilliant, crimson catsuit that shone under the light of the room, a pair of boots and gloves laying on the ground below it. But It knew. That was them. It was that catsuit. 

It could feel as Ann Takamaki’s fingers gripped the zipper and the sound of it being undone echoed throughout the clothing-filled space, waves of pleasure wracking it’s body with no outlet. It could feel it’s insides open up, cold air filling the space inside of it. But It didn’t want to be filled with nothing. It was clothing. It wanted to be worn.

So It was elated when Ann’s arm reached through one sleeve as a leg slid inside the bottom. It pressed up against her warm flesh and suckled the beads of perspiration that had formed after being trapped in this sweltering room for so long. A second leg went through, and the human pulled It snugly up against her pussy and ass. It was designed to hug her body perfectly, of course, and it was like the catsuit was tasting her pussy itself as that warm ran through It. Ann stuffed her second arm in the opposing sleeve, and she finally reached back to find the zipper at the base of the back.

She pulled it up and the catsuit clung tighter. The existence that had once been known as Ann Takamaki suckled her replacement’s ass crack and buried into her navel as she encapsulated Ann’s large breasts, her erect nipples massaged by the suit’s soft leather while bulging over the top of gratuitous cleavage. Holding those breasts just made It feel so good. This is what It was created to do.

Ann Takamaki smirked at the catsuit’s point of view on the ground and eventually crouched down over top of it as she reached for It. It could feel her fingers through It’s eyes as she raised it’s point of view up to her own, and she fastened It to her face. That was right… It was a mask as well. And gloves and boots that were strewn across the ground. 

The human ran her fingertips across the dent of her pussy and groped the material around her own ass, which sent shock waves through the material’s ‘body’. “Mhm. This works nicely after all. So snug! So sexy!” Being called ‘sexy’ just made the catsuit feel even better. Ann groped her own breasts. “Well then, shall we go show you off?”

‘Yes! Show me off! Show me off to everyone!’ was all It could think. Because being shown off, being worn like this, it was the best! Clothing was created to be worn, after all.

