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INTRODUCTION

The Promo Team series is a little different from my other books. It was heavily inspired by the OTTII universe, first created by Toxis in Race Queen. I also drew inspiration from Narikin by trilby else. 

This series takes place in Japan and there are certain Japanese customs I have tried to follow. This has mostly come about via names. In Japan, the surname or family name goes first. The given name is second. I follow that same convention in this story. Further, honorifics are used following names in many situations. 

Even though I actually took several years of Japanese language in school, I am not an expert. I may have done something incorrect, but I did try to make this aspect of the story correct. 

In an attempt to explain the honorifics, the main character in the first book, Hina, does make note of them and how they might change. I used less explanation of the honorifics in this book, but it should still be relatively clear. The important ones to remember are san, which looking back, was not used very much. After a certain point, chan is used frequently, denoting certain characters as on the bimbo spectrum. Additionally, buchou is used for a boss and shachou is used for the leader of a company. The former shows up a lot and the latter needs to be noted. 

One final note is I should come clean about the name of the company in this story. Kaisha Corporation does not exist. In fact, kaisha means company or firm. 

The English translation would be Company Corporation. However, I figured by doing this that I wouldn’t accidentally use someone’s name or create something offensive. That is not my intention with any of this. I just wanted to write a sexy bimbo story set in Japan, using just a little bit of what I learned in school. 

With all of that out of the way, I hope you enjoy this novella and the rest of the series. There will be four books in this series, all featuring recurring characters. 

~Sadie
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“I did it,” I cheered as I read the acceptance letter. I had been hoping for this day to come for months. Kaisha Corporation hired new recruits every month, but they were rarely westerners like me. I felt like one of the few white women who actually lived in Japan. Everyone else I saw was almost always a tourist. 

“Congratulations, Adams Mary,” the letter said. “You have been accepted by Kaisha Corporation for the next recruiting class.” I noted how they wrote my name in the Japanese style, with the family name first. I was used to that, although people seemed to struggle with pronouncing my last name. The s was where it usually went wrong, but I was used to that now. 

I worked as a journalist for a foreign news agency, but I had a deal with my boss that let me perform some independent work on the side, run through him. That way it always looked like I was fully on the up and up with the Japanese authorities. I had to follow the rules, even if I thought they were bullshit. 

Ever since I moved to Japan three years ago, fresh out of journalism school, I had heard about Kaisha Corporation. They were one of the big conglomerate businesses in the country, seemingly having their fingers in every pie imaginable. It seemed as if Kaisha had a presence at every trade show in the country, no matter what the show was for. They literally did everything. 

However, I’d also heard strange rumors about the company. I had managed to briefly chat with a few employees. They all loved their work and openly shared how well they were treated. And from what I could tell, the benefits packages for Kaisha employees were well above the standard. The employees were well compensated for their work. But I still thought I should find someone who was dissatisfied with their work. In America, it would have been easy to find someone like that. Here, no one would speak ill of Kaisha. 

Employee morale was not the only oddity about the company. The employee turnover rate was lower than any other company I’d ever come across. And I did a lot of research on that when I saw the figures. There were some employees that left for various reasons, a change in home circumstances, but rarely for a job in a competing company. Once someone went to work for Kaisha Corporation, they were there for life, until retirement. 

And then there was how the company hired to begin with. Instead of looking for

the best candidate to fill a specific position, they instead cast a wide net and hired people through a lottery. It didn’t seem to matter what their skills were to begin with. Kaisha evaluated and trained the new employees for the jobs that were available. And everyone seemed to love it. 

I had been looking at Kaisha for months, wondering what was really going on. I had carefully poked around, never putting my name out there, but still managing to collect data and stories. The simple fact was it didn’t add up in my mind. I compared what I’d learned to other companies, including Kaisha’s Japanese peers. Nothing compared. Either Kaisha had struck gold when it came to employee retention and morale or there was something going on that no one was talking about. I needed to find out. 

Of course, as a westerner, it seemed unlikely that I would ever be selected for employment. I had to fake some of the skills I submitted with my application. I did make it clear that Kaisha would need to sponsor me to continue to work in Japan. The recruiting coordinator understood and passed along my information. I was close to finding a patsy, a Japanese person to go in undercover for me and sneak out whatever they could, but then I got my acceptance letter. 

I fired off a quick email to my boss, explaining I needed to take an unofficial leave of absence. He understood what that meant. I was on a scoop for something he could sell, making us both money. He didn’t even enter the leave into the computer system. I was still getting paid normally. 

Unfortunately, the acceptance letter came just days before I needed to report to Kaisha Corporation headquarters. The four-block skyscraper complex was impressive. I had hung around the buildings, observing the employees who came and went. I noted the efficiency everyone seemed to cherish, but that was not particularly unusual. But there’s only so much one can learn from the outside looking in. Now that I had that chance, I didn’t have a lot of time to get my affairs in order. 

Luckily, moving halfway around the world had made my life a little easier in that regard. I already had my various bills on autopay. I even had my monthly rent deducted automatically. I just needed to move a little money around, making sure I had enough in the appropriate accounts to cover expenses. And then I assumed my Kaisha paycheck would cover things for a while, until I became an unlikely quitter. As soon as I had all the information I needed, I would be out of

there. I didn’t want to risk myself after discovering the shady stuff there. 

And other than my boss, I didn’t have many friends in Japan. There were a few people I hung out with occasionally, but it was rare and not unusual for one or all of us to go without contact for a while. I wasn’t worried about being gone for a month. They might not even notice I was missing. That was just how we were. 

Just like that, I was ready. 
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On the morning of the big day, when I was supposed to report to Kaisha Corporation headquarters to begin my training, I made sure to leave extra early. 

Recruitment worked on a monthly schedule and I had been watching long enough to figure it all out. They staggered entry times so that the processing queue never got overwhelmed. I didn’t need to report until late in the afternoon, although I gave myself plenty of time to get there. 

My acceptance letter had included a list of items I was allowed to bring. 

Apparently the list of banned items was long. I could bring my phone with me, but it would be confiscated for the term of my training. The secrecy was another big reason why I wanted to figure out what was going on here. The few things I was allowed to bring fit in a small backpack, so I carried that with me. 

Part of me thought it was odd for the company to provide us all with a training uniform. That was my understanding of it. We were to wear company approved clothing at all times during the thirty days of training. Part of me wanted to scoff at the idea, preferring my individuality, but this was one thing I didn’t want to rock the boat on. Maybe it was my red hair that made me want to stand apart from everyone else. I had no idea. But I was willing to set that aside for the next month. That was how long I needed to last for. 

“Here we go,” I said when I reached the main door for the primary Kaisha building. I was still early, but it was raining out, so I didn’t want to hang around outside, getting wet, when I could be inside where it was warm and dry. 

The lobby was abuzz with action, people walking this way and that. There was a constant flow of people going in and out, performing their duties, whatever they might be. Everyone was dressed professionally, which was more than I could say for myself. I had arrived wearing jeans and a sweater, far more casual than most people. But I could usually get away with it as a westerner. If I had been Japanese, it would have been a different story. 

I walked up to the main desk. There was a woman sitting there who happened to be free. 

“Hello,” I said in near perfect Japanese. Not only had I been living here for three years, but I had taken Japanese all through my childhood at school. I still had a bit of an accent, but it was minor and sometimes unnoticeable. “I am reporting

for training today.” 

“Welcome to Kaisha Corporation,” the woman said as she took my acceptance letter and my ID card, checking my identification and making sure I was in the computer. 

I stood there, drumming my fingers on the counter. It was a bad habit I had picked up and I’d never been able to kick it. I did it whenever I was nervous. 

And I was definitely nervous. If I was discovered to actually be a journalist, I could be in big trouble. I didn’t actually know what they would do to me, but I didn’t want to find out either. 

The woman looked mildly annoyed by my actions, leading me to stop, but then a moment later I was doing it again without even thinking. Luckily, it did not seem to distract her from her work. She quickly confirmed I was supposed to be there and even printed out instructions for how to get to my dormitory room. 

“You will need to wear this wristband,” she said as she held out a blue plastic band. “It is for security purposes, both yours and the company’s. It will give you access to the rooms and areas where you have permission to be. It must be worn at all times, including while you sleep. Is that understood?” 

“Yes, I understand,” I said as I held out my left hand for her. 

The woman took a moment to attach the wristband to my wrist. She tightened it to the point I was comfortable to wear, but tight enough to prevent me from pulling it off. I would have to be able to separate my joints to slide it off and I definitely didn’t have that skill. 

“This card will direct you where to go,” she said, handing me the directions card. 

“It also includes your schedule for today. Do you have any other questions for me?” 

Did I have questions for her? I had a million questions. I wanted to know everything about how this system worked. I wanted to ask her how she came to be a receptionist here. I wanted to ask her about her ability to advance. I had yet to hear about anyone getting promotions here. They always seemed to enter at a single level and continue in that role, maybe indefinitely. But I also knew asking her questions would only bring further suspicion upon me. I already stood out as a westerner. 

“No, but thank you,” I said as politely as I could. 

“The elevators are over there,” she said, pointing, sending me on my way. 

I bowed slightly to her and then followed where she directed. The elevators were obvious. It was where much of the hub of activity came from, people getting on and off the elevators, coming and going. 

It took me a moment to figure out what I needed to do. There were no up and down buttons as there usually were. Instead, there was a sensor that I needed to swipe my wristband across, letting the system know I needed to go up. I was headed to the ninth floor. That was apparently where the trainee dormitories were. 

I noticed other people did not wear wristbands, but they still swiped their wrists across the sensor. It made me wonder if they had some sort of implant instead of a wristband. It sounded like a cool idea, but I wasn’t sure I was willing to have a microchip inserted into my arm or wrist. That felt too Orwellian for me. 

An elevator going up opened. Several people got out before I could step inside. I noted how this elevator lacked buttons. The system knew where I was going apparently. Then again, there was really only one place I was allowed to go at first. 

I definitely garnered a lot of looks from the other elevator passengers. It had taken some getting used to when I first moved to Japan. I was the outsider. And while most people were nice to me, I rarely forgot that this was not my real home. 

The elevator started going up. It stopped at the sixth floor and a severe looking woman stepped off. No one got on. We all reorganized ourselves, giving each other a respectful distance. Then the elevator started going up again. 

When the doors opened on the ninth floor, I stepped off immediately. I then glanced down at my card and followed its directions to reach the dormitory. The hallways on level nine were cold and sterile. Even wearing soft soled shoes, I could hear each and every footstep. The hallway was relatively empty. For such a big building with thousands of employees, this level felt far more empty. 

That, however, all changed when I finally stepped into my dormitory. It was a

long hallway with pod-like rooms stacked on top of each other. Some of the doors were open, with people lounging in their tiny little rooms. I glanced in one and it looked like there was about two square meters of walking room and then a bed. It was a tiny space, but I figured these rooms were better than the creepy capsule hotels. I could never get my mind around that. They were cheaper than standard hotels, but it was like sleeping in a coffin. No thank you. 

I finally reached my room. It was set off the floor by about a meter. I had to climb a little ladder to get up to it. That wasn’t a problem. I was mobile enough for that sort of thing. I climbed up into my room for the next month and threw my backpack onto my bunk. It was raised about a meter off the floor. The whole dormitory was set up to maximize space. My bunk was directly above the full height quarters of the room below me. That same area in my room was above my downstairs neighbor’s bunk. It worked, but it was weird. 

I looked over my schedule to find I had about an hour before an all trainee meeting in the main auditorium. That gave me time to change into my new uniform that I found resting on the foot of my bunk. It also gave me time to freshen up a little bit, to splash some water on my face. I might even be able to meet my fellow trainees while I was here. 

The uniform turned out to be similar to hospital scrubs. They were blue, Kaisha’s primary log color. I couldn’t call them flattering, but they weren’t bad. I had seen worse. And I didn’t see a problem with wearing the uniform for the next month, assuming I got supplied with a clean one every day. 

I took my time changing clothes, putting everything away. There was a little pullout sink. I used that to splash some water on my face, just enough to make me feel alert and awake. Then I sat down with my feet dangling into the dormitory hallway. 

My fellow trainees would walk by. I waved and greeted them. Some returned my greetings. Others ignored me and kept walking. I just shrugged it off. Once again, I was the outsider here. I was used to it and I had accepted it. But it was fun to see the different people who had been selected. There were men and women from seemingly all walks of life. No matter what skills or backgrounds people had, right now, right here, we were all equals. We all had to go through the same training, the same evaluations. It was only at the end when we would learn our fates. And I, for one, was excited to find out what Kaisha had planned

for me. This was going to be the best article I ever wrote. 
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When the time came, I and all my other trainees filed into a large auditorium. If I had to guess, there were over one thousand of us. And we each had assigned seats. I swiped my wristband across a sensor and my seat number flashed on an adjacent screen. From there, it was only a matter of making my way to my seat. 

Despite the fact there were so many of us, the room was surprisingly quiet. 

There was a little chatter as people introduced themselves to each other. I did not have such a luxury. The people sitting next to me purposely diverted their eyes, ignoring me. I couldn’t really blame them. I was the only white person in the room. I was the only non-Japanese person in the room. And as an other, it was easier to ignore me than to engage with me. 

Finally, once everyone got settled, the lights pointed at the stage at the front of the auditorium. A man walked out on stage. He wore a tailored suit and had a big smile on his face. “Welcome to Kaisha Corporation,” he said. “I am Kaneda Benkei and I am the training coordinator for your month-long training course. I may or may not get to meet each one of you personally, but you will definitely get the opportunity to work alongside my staff.” 

A door opened next to the stage and roughly fifty people walked out, forming a line along the side of the auditorium. These were the people I needed to fool as I collected information on Kaisha and the training environment. 

“But before we begin with your first session,” Mr. Kaneda continued, “there is someone very special who wants to speak to you. Please welcome Kurosawa Sugita, President of Kaisha Corporation.” 

The curtains behind Mr. Kaneda parted and out walked the big man in charge. 

Mr. Kurosawa was renowned for his running of Kaisha Corporation. His reign at the top was long tenured. His name and Kaisha were almost synonymous. It seemed as if one could not exist without the other. And it was under his leadership that Kaisha Corporation became the juggernaut that it now was, with the most loyal workforce anywhere in Japan. 

“Hello and welcome,” Mr. Kurosawa said with a jovial smile. “I like to be here on the first day of training for each recruiting class when my schedule allows it. I have no doubts that you will all become perfect Kaisha Corporation employees. 

You have my thanks for joining us and I wish you all the best of success as you

integrate into the best company in all of Japan.” 

The audience clapped, clearly happy with Mr. Kurosawa’s words. I followed along, but my attention was not on the man himself, but on someone else. 

Behind him, in the shadow behind the curtain, I spotted someone interesting. I had seen the various women that made up the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team. 

They were all unnaturally busty and had blonde hair. And their uniforms were always skimpy, with their midriffs exposed and their deep cleavage on display. 

And there was one such woman, a promo girl, backstage. 

I got the impression she was there with Mr. Kurosawa. She only seemed to have eyes for him. She stood there, her hands clasped in front of her, her arms pushing her big tits together even more. She looked like a sexpot, a bimbo toy for Mr. 

Kurosawa. And I had no doubt that she was exactly that. She was difficult to see from so far away and with her standing in the shadows, but if there was one person I wanted to interview for my article, it was her. 

Eventually Mr. Kurosawa left the stage. He retreated behind the curtain. And just as I expected, he linked arms with the busty blonde backstage, leading her to who knew where. She seemed not only happy to act as his arm candy, but she actually seemed to enjoy it. I just shook my head, unable to understand how women could behave that way. 

I knew bimbos and trophy wives existed. There were women who just wanted to look pretty and never have to worry about a thing. I even understood the desire, but I could never do that to myself. I could never turn off my brain and let someone lead me around as if I was their pet. 

Thankfully, the curtain closed and Mr. Kaneda returned to the stage. He went back to talking, but I admittedly started to zone out. I felt like I was getting sleepy, although I couldn’t understand why. I was still listening, even as I slowly closed my eyes. I just didn’t feel like I was properly absorbing whatever Mr. 

Kaneda was talking about. His words went in one ear and, seemingly, out the other. 

“And that’s it for today’s introduction,” Mr. Kaneda said. I sat bolt upright, suddenly realizing the meeting was over. I looked around to see other people acting similarly. What did it say when the introduction meeting of a month-long training put people to sleep. This was not a good start. “We’ll be starting fresh

tomorrow morning so make sure to get plenty of sleep. We have so much planned for you all.” 

And just like that, we were dismissed to go back to our rooms. I practically jumped over people to get out of the auditorium. After what I had seen and experienced, I knew I needed to write down everything I could remember. 

Taking notes would ensure I could write an accurate article at the end of all this. 

That was the reason I was here. 
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The days quickly started to wear on me. I was always tired. The first full day of training started early, before I imagined the sun was up. Not that I could tell. The dormitory had no windows. Nor did any of the training rooms. I was completely dependent on Kaisha Corporation to tell me the time of day. I couldn’t even use my phone. 

That first night, someone came through the dormitory collecting phones. Each one was powered down and then marked with the owner, to be returned at the end of the month. Luckily, I had planned for that. There was no way they were going to let us keep phones with us. I brought lots of paper and several pens to write on, taking notes. 

Not that I had much energy to take notes. I wasn’t sure what it was, but I finished every day as if I had run a marathon. And I was pretty sure they hadn’t turned us all into a corporate running team. Those were popular in Japan. All the big corporations had running teams, competing in various road running events, like marathons, half marathons, and a relay race called an Ekiden. 

It wasn’t that my legs were tired, although they were from the more general exercise routines they put us through, but just generally tired. It was almost hard to write in the evenings before I went to bed. Meals were the only other down time we had and those were mostly taken in silence. No one talked to each other. 

No one formed bonds with each other. We all struggled together, but without any camaraderie that I would have expected. 

The worst part was how I always seemed to lose focus during the training sessions. I had no idea what I was even doing half the time. I lost hours at a time, time I knew I was in a training session, but when I was done, I felt as if I had woken up from the least satisfying nap ever. It was all very disconcerting. 

On top of the training, whatever that really was, and the exercise routines, was the evaluations. I actually looked forward to those, because it meant I could talk to people and be myself, more or less. I was a little worried at first, since it was painfully obvious that I had falsified my skills to get hired. But that was the beauty of this system. Once I got in, Kaisha was either supposed to train me for my new job with them or they would place me where I could use my current skills to best effect. They weren’t going to fire me unless I revealed to them that

I was really a journalist. 

But day after day, it got to me. The monotony of it all was the problem. The evaluations didn’t actually give me any insight into the people who worked at Kaisha. They were run by the training staff that Mr. Kaneda marched out the very first day. And they were not the talkative types. I tried. I really tried to get them to break out of their shells and talk to me, but they either ignored me or told me to be quiet. It was infuriating. 

“I think they’re trying to wear us down,” I told my downstairs neighbor one day. 

He ignored me, just like everyone else. I almost considered screaming at him, just to get him to react to me. I even thought about pushing him. I just needed someone to talk to me. 

But I didn’t go any further. I didn’t cause a scene or force a reaction from him. 

Instead, I climbed up into my little room and I pulled out pen and paper and I wrote about what little I remembered about the day. I wrote about how I was pretty sure I had just joined a cult. The Cult of Kaisha. That was actually a snazzy headline. But even as I wrote it down, I found myself wondering if I would actually ever get to write my article. I had a first hand account, but if this really was a cult, it was possible I might fall into its grasp. 

As soon as that thought entered my mind, I couldn’t get it out. Something was happening to me. I felt different. I felt like I was changing. And I had no idea how or why. All of us were changing. I just didn’t understand why I was the only one who could see it. 

After coming up with the cult idea, I decided to put my pen and paper away. I climbed onto my bunk and laid there, looking up at the ceiling. I took a deep breath, but sleep did not come easily. My mind whirred with ideas, but it all came back to one simple fact. I was different. My western upbringing placed me in a different situation. My values were different. What I accepted was different. 

I figured my brain worked differently, having grown up in America and only moved to Japan after college. 

Yes, I had been exposed to various aspects of Japanese culture during my studies. I had learned the language, read books in Japanese, even visited when I was younger, but I was still a western woman. I looked it, with my pale skin and red hair. But my exposure to Japan was limited and I had remained a western

person. And now I figured that was why I struggled when my fellow trainees flourished. Something was different about me and whatever was happening to us all, clashed in my mind. 

I had no idea how long I had been there. I had no idea how long I laid in bed that night, my brain unable to turn off. After what felt like hours, I was almost ready to beg to go through a training session. At least then my mind could turn off. I might be able to sleep as they did whatever they were doing to me. It was all I could hope for. And yet, eventually my tired state finally gave in. My eyes closed and my brain quieted for just long enough to fall asleep. It was a dreamless sleep, but that was what I needed. 
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“K aneda-buchou,” I said when he entered the room I had been placed in. 

Sometimes we were siphoned off into smaller groups, even with occasional one-on-one training, although it was more common to face that situation in evaluations. I made sure to use the proper honorific, since he was my boss here, at least until such time as I was transferred or quit. I still planned to quit. I just needed enough information for my article. 

“Hello, Adams-san,” he said. He stood in the doorway for a moment, the light from the hallway casting him in an otherworldly glow. 

I hadn’t known what to expect when I had been placed in this room. If I was honest with myself, it looked like an interrogation room out of the movies. There was a simple metal table in the small room. I was positioned with my back to the wall, facing the door. In this scenario, I was the prisoner to be interrogated. Not that I believed that was what this was about. 

“I did not expect you to take an interest in my training,” I said, trying to keep a level head. The situation I now found myself in made the little hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Something was not right. 

Mr. Kaneda stepped into the room properly and closed the door behind him. The single lamp above the table, hanging from the ceiling, cast the room in a soft light, throwing shadows. It was oddly calming, even though it reminded me of those movies. He pulled out the chair across from me and sat down. Then he looked at me, watching me, observing me, without saying a word. 

“Is there something I can help you with?” I eventually asked, breaking the silence. It was the silence that unnerved me. It was the same reason why I had almost yelled at my neighbor before. The silence bothered me more than anything else seemed to. 

“I’m trying to decide if we’re wasting our time with you,” Mr. Kaneda said. 

“Why would you be wasting your time with me?” I asked, trying to thread a careful line between playing nice and showing my defiance. 

“I’m not sure if it’s because you are American or if you’re hiding something from us,” he said. “But you aren’t taking to your training like the rest of them.” 

“You say that as if you’re brainwashing us,” I said with a smirk. I wanted to show that I was being playful, although that might have been the wrong tactic to take. Not knowing what all this training really amounted to left me confused. 

“Is that what you think we’re doing?” Mr. Kaneda asked. “You think we have the ability to completely change how your mind works?” 

“I meant it as a joke, but I won’t deny that I feel like you and your team are doing something to us.” 

“We are simply trying to mold you into better employees, to give you the training you need to be successful with Kaisha. You’re a university educated woman. You must understand how that happens, how your schooling trains you and prepares you for the workforce.” 

“I suppose,” I said. “So why don’t you think the training is working on me?” It was an honest question. And I hoped that the answer would help me pry under the hood, to look deeper within this whole situation and find the kernels of truth I needed to complete my article. 

“Actually, I’m wondering if it has worked and we’re just asking the wrong questions,” he said, tapping his fingers on the metal table in a steady rhythm. 

“So let’s pretend that I am asking the wrong questions. What do you think I should ask you to get to the bottom of this?” 

“You should be asking who I really am,” I answered, almost automatically. The words were out of my mouth before I even had a chance to consider them. 

“Okay, who are you?” Mr. Kaneda asked. His fingers kept hitting the table, tapping out a steady beat. But he leaned forward, looking more closely, gazing into my eyes. 

“My name is Mary Adams,” I said, using the western order of speech. “I’m a journalist looking into Kaisha Corporation and its unusual employment numbers.” 

It dawned on me that I was giving myself away. I was telling Mr. Kaneda my secrets. And yet, despite the fact I was sharing those secrets, I actually felt relief. 

I felt relief to finally open myself up to Mr. Kaneda, to bare my true self to Kaisha. A tear came to my eye, a tear of happiness. 

“So that’s what this is,” Mr. Kaneda said as he leaned back again. He kept the rhythmic tapping on the table going, not slowing or increasing speed. It was constant. “You came here to write an article. I suppose that makes sense. From a western perspective, our methods seem strange to you. And yet, despite our differences in culture, you are beginning to understand what we are all about.” 

“You are perfecting people,” I said. “You are helping people achieve their maximum potential.” 

I didn’t know where those words came from, but they sounded familiar. Had they come up in the trainings and I just forgot? Considering I just gave away the grand scheme I had cooked up, I felt remarkably calm. I wasn’t worried. I felt no fear of reprisal. I assumed Mr. Kaneda would want to throw me out, to have security throw me out onto the street, probably away from Kaisha’s front doors, and then search my dorm room, taking all of my notes. They had every right to do that. I had betrayed Kaisha and even though I knew that was my job, that betrayal hurt more than I could understand. It hurt me, knowing that I had hurt Kaisha. 

“That’s a good way of putting it. And I have to say, I’m actually relieved. I had thought this was a big culture clash. Instead, it was you hiding the fact you were a journalist. It all makes sense now. And that certainly explains how none of the skills you were supposedly good at ever ranked high for you. Your verbal and written evaluations were much better. With that single piece of information, everything slots together.” 

“I assume you’re going to kick me out of the program,” I said. “I can go collect my belongings now.” 

Mr. Kaneda looked at me, his lips turning up into a smile. “Why would we remove you?” 

“Because I betrayed you,” I said. “I planned to write a big exposé, telling the world about the weird stuff you do here.” 

“But you’re not going to do that, are you?” he asked. 

I bowed my head slightly, looking down at the table and his still drumming fingers. “No, I’m not going to write the article.” 

Again, I felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. The relief I received from giving up on the article was immense. I didn’t understand it, but there could be no article. I couldn’t even begin to imagine even adding to my notes anymore. It was abhorrent to consider besmirching Kaisha’s name. 

“You’re going to continue your training. And when the month is up, you’re going to write to your former employer, explaining that you have been given a better job with Kaisha Corporation. And you know it will be a better job, don’t you?” 

“Of course it will be,” I said. It was plain as day. Any job I had with Kaisha Corporation would be better than my previous journalism job. Just the fact I would be working for Kaisha was enough to make it better. 

“Good, I’m glad we’ve got all of this settled,” Mr. Kaneda said. “And I’m sure the remainder of your training will go much smoother now. You won’t be trying to fight it anymore. But I am curious. Did you have a title for your article yet?” 

“I was thinking of calling it the Cult of Kaisha,” I answered. 

“Hmm, an interesting name. Not necessarily wrong, but certainly misguided, don’t you think?” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. “It was misguided to ever think I was capable of such gross negligence as a journalist, writing something that was in such poor taste.” 

“Good,” Mr. Kaneda said as he stopped his drumming fingers. “I think that just about covers everything. Take the rest of the morning off. Go back to your room and take a nap. You look like you could use the sleep. But I want you ready to go after lunch. We still have more training for you to complete before your final assignment is announced.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said, standing up and then bowing deeply. “Thank you, Kaneda-buchou. You will not be disappointed in my work. I will make Kaisha proud.” 

“I know you will,” he said before dismissing me. 

I hurried back to my room, fully committed to doing all that was necessary to find success here. My deceit had weighed on me horribly, but now I had a chance to make things right. But before I climbed into my bunk for my

prescribed nap, I pulled out all the notes I had taken and ripped them up into little pieces. And then I put those pieces into a reclamation bin, putting them out of my life. 

When I did finally climb into my bunk, I fell asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow. 
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After my sit-down meeting with Kaneda-buchou, everything went smoothly for me. I felt more relaxed and rested. I slept better. I accepted the silence. As trainees, we were not here to become friends. That could happen once our jobs were defined. We could make friends with our real coworkers. 

I also started adopting a more Japanese way of thinking. Even in my head, I used honorifics. Instead of thinking about my boss as Mr. Kaneda, he was Kaneda-buchou. I even started introducing myself as Adams Mary when I was asked to. 

Those small things brought smiles to the faces of the training staff. And somehow, I knew that both Kaneda-buchou and Kaisha were proud of me. 

And those little changes made the rest of my training period fly by. Before I knew it, it was decision day. Just like that first day, we all filed into the big auditorium for one last session. It was here that we were going to find out what role had been selected for us. 

Each one of us swiped our wristbands across the sensor as we walked into the auditorium. Our assigned seats flashed on the screen, telling us where to go. I had been assigned the same seat as my first meeting, but I appreciated having the reminder. I could have found it eventually, but this was much more efficient. 

I sat down and waited. Last time, there had been some chatter as trainees talked to each other. This time there was only silence. We took our seats and then waited for the presentation to begin. 

“Last time I was up here,” Kaneda-buchou said as he stepped up on stage, “I was welcoming you to Kaisha Corporation. After the last thirty days of training, you are now about to become official employees. We pride ourselves in such a high rate of trainees moving into proper roles with the company. Although, I have to admit, we had one trainee this month who found it difficult for a while, but we got that straightened out and now they are truly one of us.” 

I blushed a little, knowing he was talking about me. I had been that trainee. But now that I was sitting there, about to move beyond trainee status and into a proper job with Kaisha, I couldn’t be happier. It really did feel like a dream come true. 

“I know you are all eager to get on with things, but I want to tell you all how

proud I am of you. Your work for the past month has made Kaisha proud. And I am certain you will continue to make Kaisha proud when you shift into your new jobs here. Obviously, not all of you will be able to start fresh. Some roles require additional training. For some, that could mean another month. For others, it could mean more. But do not fret, because all of you have a home here and that additional training will make you a better employee and a better person.” 

We all sat there, soaking in Kaneda-buchou’s words. There was a part of me that hoped to be given a job I could begin immediately. It was simple and would put an end to living at Kaisha Corporation headquarters. I could return to my apartment and go back to my life as it was before, albeit with a different job. But there was also part of me that wished for more training. I wasn’t sure why, but I figured it might have had something to do with how long I fought back against it. I missed out on its full effect, even if I ended up in the same place in the end. 

“Now there is no sense in waiting any longer,” Kaneda-buchou continued. 

“Under each of your chairs is an envelope. Please reach down now and open that envelope. It will contain your new role with Kaisha Corporation.” 

We all moved at once, each of us reaching beneath our seats. The envelopes were taped to the bottom of our chairs. I grabbed my envelope and slipped my finger under the seal, breaking it open. The people around me were doing the same thing, with the noise of ripping paper filling the hall. 

I pulled out the card on the envelope and took a deep breath before looking at what Kaisha had in store for me. 

“Congratulations Mary,” the card said. “You have been chosen to join the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team as a new Promo Girl.” 

I sat there, chewing on those words as they rattled around in my head. On the one hand, I was excited. I had a place at Kaisha Corporation. There had been a small worry in my head that my card might be blank or that there might not be an envelope at all. But on the other hand, I felt as if this moment was a let down. 

After all this time, after all that training, I was selected to become a Promo Girl. 

Somehow I was supposed to be like all those blonde bimbos with huge tits, talking cheerily about Kaisha products at events. It didn’t make sense. I wasn’t that type of woman. 

And yet, despite the negative emotions that came with Kaisha’s decision, I still

felt happy to know I had a place here. And just because I didn’t fit the mold when it came to the rest of the Promo Team, that didn’t mean it was all for naught. Maybe they wanted to diversify the team. Having a whole squad of equally chesty, blonde Japanese women was not necessarily in the long term interests in the company, even if there was definitely some solid branding there. 

Maybe Kaisha Corporation was looking to go in another direction. 

“For those who have not yet turned your cards over,” Kaneda-buchou called out, 

“please do so now. There are further instructions for each of you.” 

I turned my card over, feeling silly for not doing so before. I read through the instructions twice, trying to process it all. Kaneda-buchou was going to be my direct superior while I completed my Promo Team training. There was also an additional six months of training, although the card called that number approximate. It made me wonder just what they had in store for me. How hard was it to learn and then be able to talk about Kaisha Corporation’s products? 

I noticed the other trainees begin to get up and leave the room. They were likely headed off to visit whatever department they had been assigned to or to report to their next training assignment. But as I looked up, wondering what I was supposed to do, I saw Kaneda-buchou staring at me. I didn’t need to go anywhere other than up to the stage. He would lead me to where I needed to go next. 
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“H ow do you feel about your selected job?” Kaneda-buchou asked when I approached him. 

“I am honored to serve Kaisha Corporation in any way that I can,” I said. “But I don’t understand why this was selected for me. Would I not be more helpful to Kaisha in a role that uses my writing skills.” 

“That was considered,” he said. Most of the trainees had left the room, filing out and either returning to the dormitory to collect their belongings or going straight to their new assignments. “And there was going to be a use for English language people. There still will be if everything goes to plan. However, those plans have been delayed and we believe your best option is to join the Promo Team.” 

“I understand,” I said, although that could almost be classified as a lie. I didn’t really understand. I understood Kaneda-buchou’s reasoning, but that didn’t mean I agreed with his assessment or that of anyone else who played a role in the decision. “What will happen to me now?” 

That was a big question. It was a loaded question. I faced so many different possible paths, even with such a defined role as Promo Girl. With my western features and red hair, they could leave me as is, using me as a contrast to the clearly Japanese, but also very fake, Promo Girls already on the team. Or they could put me through the same series of trainings and surgeries, turning me into an identical copy of the other girls on the team. They might even attempt to make me appear more asian. Who knew? 

“I’m going to take you to your new room,” Kaneda-buchou answered. “And once you’re there, you will write a resignation letter to your boss. Your career as a journalist is over. You are to think of yourself as a Promo Girl from now on. 

You will also need to contact anyone who you consider a friend or family member, explaining that you’ve been given a great opportunity with Kaisha, but it will require too much of your time and energy to continue the relationship.” 

I found myself nodding along, agreeing with Kaneda-buchou without even really thinking about it. But those all sounded like important things to do. I needed to embrace my new role, no matter what additional training there was ahead of me or how much I still wanted to write as part of my job. My actions were not just my own anymore. They reflected on Kaisha Corporation and I wanted to put the

company I so revered in the best light possible. 

“Follow me.” 

Those were the only words I needed to hear before I followed Kaneda-buchou through a door beside the stage. He then led me through a series of corridors until we reached an elevator. He swiped his wrist over a sensor and I followed suit, swiping my wristband. We were not going back to the dormitory. 

Everything I had collected there would be left to clean up. I supposed I didn’t need any of that anymore. A Promo Girl had simple needs and Kaisha would provide everything I needed to serve the corporation. 

When the elevator door opened, Kaneda-buchou stepped on. I followed him. He then swiped his wrist over another sensor and input our destination. This was a different sort of elevator from the one I first used originally. 

“We will be replacing your wristband with an implant after you have written your letters,” Kaneda-buchou said as the elevator ascended. 

This elevator was fast, taking us up to nearly the top of the building. I was vaguely aware how the higher the floor in a building like this, the more important the person or department was. The fact that I was nearly at the top, just a few floors below, meant the Promo Team was held in high regard. 

“When will I get to meet the rest of the team?” I asked as the elevator doors opened. 

Kaneda-buchou initially ignored my question as he stepped off. I hurried to follow him as he strode quickly down the carpeted hallway. This part of the building featured soft lighting and a generally more comforting ambiance. It wasn’t the sterile white walls and harsh overhead lighting that made up the training floor. 

“You will only be able to meet the team when you have passed all of your training tests,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

He stopped at a door and swiped his wrist across another sensor. The door unlocked. 

“This will be your room during your continued training,” he said. I stepped

inside to find myself in a much more spacious area. It was a studio style apartment, almost, with a large room that was both bedroom and study. There was a large screen on the wall opposite the bed. There was also a desk and chair, with a smaller monitor. There was a small stack of paper and a pen on the desk as well. 

I looked around, taking it all in. There was a set of controls next to the large screen on the wall. There was also some sort of faucet there, which I did not understand. There was also a door to a bathroom. That, too, was bigger than my bathroom at my old apartment. 

And that reminded me. “Sir, what about my apartment?” 

“We will send a cleaning crew to take care of it,” Kaneda-buchou answered. 

“You will not need to worry about any of that again. Kaisha will take care of you.” 

I let out a little sigh, barely audible. It was the sound of another burden being lifted off my shoulders. It felt nice to be cared for. I knew that there were advantages to being a strong and independent woman, but there were also times when it was nice to simply not have to worry about anything like rent and living situations. 

“Unless you have any further questions, I will leave you to write your letters. 

But don’t worry too much about it. Another Kaisha employee will type up and edit your letter, making sure that it is perfect, since you still have progress to make in your new role.” 

“Thank you, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, bowing deeply. “I will make you and Kaisha proud.” 

However, I inwardly bristled at the idea that I needed someone to edit my writing. Yes, I worked with editors as a journalist. Editors were necessary. And they tended to make writing better. 

By the time I sat down at the desk, I had changed my mind. I was glad that people were looking out for me. At the very least, even if my letters didn’t need editing, they still needed typing, since I was being forced to write by hand. Then again, that was probably for the best. I needed to write in a combination of English and Japanese. And while I could type just fine in English, it was more

complicated for me typing in Japanese. It was not a skill I had developed yet. 

Maybe it was something I would learn as a Promo Girl. 

I started out with my resignation letter. I hadn’t gone into detail about what I was doing, so there was no need to give him any details. I just told him I had been hired by another company and that I was resigning, effective immediately. After that, it was easy to dash off a couple notes to the few people I considered friends in Japan. I just told them that I was moving and I was unlikely to see them again. 

And finally, I wrote one last letter to the folks back home in America. I had saved that one for last. It wasn’t like I communicated with my family much. 

Being halfway around the world tended to create problems like that. But I had never been particularly close with anyone in America. My goal had always been to come to Japan. And here I was, employed by the best company I could imagine. 

Just as I was finishing writing the last letter, the door to my room opened. I noted how Kaneda-buchou didn’t knock. He didn’t announce his presence. He just walked in. Not that I was naked or anything. I still wore my trainee uniform. 

However, Kaneda-buchou was not alone. He brought with him a woman wearing pink scrubs. She looked a bit like a trainee, although in different colors. It took me a moment to realize she was probably a nurse. And she carried a large case, bigger than a briefcase, thicker. She walked in behind my boss and set the case down on the bed. 

“All done with the letters,” I said with a smile. I turned and held out the stack of paper for Kaneda-buchou to collect. 

“Perfect timing,” he responded, taking the small stack. I had no idea how long it would take to send them out, but I was glad to have cut ties with my past. I was only going to look forward now. That was the only way I was ever going to embrace being a Promo Girl. “We are here to replace your wristband with an implant. Just sit there and the nurse will handle everything.” 

I did as I was instructed. I held out my left hand, palm up. The nurse opened her case and first pulled out a pair of shears. The wristband was made of a kind of plastic that was difficult to cut through. And it had been tightened to the point it was impossible to take off otherwise. But the shears made quick work of it. 

I ran my hand over my wrist where the band had been as the nurse put the shears away and took out the injector gun. It was bigger than I imagined it would be. It reminded me of a nail gun I saw at a hardware store once. When the nurse was ready, I held out my arm again, just as I had before. She pushed the injector against the inside of my wrist, between the two bones. 

“Ouch,” I cried as the flare of pain hit me. But I didn’t flinch. I kept my arm steady. As soon as the injection was complete, the nurse bandaged the spot, cleaning up the little bit of blood that formed. 

“Is that it?” I asked. I wasn’t sure if there was more to it than that. It was a little weird to think I had an implant in my body now that could control the various sensors around the building, but I had to admit, it was a lot easier doing it this way than wearing that wristband everywhere. 

“Now we just need to make sure it works,” Kaneda-buchou said. “Go over to the sensor by the screen and give it a try.” 

I did as I was told. I stood up and walked over to the screen. Just to the right of it was where the controls were. I swiped my bandaged wrist across the sensor pad and the screen came alive. It went through several test patterns until a woman appeared on screen. At least I assumed it was a woman. It was difficult to tell. 

She looked so lifelike. She was a spitting image of some of the Promo Girls I had seen in my research for the article I no longer planned to write. 

“Perfect,” Kaneda-buchou said. “Yumiko-chan is going to be your guide for the next several months. Do what she says and everything will work out great. And if you get hungry, she will walk you through the process to get food. You are being placed on a liquid diet to help make sure you get all the nutrients you need and to make sure you are perfect for Kaisha Corporation.” 

“Thank you, sir,” I said. “I will do everything Yumiko-chan tells me.” 

“I know you will.” 

I turned back to the screen to see Yumiko-chan smiling at me. I vaguely heard Kaneda-buchou and the nurse leave, but I was fully focused on the screen. I needed to keep training if I was going to get better. 

“Hello, Mariko-chan,” Yumiko-chan said once we were alone. 

“Wait, but my name’s not—“

“It has been decided that you need a more Japanese name,” Yumiko-chan interrupted. “Your given name was Mary. Therefore you will be Mariko-chan.” 

“Um, okay, I can deal with that,” I said. I could certainly understand the need to be flexible. And I was working for a Japanese company in Japan. It would help to go by a name that sounded more Japanese. And it wasn’t like Mariko was that far from Mary. The first two syllables were the same. I just had to add the ko onto the end. 

“Good,” Yumiko-chan said. “We’re going to be great friends by the time we’re done. I just know that you’re going to make a great Promo Girl. You’re going to make Kaisha Corporation proud.” 

Yumiko-chan and I kept chatting for a while, although, I had to admit, I kind of lost track of what was going on after a while. It felt a lot like the trainings before. I zoned out and things happened, but I was never sure if I remembered it all. But through it all, I knew I was getting better. If Kaisha wanted me to forget, I was happy to do so. 
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The exercise routines they put us through during the initial training had been hard. I thought they had pushed us to our limits. It turned out, however, that Yumiko-chan wanted me working even harder. I happily did what she told me to do, but it was hard. She pushed me to places I didn’t even know I could reach. 

There was the daily aerobics component to my schedule. It was a lot of jumping and almost dancing. It was fun, but I always ended up as a sweaty mess. I would feel like keeling over when I was done, sucking in air. Of course, Yumiko-chan never tired. She did the exercises along with me, but she did not even break into a sweat. Plus, she had to carry around those huge tits on her chest. They were hot as hell, but I didn’t think I could move like that if I were in her position. It was why I presumed she was some sort of computer generated character. 

Then there was the yoga. That was clearly designed to increase my flexibility. 

The yoga was always done in a different part of the day. It consisted of a lot of stretching and basic strength work. That left me tired, too, but in an entirely different way. 

Yet, through both routines, performed on what I assumed was a daily basis, I saw my fitness improve by leaps and bounds. My body became more limber, more flexible, and I felt like it was much easier to keep up in the aerobics portion until Yumiko-chan started making it harder. I was breathing easier though. That was what I noticed most. 

Not that I really had a good concept of what a day was anymore. I lived in a tiny room without windows. And Yumiko-chan controlled my schedule. She told me when to eat, when to shower, when to sleep. The rest of the time I spent training, either physically or mentally. Although the mental side of things always left me feeling a little loopy. I wasn’t sure what was going on with that. 

At least the food was good. I had to drink my meals out of a special kind of cup with a really wide straw. My lips wrapped around it and I had to suck so hard to get it to come up through the straw and into my mouth. But once I got the flow going, I enjoyed my meals. They were tasty. 

To be honest, everything about my training made me feel good in one way or another. Even though I had a secret suspicion that Yumiko-chan was throwing off my schedule, either shortening or lengthening my days. There was no clock

to tell me what time it was. I could only depend on her to tell when it was time for anything. Sometimes I got hungry and I could ask for a meal, but I always had to engage with Yumiko-chan to feed. I could never make the choice myself. 

Kaneda-buchou visited me regularly. He apparently had other trainees to work with. Just because he was working with me did not mean I was his sole focus. 

There was a whole new batch of recruits for him to oversee. But he still visited me often, walking in on me during whatever training Yumiko-chan happened to be putting me through at any given moment. I always greeted him with a smile, even when I was in the middle of dressing. 

And I was definitely thankful for being able to change out of that initial trainee uniform. New clothes appeared in the bathroom whenever I needed them. I never saw it happen, but I assumed there was some sort of dispenser that laid them out for me. During workouts, I always changed into a sports bra and stretchy shorts that barely covered my ass. They were sexy and fun and I knew that with every workout, I looked better and better. The hard work was worth it. 

The rest of the time, I wore a slight variation of the Promo Girl uniform. 

Apparently, there was no single uniform we all wore. It changed from day to day, from event to event. In some ways, the variety was nice, although there were certain things that always stayed the same when in uniform. At the top of the list, even in my pseudo Promo Girl uniform, I wasn’t allowed to wear a bra or panties. 

“Why can’t I wear panties?” I asked Yumiko-chan one day. 

“Because you don’t need to,” she answered. “You will only wear what is required of you.” 

“And bras?” I continued. 

“Same reason.” 

Yumiko-chan did not actually answer my question, but at the time, I didn’t press her on it further. It wasn’t like I minded not wearing a bra or panties. And after a while, it felt kind of freeing. Before I knew it, I couldn’t imagine wearing either. 

The official Promo Girl uniform always consisted of a cropped top that showed off the girl’s cleavage and a short pleated skirt that really didn’t leave much to

the imagination. Yumiko-chan had me wearing similar clothing, little skirts and cropped tops, but I knew they fit me differently than the other Promo Girls. And if I ever needed an example of what a real Promo Girl uniform looked like, I only needed to look to Yumiko-chan. She was always dressed fabulously. 

I asked Yumiko-chan a lot of questions in the early days of my advanced training. It was probably the journalist in me, always wanting to know the details. Yumiko-chan was patient with me, explaining what I needed to hear. 

And I emphasize the part about what I needed to hear, because she rarely answered my questions the way I wished she would. She gave me answers that satisfied my base-level curiosity at most, but never gave me the in-depth answers I craved. 

But even that was a way of training me. I think my brain eventually started to learn that I didn’t need the in-depth answers. I just needed to trust Kaisha and my immediate superiors. I didn’t need to know things like why I had to call her Yumiko-chan instead of just Yumiko. I just knew what was expected of me and I followed those rules. 

Eventually Yumiko-chan wore me down. I stopped asking questions. I got to the point I didn’t even want to know things. I didn’t want to know why I wasn’t allowed outside. I didn’t want to know why Kaisha Corporation Promo Girls all had blonde bobs and huge, fake tits. All I knew was I wanted to be a Promo Girl. 

It was my dream. 

“Guess what?” Yumiko-chan said at some point, after what must have been several weeks of nonstop training. 

“What?” I asked. I didn’t even try to guess. Guessing just hurt my head. 

Guessing reminded me that I wasn’t as smart as I thought I should have been. 

“You’ve been such a good girl, it’s time to get your hair done.” 

I immediately cheered. After working with Yumiko-chan all this time, I had grown attached to her. I wanted to look like her. And if that meant I could have hair like her, I was all for it. I couldn’t wait. 

I was still cheering, dancing around the room, swinging my ass to a beat only I could hear, when Kaneda-buchou entered my room. 

“Mariko-chan,” he said, using the name Yumiko-chan had given me. “It’s time for your next step.” 

“Yes, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, giving him a bow. 

I followed him out of my room. It only dawned on me then that it had been a long time since I had left my little room. It was my little safe space in a big and scary world. I knew that in my room, Yumiko-chan would always make sure I was safe. 

I followed him through the hallways, keeping close. I kept my head bowed, not wanting anyone to think that I was someone they should be asking questions to. 

And as it was the first time out of my room, it also meant people would see me wearing my pseudo Promo Girl uniform, see my body which I had worked so hard on. 

“Mariko-chan is here for her hair,” Kaneda-buchou said when we entered some sort of high-tech salon. 

“Right this way, Mariko-chan,” the smiling woman at the front desk said. 

Kaneda-buchou motioned for me to follow and I did. Soon I was sitting in a salon chair with a cape wrapped around me, cocooning me into the chair, keeping me immobilized. 

“I’ve got a special pair of earbuds for you to wear while you get your hair styled,” the woman said. She pushed the buds into my ears, sliding them deeper than I realized she could. 

“Hello, Mariko-chan,” came Yumiko-chan’s voice. “You don’t need to answer me. I’m here to help you relax and to make sure that I can always be with you, to teach you, to train you. Isn’t that nice?” 

Yumiko-chan kept talking to me, but before I knew it, I was lost on a sea of her voice. I closed my eyes and just relaxed, letting the stylist do what she needed to with my hair. It was Yumiko-chan’s voice that mattered. I just smiled and enjoyed listening, learning new things that would help make me better for Kaisha. 

“You were such a good girl,” Yumiko-chan said when it was apparently all over. 

I opened my eyes and saw the stylist holding up a mirror so I could see my reflection. 

“I love it,” I said almost immediately. My hair had been cut and straightened into a bob, but instead of giving me blonde hair like Yumiko-chan, my hair was red. 

But it was not just that I had kept my red hair, it had been darkened, making it more bold, more attention getting. As much as it was obvious that Yumiko-chan’s hair had a fake color, now it was obvious that my hair had a fake color as well. This color red did not appear naturally. 

“Your hair will now grow this color,” the stylist said. I could hear her even though I wore the earbuds in my ears. “You will need to return for regular trimmings, but that is it.” 

I bit my lower lip as I stared at my reflection. I couldn’t believe it. A part of me was disappointed to see the red instead of blonde, but I already understood why they did it. And I didn’t even question how they had permanently changed the color of my hair. It wasn’t just a dye. They changed the hair follicles to always produce hair of this color. And I couldn’t have been happier. 

“Time to get back to your training,” Yumiko-chan said in my ears. 

“Thank you for making me more perfect for Kaisha Corporation,” I told the stylist, bowing to her. 

Then I hopped out of the chair and rejoined Kaneda-buchou. He led me back to my room. And this time, I did not try to hide myself. I stood tall and proud, happy to be seen, knowing that I was a Kaisha creation, just as much as all the wonderful products Kaisha made and sold. I was making progress and I was being rewarded for it. 
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After getting my Promo Girl haircut, I redoubled my efforts in training. I worked harder in my exercise routines, pushing myself to my limits. I gave more effort in my mental training, letting Yumiko-chan shape me into the best candidate for the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team that I could imagine. I shed everything that was holding me back. I let myself forget my past, knowing it was unimportant for my future as a Promo Girl now. I was a part of Kaisha now and that was all that mattered. 

And my newfound efforts were rewarded. It was not long before Kaneda-buchou came to me and explained that I had been booked for surgery. 

“Thank you, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, bowing deeply to him. Inside, I was jumping for joy. I was vaguely aware that there had been a time when I did not want to undergo surgery to become a Promo Girl. I questioned whether it was even necessary, since I was already different from the average event attendee. 

But after weeks spent with Yumiko-chan, after feeling so much better about myself with my new hair, I was eager for this next part of my transformation. 

It wasn’t that I needed big tits to be a Promo Girl. It was that I wanted to look good in the Kaisha uniforms. I wanted people to see me and know that I was doing my absolute best to represent the company. It was important, now more than ever, for me to fit in with the girls. Even though I had the haircut, I still had to live with the fact my hair would be a different color, that my skin would not look as dark as a Japanese woman’s did, that I still looked like an American. 

“This is a momentous day, Mariko-chan,” Yumiko-chan said. “This will bring you many steps closer to Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl perfection.” 

I wasn’t even sure if Yumiko-chan said that in my earbuds, which I still wore, or if she said them through the speakers on the screen. Kaneda-buchou did not react to her, but he usually ignored her. I was just glad to know that she supported me. 

We were a team until I got to join the real Promo Team. 

This time, Kaneda-buchou led me to meet with a doctor. I followed him intently, standing tall and proud, knowing that even though I was not yet perfect, I would be soon enough. For most people, perfection was unattainable. For people at Kaisha, it was guaranteed. That was what made us so special. 

The doctor had me strip off my clothes and stand in some sort of scanner. It trailed a warm green light over my body, measuring me. I assumed they were figuring out what left of me needed to be changed. I didn’t ask questions. I just did what I was told. If Kaisha wanted this doctor to operate on me, then I would trust him to do whatever he thought was necessary. Kaisha wouldn’t have put faith in him if he wasn’t the best at what he did. 

After that, I met several nice nurses who led me to the operating room. They helped prepare me for surgery, cleansing my body and giving me drugs that would help my recovery when the operation was complete. Then, they put me on the table, covering me in a thin sheet, as we waited for the doctor to finish his preparations. 

It helped that my earbuds were left in. I had Yumiko-chan’s soothing voice, calming whatever nervousness remained. I couldn’t deny that there were some nerves involved. The doctor was going to cut me open, even though I knew he was doing it to make me better, more perfect. And with Yumiko-chan’s voice ringing in my ears, it was so much easier to just go with the flow. 

“All ready, I see,” the doctor said when he entered the operating room. He already wore his surgical scrubs and mask. I couldn’t see his mouth, but I could see how it moved when he talked. “I always feel it necessary to ask. Do you want to know everything we have planned for you while you are on my table?” 

“No, sir,” I said. 

“Good girl,” Yumiko-chan said in my ears, encouraging me. It wasn’t important that I know. And the details, if I knew them all, might be too much for me to handle. It was better to be blissfully unaware. 

“They never do,” the doctor commented before he raised the anesthesia mask over my face. “Now just breathe deeply and when you wake up, you’ll be on a path to recovery.” 

I did as the doctor said and took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and let sleep take me, listening to Yumiko-chan’s soothing voice. 

Except it didn’t feel like I ever fell asleep. I opened my eyes, feeling like it was only a few seconds later, but I wasn’t in the operating room anymore. I wasn’t even in a hospital bed. I was in my room. I could see it out of the corner of my

eyes. 

However, my room was not as I remembered it. I looked around frantically, trying to understand what had happened, but without moving very much. My body ached. My chest felt as if someone was sitting on it. And my waist felt as if there was something squeezing it. But as it turned out, there was only one notable change to the room. There was now a screen directly above my bed, pointing down at me, in addition to the large screen on the wall. 

“Ugh,” I grunted, trying to work through the pain and what had happened to me. 

“Hello, Mariko-chan,” Yumiko-chan said. Her image appeared on the screen above me. She smiled down at me with a loving look in her eyes. 

“Hello,” I managed to say, but even that was difficult. My voice came out different than I expected. It was somehow softer and maybe higher pitched. I didn’t understand. It didn’t make sense to me. 

“Shh,” Yumiko-chan said, shushing me. “The doctor did a lot with you. He did more than give you those nice big tits on your chest. He pumped up your lips and also scraped your vocal cords so your voice will sound more pleasing.” That explained why it was so hard to speak. “He also removed a rib on each side to help make your waist smaller. And he moved some fat around and did a few other minor procedures that you don’t need to worry about. But the good news is after you recover, you will be perfect. And we’re going to keep training like crazy, even while you recover, to make sure you don’t just have the perfect body for Kaisha, but that you have the perfect mind. Now let’s begin.” 

Even if I wanted to just close my eyes and rest, I couldn’t. Yumiko-chan spoke and I listened. And even before I knew it, I was being carried away by her words, letting her explain the world to me, letting her explain the new me to me. 

It was all I could do. But I loved it. I ached for it. All I wanted was to be a perfect Promo Girl for Kasha Corporation and I knew Yumiko-chan would take me the final step to get there. 
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My recovery from surgery took a long time, but I was so lucky to have Yumiko-chan with me every step of the way. She helped me focus on what mattered, helping me to forget about my past and only focus on the present. That was the Kaisha Promo Girl way. 

Slowly but surely, the bandages came off. I was visited regularly by Kaneda-buchou and the nurses. They helped me get back on my feet and adapt to my improved body. The first time I saw my reflection in the mirror, I was both horrified and amazed. I looked so much like Yumiko-chan now. The only differences were my red hair and the bruises that still dotted my body after the surgery. 

“Repeat after me,” Yumiko-chan would say at various points throughout the day. 

She would then talk about a Kaisha product, making me repeat the various facts and figures that I would need to know as I talked to potential customers. 

Sometimes it was hard to say the words, especially so soon after my operations. 

My voice took time to come back, my throat finally healing, but not before Yumiko-chan started pushing me. 

But I was glad she did push me. She pushed me to be better. She pushed me to learn everything I needed to know for my new role. Each and every day I felt as if I was getting closer to perfection. My body was healing and my mind was slowly getting honed, releasing unimportant information and replacing it with everything I needed to know to be a successful member of the Promo Team. 

Beyond teaching me all of Kaisha’s products, Yumiko-chan also schooled me in some of the other aspects of being a Promo Girl that were easy to overlook. It was not just about looking hot, which required a new way of thinking as it was, it was about always putting a sexual foot forward. It was about embracing my body’s natural desires, encouraging me to play the role of horny bimbo. 

Therefore, Yumiko-chan opened my mind to the world of sexuality. I was vaguely aware that I had been a sexual woman before all of this, but my memories were hazy and disjointed. I could never be sure if I was remembering something real or if it was something I just dreamed. I had the strangest dreams, but Yumiko-chan always encouraged me to tell her about them. “Telling me about your dreams will help you be better,” she would say. 

The first lesson I learned was that it was good to be horny. I was supposed to be aroused when I interacted with the public. I was supposed to lean into their advances, not going too far, but enjoying the way they might grab my ass or my tits. My body was a piece of art and it deserved to be inspected and played with. 

And to get me ready for all of that, Yumiko-chan put me through a rigorous training regimen that saw me masturbating at various points throughout the day. 

I didn’t get to cum though. That was reserved for when someone actually used my body. Promo Girls could touch, but not achieve release. It was a hard lesson to learn. I kept wanting to go over the edge, but Yumiko-chan always managed to drag me back from the edge. 

The result was significant, however. With each passing day, I became more and more used to the arousal. I came to embrace it, making sure my pussy was always ready and willing. There were times I left damp patches on the bed when I sat down. And that arousal affected me to my core, even changing the way I moved. Where I had been sore and slow moving before, now every time I moved my body, it was to put it on display, to highlight my exaggerated curves, to bring focus to my physical attributes. 

There was a line between graphically sexual and merely sensual that I managed to walk. Whenever I turned my body, I made sure my hips and ass posed out and that I thrust out my chest. When I moved my hands as I talked, I made sure they first brought attention to my hips and then down my flank, showing off my narrow waist and curvy hips. And for the most part, I didn’t even have to think about what I was doing. It just happened naturally, a response to my own arousal. 

Not that being horny all the time made it easy to learn about Kaisha products. 

But Yumiko-chan was a patient teacher. Even when I struggled, she did not grow weary or angry at me. She just took the extra time needed to get all those bits of information past the shield of arousal and into my dim little brain. 

“Time for your next workout,” Yumiko-chan said suddenly as I was in the middle of jamming a dildo into my pussy. 

I whined in disappointment, but I didn’t dare disobey. It wasn’t that I couldn’t. I was sure I could have kept playing and Yumiko-chan would have been forced to watch, but I didn’t want to disobey. The thought of disobeying a direct order, 

from Yumiko-chan, Kaneda-buchou, or any other authority figure at Kaisha was abhorrent to me. I was pretty sure it would have made me physically ill. 

“Okay,” I said, popping up from the bed, my big tits bouncing and jiggling on my tight frame. I stuck the dildo in my mouth to clean it a little, enjoying the taste of myself, before I properly washed it off in the bathroom sink. 

And once in the bathroom, I was able to put on my workout gear, a special sports bra designed for people like me, with really big boobs. The shorts were tiny, leaving plenty on display. Even the shoes were sexy, with a slightly raised heel. I had been wearing heels so much, I appreciated the extra boost. I wasn’t sure how well I could walk flat footed anymore. I didn’t actually want to find out. 

Yumiko-chan and I worked through an exercise routine that had been designed for me post-surgery. I was so happy to be able to move again. It took a long time to work up to that level. And once I was done, it was off to take a shower where I could once again play with myself, driving me ever so close to orgasm without actually tumbling over. It made me so horny, but I loved it. 

The days all melded together. I didn’t even bother to keep track of the time. I didn’t think about the past and I didn’t think about the future. I just focused on doing what Yumiko-chan or Kaneda-chan told me to do at any given time. I was so much happier this way. 

And then one day, I discovered a new uniform in the bathroom as I stepped out of the shower. 

“It’s time,” Yumiko-chan said. 

It took me a moment for me to process her words, to understand what she meant. 

But once I did, I squealed with delight, jumping for joy. If I could have hugged Yumiko-chan, I would have. 

The uniform featured a blue pleated skirt. That was normal. Most of the uniforms did. I pulled that up my sleek legs and let it sit low on my hips. It was so tiny, it barely reached the top of my thighs, always threatening to expose my pussy every time it swished about my hips. 

The top was red and blue, matching my hair. It was like a blouse that tied off just below my tits. It put them fully on display, making sure a big valley of cleavage

was always on display. It took me a moment to jostle my tits around, making sure they were properly displayed. I wouldn’t want a Kaisha customer to think I was some prude, afraid to show off my biggest assets. 

I slipped the high heels onto my feet and let out a sigh. The shoes were more comfortable than walking around the room barefoot. That put too much strain on my calves and was becoming painful. It felt better to wear heels. 

But the big excitement came when I picked up the blue beret. The red band at the base was an almost perfect match with my hair. It made me glad they decided I should remain a redhead. I thought the beret looked better that way. 

After all that was done, I spent my time fixing my makeup. Yumiko-chan had been so helpful with that over the past however many days or weeks or months it had been. Everything felt like it was perfect. 

And when I swayed back into the main room, I found Kaneda-buchou waiting for me. The moment he set eyes on me, looking down on me, he smiled, clearly happy with all of the amazing progress I had made. 

“Are you ready to join the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team, Mariko-chan?” he asked. 

“More than anything,” I responded with confidence. And it was true. This was my big day. This was the final day of my training and it was to be the first day of my new life. I had never been more excited. 
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“T here isn’t much time,” Kaneda-buchou said as we left my room behind. 

“You’ve been selected for an event today and rather than go to the dormitory, we need you down in the garage to board the bus.” 

I said nothing, but my heart pounded in my chest. This was it. This was my dream come true. I could not remember wanting to be anything other than a Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl. To think that a dumb American woman like me could ever hope to serve such an amazing corporation was beyond my imagination. I was so glad I came to Japan to experience such a superior culture and business environment. It truly was the absolute best. 

We walked together toward the elevator. I remained a stride behind the boss, giving me room to seductively sway my hips with each step. Even if Kaneda-buchou could not see me, it was important to always look my sexy best, just in case someone rounded the corner or happened to open an office door and see me. 

I always needed to be on my best behavior, because I was now a representative of Kaisha Corporation. It was my duty to be a beacon for all those who did not yet know what a great company it was or about its many amazing products. 

Kaneda-buchou swiped his wrist over the elevator sensor and then I did the same. I didn’t even think about it. Using my wrist to access controls or go through doors within the building was second nature to me now. Kaneda-buchou stepped onto the elevator when the doors opened and I followed him a moment later. This elevator was small, leaving little room for us to stand side-by-side. I pushed my arm into him, just a little, providing a closeness that tried to tell him, without words, how much he meant to me. 

If I had not been so nervous about my first assignment, before I had even gotten to know my teammates, I might have even been tempted to drop to my knees before him and take out his cock. I licked my plump, painted lips, salivating at the thought of having him in my mouth. Yumiko-chan had taught me well, helping me to practice with dildos in preparation for the real thing. I very much wanted to please Kaneda-buchou. 

However, the elevator doors opened again before I had finished my fantasy. 

They opened into an underground garage. There might have been a time when I knew how to drive, but that was long ago, before my true memory began. I was

left in awe of the people who knew how to drive. It was completely beyond me. 

My brain simply wasn’t big enough to contain more than what it already had. I knew how to be sexy and how to talk about Kaisha products. There wasn’t any room for anything else. 

There was a bus directly ahead with its door open. Outside stood two people. 

There was another nicely dressed man, similar to Kaneda-buchou, and a woman wearing a black and white outfit, similar to the Promo Team uniform. She also had big tits, but her hair was black and her eyes were not nearly as empty as mine. 

“Mariko-chan,” Kaneda-buchou said, getting my attention. “This is Nishi Tokugawa and Fujii Mikazuki. Nishi-san is the head of the Promo Team department. Fujii-san is your team leader. You will follow both of their instructions, no matter what.” 

“Yes, I understand,” I said. “Nishi-buchou, Fujii-san, it is an honor to join the Promo Team. I hope that my sexy body and my knowledge of Kaisha products makes you and Kaisha Corporation proud. And I hope that my wester upbringing does not in any way cause problems.” I bowed to each of them when I said their names. They seemed impressed, but they quickly dismissed me, instead talking to Kaneda-buchou. 

“Her Japanese sounds flawless,” Nishi-buchou said. 

“Her training has gone wonderfully,” Kaneda-buchou said. “We haven’t tested her English skills, but that will be another phase, assuming the expansion happens as planned.” 

Even though they were talking about me, I didn’t really listen. If they wanted me to respond, they could address me and ask me a question. Until then, I knew to stand at attention and let my body do all the talking for me. 

“It will take time for me to get used to a Promo Girl with red hair,” Fujii-san said. 

“We considered going blonde, but there are already so many western girls with blonde hair,” Kaneda-buchou answered. “It seemed like embracing the red was the way to go. And I like it. I am glad we did not try to make her look more Japanese. And as I said, we will need her if the expansion happens. There is no

use making her too Japanese when we will need her to be otherwise.” 

“Careful, Kaneda-san,” Nishi-buchou said. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. 

There is still much to do before that happens.” 

“I don’t mean to interrupt,” Fujii-san interjected, “but we need to get going if we are going to arrive at the event site before the venue opens.” 

“Yes, of course,” Kaneda-buchou said. “You have a pairing for Mariko-chan?” 

“Taya-chan,” Fujii-san answered. “She’s a good first partner.” 

“Then I will leave you to it,” Kaneda-buchou said. “Mariko-chan, enjoy your day. I will see you when you return.” 

“Thank you, Kaneda-buchou,” I said before Fujii-san ushered me onto the bus. I took the only open seat left. There was another Promo Girl sitting there. I vaguely recalled the name Taya-chan, but I knew I could have been wrong, since I wasn’t really listening to the conversation outside the bus. It wasn’t important for me to listen until someone was talking to me. Too much information would just clog up my silly little bimbo brain and make me less than perfect for Kaisha Corporation. 

As soon as I sat down, Taya-chan reached over and grabbed my hand. I squeezed it back, lucky to have someone caring to sit next to. It was only a little later that I realized every Promo Girl was paired up with another. And they were all holding hands. We were stronger together. 

But then, as the bus pulled out of the garage, Yumiko-chan’s voice rang through my ears. “It’s time to prepare for your assignment today. Focus on my voice and let everything else fade away.” There was no way I could argue against that. 

Before I knew it, I was floating along with Yumiko-chan’s words as we traveled to the venue. 

It was only later, after Yumiko-chan’s words stopped, that I realized we had arrived. I had no idea how long the trip had been. I had passed it blissfully unaware. Taya-chan came out of her trance at the same time. We all did. 

“Okay, Team,” Fujii-san said, standing up at the front of the bus and looking back at all of us. “You will be working in groups of four. The first group will

include our new girl, Mariko-chan. She will be joined by Taya-chan, Hina-chan, and Azami-chan.” 

Fujii-san continued naming off groups, but since I already had my assignment, I tuned the rest out. I knew I wasn’t very good with names, so it would take me a while to get to know the rest of my teammates. And it wasn’t like working at an event was a good opportunity to meet them or even remember who each person was. That would happen when I returned to the dormitory and was assigned a place to sleep. 

We all filed off the bus, clustered in our groups. Fujii-san led us into the building with Nishi-buchou bringing up the rear. I had never felt more confident, walking alongside my teammates. I stood tall and proud, thrusting out my chest and letting my hips sway seductively with each step. We all looked that way. 

Fujii-san led up into a big exhibition hall. There were kiosks and tables set up all over. Some people were still busy setting up, but the Kaisha tables and kiosks were ready to go. Nothing was truly left to the last minute with Kaisha Corporation. We worked efficiently and productively. 

My group was assigned to a booth that focused on cell phones. Kaisha Corporation made the best cell phones in the world and I was eager to share all the wonderful information about them. I was pretty sure Yumiko-chan had helped remind me about cell phones while I was on the bus, but I couldn’t remember anymore. However it worked, all the facts and figures about Kaisha phones were at the forefront of my mind. 

“Wow, I love the red hair,” Taya-chan said once we reached our destination. The other groups had split off, headed toward their different positions in the exhibition hall. 

“You’re all so pretty with blonde hair,” I said, referring to all three almost identical women. They were so sexy, looking like anime dolls or something. 

Hina-chan and Azami-chan seemed to agree with both Taya-chan’s comment and my own. We spent the next few minutes chatting, telling each other how great Kaisha cell phones were and explaining our favorite features. It was so nice to talk to like-minded girls. It was good practice for when the doors opened and actual potential customers came in. 

And when those doors finally opened, when there was a stream of people coming through them, I snapped into work mode, smiling and posing for them, enticing them to come visit our booth. 

It turned out we were very popular. Kaisha Corporation was known throughout the country for having the best looking and sexiest promo girls. A lot of people just wanted to take photos with us, and especially me. My red hair and western features were popular. Maybe it was because I was different. All I knew was I didn’t get to actually talk about the wonderful Kaisha phones very much. 

Instead, I was always posing for photographs. 

I could not remember ever having more fun. I was already turned on, but the way people grabbed at my body, slapping my ass or getting a handful of boob just served to turn me on all the more. My pussy was juicing as I made sure everyone got their fill of me. 

Fujii-san and Nishi-buchou were never far away. I was pretty sure there was always one of them within my eye line, watching me, making sure I didn’t mess up and that I was safe. I really felt like they cared. They wanted me to succeed as much as I wanted to. 

Even though there always seemed to be a line for people to take pictures with me, I did get a couple breaks. I used them to suck on a wide straw from a bottle that had been placed behind the scenes for me. We each had our own bottles, ready to go for us. Sucking down those liquid nutrients gave me such a happy feeling. And when I stepped back out again, ready to engage with all of the Kaisha Corporation fans, I was ready to go and horny as hell, a perfect combination. 

And when the day was done, when we had finished spreading the word about the amazing Kaisha cell phones, Fujii-san corralled all of us Promo Girls together. 

We lined up and filed out of the exhibition hall, going straight back to the bus. 

And just like on the way to the venue, I sat next to Taya-chan. We held hands and we both let ourselves relax to the soothing voice of Yumiko-chan. It was only my first day, but I was loving this new life. I was living my dream. 

12

[image: Image 15]

When we returned to Kaisha Corporation headquarters, I expected to be led up to the Promo Team dormitory, but Kaneda-buchou was there waiting for us. 

Something was different, maybe even out of the ordinary. 

When we filed off the bus, Nishi-buchou pulled me aside, out of the line that was headed toward the elevators. “Kaneda-san would like your company for the evening. He has taken a liking to you.” 

I bit my plump lower lip and squeezed my thighs together at the mention of spending time with Kaneda-buchou. And him liking me? That was like another dream come true. Today was full of pure amazingness. 

Nishi-buchou led me over to Kaneda-buchou. I bowed to my former trainer, making sure he got an eyeful of my cleavage as I looked up at him through my long lashes. 

“How may I serve you, Kaneda-buchou?” I practically cooed, my voice soft and melodious. I was so glad they decided to change my voice. I much preferred how I sounded now, always sweet and sexy. I was very aware of how this evening was going to progress. And I looked forward to all of it. 

“Let’s discuss that in a more private setting,” he answered. 

My two bosses nodded toward each other before Nishi-buchou followed the line of Promo Girls to the elevator. I wondered which ones had their own appointments to keep tonight. 

However, such considerations fled my mind the moment Kaneda-buchou put his hand on my ass. I pushed back, grinding my ass against his hand as he guided me toward a different elevator. 

As soon as we were alone, I started to sink to my knees, excited to actually get to play out the fantasy I had earlier. 

“No, not yet,” he said, reaching out and touching my chin. With the most basic of touches, he lifted me back to my full height. Even with my heels on, he towered over me. I looked up at him with doe-like eyes, loving the idea of serving him. 

I was completely lost when we stepped off the elevator. He took me to an office. 

I assumed it was his office, but it looked like it was in the middle of either getting packed up or getting unpacked. I had no idea. Not that I needed to know. 

It wasn’t important to a Promo Girl like me. 

“I just got word,” he said as he led me to a chair. I sat down, happy to follow his directions. “Our expansion plans have been approved. I will be leaving for America soon. I will be heading up the training efforts there. We hope to apply our training techniques in a western market. It’s unclear if we will succeed or fail, but your transformation has certainly played a role in persuading Kurosawa-shachou to make the attempt.” 

“That’s wonderful,” I said. “You are making Kaisha proud.” 

“Although I wonder what Mary would think of all this?” 

“Who’s Mary?” I asked. That name sounded familiar, but maybe it was because my name was Mariko-chan. 

Kaneda-buchou smiled at my response. “I loved to hear you say that. Now let’s see how that mouth of yours feels.” He leaned back against the desk, making himself available for me. 

I dropped out of my chair, my knees hitting the floor. I shuffled over to him and reached up, deftly freeing what turned out to be a straining cock. It nearly hit me in the nose when it sprang out of its confines. My eyes went cross trying to keep it in my field of vision. 

And after that, I needed no further encouragement. I opened my mouth and took his shaft into my mouth. I had practiced on dildos, but I had to admit, having the real thing in my mouth was so much better. My eyes nearly rolled up into the back of my head as I savored the wonderful flavors that hit my tongue. With no prodding or leading on his part, I started bobbing up and down on his cock, sucking him to the best of my ability. 

“That’s so good,” Kaneda-buchou groaned as I gave him my very best blowjob. 

When I couldn’t fit it all in my mouth, I used my hands, wet with saliva, to pleasure his entire length. I so very much wanted to taste his cum, to swallow it down. When I was not spreading the good word of Kaisha, I wanted nothing

more than to please Kaisha employees. It had never been specifically said in my training, but I knew this was expected of me. And I relished in it, being able to give others access to my body. Everything I did made me feel good, made me feel desirable, made me feel like I was living my best life. 

The one thing I hadn’t been able to do, either in my training or now was to take it all the way. However, Kaneda-buchou was not having it. He grabbed me by the head, knocking off my beret as he ran his hands through my bob of hair. He pushed me down, burying his cock in my mouth until there was nowhere else for it to go. And just like that, I was deep throating him. He fucked my mouth as I inwardly cheered, finally breaking the last barrier that had stood before me. 

Kaneda-buchou came down my throat. His cock surged with cum, shooting it straight down into my belly. I was a little disappointed I couldn’t taste him, but I knew I was still getting a healthy dose of cum in me. It might have been strange to me, but having spent all that time on the special diet, I was ready to accept cum as food. It seemed natural to me. And someday, I hoped to taste it. 

When Kaneda-buchou was done, he released me. I pulled back, gasping for breath. My makeup would need fixing. Tears had come to my eyes after having my air cut off. And yet, as soon as I caught my breath, I looked up at him and smiled. I was so pleased to have pleased him. 

“Fuck,” he cursed. “That was amazing.” 

“Is that all you want from me, sir, or is there something else I can do for you this evening?” 

As much as I enjoyed getting my face fucked, I was plenty ready for more. My pussy was practically dripping with arousal. Spending all day with so many horny men, groping my sexy body, left me turned on more than I could imagine. 

And then having the boss who helped shape me into a perfect Promo Girl for Kaisha Corporation fuck me face had only further stoked the fire inside my belly. I wanted so much more, but I knew to wait and to be patient. It was not up to me. I was too much of a bimbo to be trusted with anything. I could not even wander the halls of the building without an escort. I might get lost. 

“Stand up,” Kaneda-buchou ordered. 

I quickly rose to my feet. I held my hands together in front of me, using my arms

to push my big tits together. I leaned over ever so slightly to give him an even more enticing view of my cleavage. 

He reached out and grabbed my tits. He pulled my uniform aside, releasing my round melons to the controlled office air. I let out a moan, enjoying the sensations of his hands on me. He pulled my uniform top off, leaving me completely bare chested. He had already seen me in various states of undress, but he had never handled me like this. He had never taken what he could have from the very beginning. 

Then again, I might not have been as receptive before I finished my training. I was vaguely aware that the women did not allow men to just randomly touch them, to grope them. As a Promo Girl, it was expected of me. And as a bimbo, I loved it. A man’s hands on me, or a woman’s, helped to validate me. It gave me purpose, knowing my sexy body pleased them in some way, at least enough that they wanted to touch me. It reduced me to a sexual object, but as a Promo Girl, that was what I was supposed to be. I was supposed to be sexy and pleasing as I parroted all the important information about Kaisha Corporation and its products. 

My skirt came off next. Kaneda-buchou pushed it down over my hips until it finally dropped around my ankles. I stepped out of it, kicking it aside. It left me standing there wearing nothing but my heels. I was so exposed. He could see how aroused I was. He could see the budding moisture on my pussy lips. And all it would take was a command before I spread my legs for him, letting him take me however he wanted. I was no virgin, but I had never been fucked since I became a Promo Girl. I was happy to have Kaneda-buchou be my first. 

He continued to run his hands over my body, teasing my sensitive skin. I giggled as I shifted back and forth, completely incapable of saying no to such an important man. He had led the way in turning me into the woman I now was and I wanted to give myself to him completely. But only he could take me. Only he could decide when the time was right. 

However, as he played with me, teasing me, making me shudder as little explosions of pleasure shot off in my body, his cock slowly returned to hardness. 

I was so happy to see how he reacted to my sexy form. He seemed particularly enamored with my big tits. I couldn’t blame him for that. They were spectacular, just like all the other girls on the Promo Team. It was so nice to match, even

though my hair was red and my face made it clear I was not Japanese. 

Kaneda-buchou practically growled as his cock rose to full mast. He picked me up by the hips, handling me as if I was a little doll. He sat me on the edge of his desk. He could have leaned me over it, but then his view of my titties would be blocked. He wanted to see them, to hold them, as he fucked me. I pushed back just far enough so that I could support myself on my bubble butt as I spread my legs for him. 

There was a fire in his eyes, a passion that I had never seen before. And I just knew that the only way to put out that fire was with the wetness from my pussy. 

He pushed his hard cock into my wet and waiting channel, filling me with a single thrust. 

I let out a long, breathy moan as his passions took me. I gave myself over to him completely as he began to fuck me with earnest. His hands roamed over my body as I braced myself on the desk, reaching out and holding his shoulders so that I never fell too far away from him. 

Erotic energy built within me as he pistoned in and out of me, constantly changing his rhythm as he attempted to deal with the fire raging in his veins. 

And I was only too happy to take some of that fire into myself, turning the constant heat that had built up throughout the day into a raging inferno of my own. 

Hot, sweaty bodies came together. There were times when I didn’t know where I ended and he began. I felt connected to him in ways that seemed impossible. 

And still he pounded into me, his thrusts becoming ever more erratic. I squealed with each thrust, him pushing the air from my lungs as he filled me with pleasure. This was truly the highest purpose for a Promo Girl like me. I had given myself completely to Kaisha and this was the reward. 

When Kaneda-buchou came for a second time, I came too, his orgasm triggering my own. I screamed out as pleasure grabbed me, washing over me in cascading waves. The pure sexual release reverberated through my body, making me want to sing out as my skin crackled with erotic energy. My vision turned white as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head. I had truly and completely been fucked and I enjoyed every sensation my body sent up into my bimbofied brain, leaving me spent and as happy as I could imagine. 

When it was done, when Kaneda-buchou had finished with me and we had both recovered, we took the time to dress ourselves again. And as he escorted me to the Promo Team dormitory, he could not help but look at me and smile. 

My own smile was as broad as could be. I could not have imagined a better first day as a Promo Girl. And if this was how my life was going to be, all thanks to Kaisha, it would be impossible for me to ever complain. I wouldn’t even know how. 

However, when we reached the dormitory, Kaneda-buchou stopped me from going in right away. He leaned over so that we were eye to eye. “I’m going to request that you come to America with me. That was always a possibility, but after your performance today, I’m more certain than ever. But don’t think too much about it. It will take time before the move is complete. And we won’t be taking you away from the team until everything in America is ready for you.” 

I didn’t fully understand what Kaneda-buchou was talking about, but I bowed to him out of respect. “I will do as Kaisha wishes.” 

“I knew you would. Now go join the others. You did wonderfully today, but you can still try to do even better tomorrow. Perfection is not a state. It is a goal and you should always be working toward being even more perfect.” 

Kaneda-buchou opened the door for me to enter the dormitory, leading me into my new life. I had never been prouder or more certain of myself in my life. And this great life was only going to continue. I couldn’t wait. 
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