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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 all there previous books in the series. This is the fourth and final book in this series, all featuring recurring characters. However, there is room for a spinoff series if there is interest. 

~Sadie
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It was an ordinary day, until it wasn’t. 

I had started out my day, as I did most of my days, drinking a cup of tea before I hurried off to my job at Kaisha Corporation. I had been working there for ten years, ever since I graduated from high school. I was considered a bit of a savant when it came to certain kinds of computer systems. The Kaisha training staff had recognized that during my initial training period and they immediately assigned me to create artificial intelligence systems for the company. 

My primary work involved Project Yumiko. It was a special training program I built to train the women on the Promo Team. It was my code that drained their intelligence and made them happy little bimbos, ready to do whatever Kaisha wanted from them. 

There was a time when the morality and ethics of what I did might have bothered me. But that was part of the joy of the Kaisha system. Every employee was shaped and molded, creating the perfect employee. I did not need to be bothered with such moral considerations in my role, so Kaisha helped me to ignore my quandaries. I could now do without being burdened with such considerations. 

Not that I had been turned into an automaton for the company. Outside of my work at Kaisha, I was a normal woman. Although I worked so much, it wasn’t like I had much of a social life. My family kept trying to connect me with various men, hoping I might settle down, marry, have kids, and all of that. It wasn’t that I was against such things, but Kaisha was the focal point of my life. 

That was true for all of the employees. Work came first and I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

I rode the subway to Kaisha Corporation headquarters. I walked through the front doors, just like I had on that first fateful day when I showed up for training. 

That day I had to check in with the front desk. This time, as I now did every morning, I walked straight toward the elevators, swiping my wrist across the sensor that would eventually allow me access to my office. 

In many ways, a department’s location within a building denoted its importance. 

The higher the floor, the more important. That was not always true, especially because every employee was important at Kaisha, however, my office was on

one of the top floors of the main building. The floor housed the Promo Team dormitory, although I never interacted with any of them. 

However, I developed and maintained the system that trained them. I created the Yumiko-chan avatar. I created the language models that were used to give her speech. I created the speech-to-text system that allowed her to listen. I even created the graphics software that allowed her to move on screen. And the best part was how automated the whole process now was. 

I rode the elevator up to my floor. Many of the Kaisha employees were expected to wear suits or other similar office-appropriate clothing. Given my position, spending most of each day in a relatively small, windowless room, filled with computers, I was given a little more leeway. I wore khaki pants and a fitted blouse. It was what I considered to be American business casual, even if such a term would be frowned upon in Japan. But I could get away with it, since almost no one ever saw me after I arrived until I left at the end of the day. 

As I walked to my office from the elevator, I wondered what kind of error messages the Yumiko Program might have created overnight. Before I joined Kaisha Corporation as a fresh-faced, just barely graduated high school, eighteen-year old, the training of the Promo Girls was one of the least efficient processes within the company. It required multiple people around the clock work to ensure each Promo Girl came out perfect. It turned out that turning women into bimbos who could parrot company marketing materials was incredibly difficult. 

My work simplified all of that. I created Yumiko-chan as a goal representation of the Kaisha Promo Girl. The women who went through the program found themselves drawn toward the bubbly girl. Her nearly physics defying physique was actually based on a composite of the top performing Kaisha Promo Girls. 

Her voice was synthesized the same way. 

And after months and months of training what the average person would call AI models, I had a way for Yumiko-chan to speak to people, becoming more and more real with each passing day. Yet, despite such groundbreaking work, I neither received public credit, nor did I ever see the end result. 

But even though the program could handle so much, there were frequently little errors that popped up. Sometimes the trainee would ask a question the computer could not interpret or there was no good answer to give. The Yumiko-chan avatar

was tasked with delaying the answer so that I could go in and look at the issue personally. There were further protocols in place, ensuring the safety of the Promo Girl in training. When an error arose, a video feed was sent to security to check on the health of the trainee. Luckily, nothing series had ever arisen. 

My morning routine, once I reached my office, was usually to check on the errors. Only once I had cleared those, did I begin basic maintenance work, like checking my emails and other correspondence. 

However, the moment I opened my office door, my whole morning changed. 

Instead of an empty chair, lit by the glow of the monitors, there sat a man, only a few years younger than me, I figured. 

“Who the hell are you?” I demanded. 

The man sitting in my chair wore a suit. He turned away from the computer screens and looked at me. His face brightened when he saw me. 

“Takamori-san,” the man said. “I am pleased to see you. I am Edamura Anzai, the new Computer Systems Analyst for Project Yumiko.” 

I narrowed my eyes at Edamura-san, trying to figure out what was going on. I had not been told about a new Computer Systems Analyst. That was technically my job title, although I was more than just an analyst. I did a little bit of everything. And when I wasn’t upgrading the Yumiko-chan program, I was often lent out to other departments, consulting on how my work could be adapted for other projects. 

And yet, even as I wanted to demand that this man leave my office, for him to prove to me that he belonged here, I knew that he must have been given permission. The sensors that tracked everyone in the building were almost infallible. It was technically possible to hack into the system, but there were so many safeguards in place. The sensor system ran on its own network, with wires and circuits running through the walls, parallel to all of the other computer systems, just to make the security system more secure. 

I also understood there were changes on the horizon for the Training Division under Kaneda-buchou and the Promo Team system. Kaisha Corporation was expanding to America, hoping to bring many of the advances I had helped to develop to the new training facility in America. Kaneda-buchou was to head up

the expansion efforts in America, at least as far as the new employee training was concerned. We had been working on an American journalist living in Japan recently, turning her into the first red-haired Promo Girl. All the other girls were blonde, maintaining an artificial feel that matched the rest of them. 

“You’re in my seat,” I eventually said. 

“My apologies,” Edamura-san said. “Let me move for you.” 

He stood up and I sat down in the already warm chair. I looked over the system diagnostics. The errors that had appeared overnight had already been cleared. 

“You took care of the errors?” I asked. 

“Yes, since I was here, and they were simple enough to deal with,” Edamura-san answered. “And I must complicate you on your system design. It is elegant and streamlined. I was going to call it simple, but that would be an oversimplification of what you have achieved.” 

Had he called my program simple, I definitely would have yelled at him. Even after I created the program and it had been running successfully, I worked to simplify it, to optimize it, making it more efficient. Even as the program became more sophisticated, it took up less space and required less processing power. The amount of graphics processing power it needed was still impressive, but it was down from its peak. 

“Thank you,” I said. I looked over Edamura-san’s work, checking for errors of his own. However, he had followed the plan perfectly. He had even given the correct answer to an inquiry the subject in training had that the program could not answer on its own. “And you can call me Irisa. How long have you been with Kaisha Corporation?” 

“Oh, this is my first official day,” he said. “I finished my training yesterday. I have a degree in computer science, specializing in the kinds of artificial intelligence systems you create here. I understand you came to this job naturally, without any formal training. I am impressed with what you have been able to accomplish.” 

I blushed slightly, dropping my head slightly in embarrassment. Even though I had found tremendous success for Kaisha with my work, I always felt bad about

my lack of formal training in the subject. I came to Kaisha out of high school. I had an interest in computers and algorithmic systems like these, implementing large data sets to create lifelike responses and interactions, but I had pioneered the field at the time, at least within Kaisha Corporation. 

“I wasn’t aware my department was expanding,” I said. “Or am I getting reassigned?” 

“I wouldn’t know,” Edamura-san said. “I was just told to report here and now here I am. I’m appreciative of all the documentation you created on this program. It won’t take me long to catch up with all of this.” 

I didn’t like this. I didn’t like this at all. It wasn’t that I wanted my own little fiefdom, someplace where I was responsible to no one. I technically had a boss in Kaneda-buchou. But he understood little of what I did. Instead, he simply gave me deadlines and goals to meet and I met them. And if I had extra time, I improved the systems already in place. And considering I consulted with other departments regularly, I figured I was doing well, serving Kaisha Corporation as I should. 

“I need to speak with Kaneda-buchou,” I said as I stood up. I knew he was set to leave soon, but he hadn’t left yet. There was still time to figure all of this out. 
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Kaneda-buchou was in an interesting position. He had been ordered to pack up his office, shipping the relevant materials to America. However, he had not himself been approved to travel yet. I assumed it had to do with his visa, but that was only me speculating. With his office packed up and shipped out, I instead visited his temporary office, little more than a supply closet with a desk in it. 

I knocked on the door, hoping he was available. 

“Come in.” It was his voice, but he sounded tired. I couldn’t imagine the stress he was under, having to continue his job in Japan while working out of a supply closet and planning his first few weeks in America, once he was approved for travel. 

I opened the door and found myself almost face to face with him. There was only a small desk separating us. The desk almost butted up against the door, with only a small gap on one side that allowed him to slip in and out. It was pitiful, but that was the Kaisha life sometimes. We served a great company, but there were stress points all around at times, when the efficiency of Kaisha was ground to a halt by bureaucracy. 

The moment Kaneda-buchou laid eyes on me, he frowned. “Edamura-san reported to your office today, didn’t he?” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I was not aware that I was getting a coworker.” 

He let out a deep sigh as he pulled a file folder on the corner of his desk toward him. “I’m sorry for this. I should have notified you before. He won’t be your coworker.” 

“Wait, what?” I said, flabbergasted by the news. “Have I been fired? I’m being let go after ten years of exemplary service? That’s fucked up.” 

As soon as the words left my lips, I regretted them. It was completely inappropriate for me to swear like that at work, let alone in front of my boss. I used more colorful language than many of my peers at Kaisha Corporation. It wasn’t something I was proud of, but I had always been able to get away with it, because I filled a role that, so far, no one else had ever been qualified for. Until now, apparently. 

“I regret my words,” I said, bowing deeply. “You have my sincerest apology.” 

“It’s okay, Takamori-san. It’s okay, Irisa.” I generally liked working for Kaneda-buchou. He was a good boss. He was fair. He also had a tendency to use my given name, which I appreciated. Takamori was not a name I readily identified with. It was my family name, yes, but I had always been a bit of a black sheep in the Takamori family. I preferred to stand on my merits, with my own two feet and not standing on the shoulders of my ancestors. 

“Then what’s going on?” I asked. I was stumped about why this was happening. 

“Technically you’re being promoted,” he answered. “And I’m sorry I didn’t inform you before. That was my mistake. I put it in my to-do pile, but I never got to it before now.” 

“Promotion?” I asked. Oddly, despite how happy everyone was to work at Kaisha Corporation, there was very little turnover and very little route to advancement. This was not a company that regularly promoted from within. The training at the start was so thorough that new hires entered their new jobs as perfect employees. They were perfect for their chosen position. And as long as they continued to fulfill their duties, they were usually kept where they were. It was easier that way. And with such strong company loyalty, no one ever saw a need to advance. Everyone was happy to do their part for Kaisha. So hearing that I was being promoted was strange to my ears. 

“It’s part of our American expansion plan,” Kaneda-buchou said. “Once I get approved for travel, I will be heading up the training facilities and staff in America. I will also be taking Fujii-san and Mariko-chan with me. They both have a good command of English, which we will obviously need.” 

My one regret in the path I had chosen for myself was my inadequate English language skills. I had of course studied English in school. I had used it on a limited basis in my programming work. But programming in English was different from speaking it and I lacked that ability. 

“All of your programs will need to be translated into English,” Kaneda-buchou continued. “And we both know that needs to be someone other than you. We could have kept you in your current role, continuing your work with Project Yumiko, but I have gotten the sense from you that there isn’t much more innovation you can do without rebuilding it from scratch. To put it plainly, you

have made yourself obsolete. But rather than let such a valuable employee go, we have chosen to repurpose you.” 

I felt my heart strings pull as warmth filled me. I knew exactly how my brain had been rewired, instilling a love for the Kaisha Corporation that I could never deny. I knew it had been placed there during my initial training, but just because I knew it to be fake, it felt no less real. I would do whatever Kaisha needed from me. It had been like that for ten years and that was not going to end now, just because I was being replaced by Edamura-san. 

“What will my new position be?” I asked. 

Kaneda-buchou opened the file folder in front of him. I saw my name at the top of the first page. “Interestingly enough, you were almost selected for the Promo Team ten years ago.” I gasped at the news. Just imagining me as one of those bimbos at trade shows was a shock. The idea that I would be running around with huge balloons on my chest, short blonde hair, giggling at anything and everything, and then spending my free time gushing over Kaisha products was such a huge discrepancy from who I really was. “The only thing that kept you out of the program was your computer skills.” 

I certainly lucked out there. Of course, I had helped doom other women to lives as Promo Girls. I knew they were happy with their positions, believing themselves to have been too stupid for anything else. That was part of the Project Yumiko programming. The women legitimately believed they were just bimbos and that they had always wanted to be on the Kaisha Promo Team. And once that shift happened, their acceptance of the rest of the training went so much more smoothly. By then, they were doing it all to themselves. 

“Why are you telling me this?” I asked. 

“Because with Fujii-san leaving for America with me, we need a new Promo Team Leader. Given your closeness to the situation, and the fact you have a good frame for a Promo Girl, we plan to transform you into the next team leader.” 

I stood there in shock. I could easily imagine my jaw hanging only centimeters off the floor. I had never imagined how close my fate to being one of the Promo Girls had been, but I then never imagined I might end up leading them either. 

My natural instinct was to argue against such a promotion. It would have

activated my fight or flight instinct in any other situation. But at work, within the Kaisha Corporation building, there was no such response from me. I couldn’t create one. I wanted to do what was best for Kaisha and that meant I needed to accept this new fate. 

“I live to serve Kaisha Corporation,” I said as I snapped to attention. I bowed to my boss, coming to terms with what the company had in store for me. 

“As do we all,” Kaneda-buchou said. “I will say before anything else, I did try to find you a position where you could continue to operate with the autonomy that you have before, but it is not possible. You can probably take a certain amount of solace in knowing that Edamura-san is not the only hire we are making to replace you. No one person can replace the role you have held here at Kaisha Corporation for the past ten years. However, for the continued growth of the company, both domestically and internationally, this is a necessary change.” 

“I understand, sir,” I said. “What is needed for me to begin my new role?” 

“There is a fitness test scheduled for you this afternoon,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

“Once we determine what is needed to prepare you physically, we will also plan your operations.” 

“Operations?” I asked. I was aware that Fujii-san had augmented breasts, but I had always assumed she had once been a Promo Girl herself. She had been in that role for as long as I had been with Kaisha. But now I was beginning to realize just how all of this really worked. 

“We have found that it helps for the Promo Team to be led by someone who looks similar to the girls. That means you need the Promo Girl body, minus the blonde hair, of course.” 

“Of course,” I agreed. 

Fujii-san looked almost identical to her Promo Girl counterparts. She had the big, fake breasts. Her hair was cut in a bob. Her uniform was similar, although it was black and white instead of various shades of blue. She wore a beret, just like the girls, but again, in black. The only real difference, other than her authority over the rest of the team, was her black hair. At least I would not need to so drastically change my appearance as a real Promo Girl. 

“Since you are not needed for the next few hours, I suggest you visit Fujii-san to get a first hand account of what the job entails,” Kaneda-buchou said. “That will be the best option, I think. Unless you think Edamura-san needs help filling in for you on Project Yumiko?” 

“No, Edamura-san seems very capable,” I said, much to my disappointment. “I will seek out Fujii-san. I am sure she will have a lot of advice for me as I take on her position.” I bowed once again, showing respect toward my boss. I held no ill will toward him or anyone else at Kaisha Corporation. The decisions that had been made were completely understandable. And I would continue to serve the company with all of my ability. “Thank you, Kaneda-buchou. Would you like your door open or closed?” 

“Closed, please,” he said. 

I stepped back and closed the door, leaving him in his tiny office. I had other places I needed to go. I needed to track down Fujii-san. It was important that I speak with her. 
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For the first time in the ten years I had worked for Kaisha Corporation, I went to the Promo Team dormitory. From the outside, it seemed inconspicuous. A random Kaisha employee would not know that beyond the door was a whole team of bimbos, fully dedicated to promoting Kaisha Corporation and its products. If they knew, I had no doubt there would be a line at the door, mostly men waiting for a chance to fuck one of them. 

I held out my wrist and swiped it across the sensor pad. I expected it to trigger some sort of alert so that Fujii-san would come out to see me. Instead, however, the door opened, giving me access to the dormitory. 

I looked down at my wrist, the scar from the injection having long since faded. I had been one of the first people to choose the implant over the wristband. I had been young and the technology had fascinated me. I had imagined a world in which our entire lives were augmented with technology, with chip implants that not only allowed people to move about a building securely, but also to enhance senses and strength, reaching the point of actual cyborgs. That hadn’t happened, but I didn’t regret getting the implant. It was just easier to work with than the wristbands were. 

However, I found myself wondering if I had always had access to the Promo Team dormitory or if that was a new approved location within the building for me. It could have been either, since I had never tried to visit before. I had so long disassociated myself from the people my program was training, I didn’t really think about them in their end product state. 

I found myself looking into a large room with various seating arrangements. 

There were couches, chairs, giant bean bag pillows, and tables with chairs around them. The Promo Girls were dressed in one of their uniforms, all of them wearing the same outfits. The uniforms changed regularly, keeping fans on their toes, although there was no way people would ever forget that these were Kaisha Corporation Promo Girls. They had a unique look about them, even if they looked so similar. Only Mariko-chan looked different, her bright red hair making her appear like an American beacon within a room of blonde Japanese girls. 

They all looked so content, so serene. I had never put that much thought into what it might actually feel like to be a Promo Girl. I only focused on improving

the Project Yumiko training program until it met, and even exceeded, all of the parameters set by Kaneda-buchou and Nishi-san. And despite the girls’ huge tits and skimpy uniforms, there was an innocence about them that I could not shake. 

I knew my program had done a number on their minds. They were all bimbos and I assumed they would never be anything else, even after they were retired from the Promo Team. 

“Takamori-san,” came a slightly more intelligent voice from my left. I turned to see Fujii-san standing in the doorway to her office. Their doorway had no actual door. None of the rooms in the dormitory featured doors. It was important to always keep an eye on the Promo Girls. Even though they were adults and well trained for their tasks, it had been decided that they should never be alone. There was no privacy for them, just in case one of them got themselves into trouble. 

“Hello, Fujii-san,” I said, stepping toward her office. 

“Come in,” she said, waving me in. “Kaneda-buchou called to let me know you’d be coming. I am glad it will be someone like you replacing me.” 

I stepped into Fujii-san’s office. I knew she had a room of her own here as well. 

Unlike most Kaisha employees, there were certain roles that required a full time presence on campus. The Promo Team and the team leader were both roles that restricted their movements. This was their home now, with Kaisha taking care of all of them. In some ways, it was a good deal. These people were completely cared for. Their needs were simple, but they were provided for to make them happy and content. 

“Sit down and we can talk,” Fujii-san said. She backed around her desk and sat down behind it, her large chest bobbing with her movements. She looked so much like the Promo Girls. Her body had been enhanced and placed on display. 

The only differences were her black and white uniform and her black hair. 

Otherwise, she was a spitting image of the Promo Girls outside. 

“Thank you,” I said as I sat down, relaxing in the soft chair. “I don’t know what we’re supposed to talk about or what I should ask you. I’ve only been aware of these changes for less than an hour. I walked into my office this morning and my replacement was already there.” 

“But you did talk to Kaneda-buchou, didn’t you?” Fujii-san asked. 

“I just came from his temporary office. He explained the basics. I’m going to be taking over for you as Promo Team leader.” 

“That’s right,” Fujii-san said. “As soon as you are ready to replace me, I’ll be off to America to lead the expansion Promo Team.” 

“You must be excited,” I said. “It is a great honor to serve Kaisha Corporation.” 

“I agree. It is the greatest honor. And I look forward to putting my English language skills to the test. It has been so long since I last got to use them thoroughly.” Fujii-san proceeded to say something in English. I couldn’t understand what she said, having very little skill in the language myself. I knew it sounded off though, like it was broken English. Under normal circumstances, I would have assumed such poor proficiency would pose a problem, but it was better than anything I could do. And as long as the point was made and understood, I was sure Fujii-san would be fine. 

“I realize I don’t actually know how long you’ve been the team leader for. 

You’ve held the position for at least ten years. Is that normal?” 

Fujii-san let out the faintest of giggles. It made me wonder if hanging around bimbos all of the time had rubbed off on her. “It wasn’t when I started. I was a Promo Girl at the start. That was before you joined us. Usually the eldest or longest serving Promo Girl was made the team leader. But that isn’t possible anymore.” 

I frowned. That information made no sense to me. If the team leader usually came from within the ranks of the Promo Team itself, there was no need for me to take over. It seemed something had changed. 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Because of your work. You changed the training program for the Promo Girls. 

Project Yumiko is so good at turning the girls into bimbos, there’s nothing left to salvage at the end. I am the last woman within the team to have been trained with analogue tools. You brought about a digital revolution and have pushed all of those girls out there so far, they can’t handle the responsibility anymore.” 

“I had no idea,” I said, feeling shame. “I should try to fix that.” 

“There’s no need, Takamori-san. The girls are better able to serve Kaisha this way. And it just means we need to recruit a team leader from outside the team. 

That’s where you come in.” 

I had to admit, the Promo Girls met higher benchmarks now than they did when I was hired. They were fitter, considered sexier, more focused, and from all data that had been collected, they were happier. Then again, they now believed that they were living out their dreams, never knowing what kinds of lives had been taken away from them. And even if they were presented with an opportunity to gain their freedom and autonomy, they would all choose to remain with Kaisha. 

The outside world was too foreign for them now. 

“Do you remember what your life was like before Kaisha?” I asked. I knew what the girls outside would say. I had trained them to give those responses. I had trained them to forget. For them, their lives only really began when they became Promo Girls. Everything before that, if asked, but just them being silly and dumb bimbos, hoping to become Kaisha Corporation Promo Girls. It was their ultimate dream. 

“Only vaguely,” Fujii-san answered. “The old training methods were not as good. What you created is much stronger, much more effective. Part of me wishes I had come into the program later so that I could be as happy as all of those girls out there.” 

“And what happens after?” I asked. “You’ve had quite a career already, but I can’t imagine that’s true for everyone. What happens to the girls when they get too old?” 

“They are repurposed, of course,” Fujii-san answered. “Just like you are being repurposed. You went from a program developer and will become the Promo Team leader. Those girls will never be more than bimbos, but they are so sexed up, they won’t mind being repurposed to become housewives or sex toys for wealthy men. I’m not sure if I’m allowed to tell you this yet, but there is speculation that Hina-chan might get taken out of the team, because Kurosawa-shachou has taken a liking to her. If he decides he wants to make her involvement with him permanent, we could end up needing to retrain her to be a personal bimbo, instead of a Kaisha bimbo.” 

I nodded my head, taking in that information. Regardless of what happened, it

was helpful to know about such entanglements for the girls. They did more than just go to events and talk about Kaisha products. They also served some of the various men within the company, as rewards or just stress relief. 

It had never been clear to me why there was such a strong sexual component to the training of the Promo Girls. I included it, making sure the girls were used to being constantly horny. It helped them be flirty in their jobs. But it also helped them in their other services for the company, as the sex toys for the executives. It made me wonder if Kaneda-buchou had ever taken part. He was well placed to sample all of the girls that I had trained. 

And it was definitely weird to think about these girls as if I had trained them personally. I had never met any of them. I had seen them on camera. I had looked at their various test results. But it was the program that trained them. All I did was create the program, train the intelligence models, and provide the means with which their minds were permanently altered. 

“I wonder what they’ll want from me,” I said. All this talk of transforming those girls, all the work I had done to make sure they were perfectly little bimbos for Kaisha, and now I might have a similar fate. If I believed in karma, that would be it right there. And even though at this very moment, I didn’t want to possibly dumb myself down to become the leader of the Promo Team, I would do it in the end. If Kaisha wanted me in this new role, I would do it without hesitation. Any Kaisha employee would. 

“Only Kaisha knows,” Fujii-san said. It was a common phrase across the company. Whenever an employee did not know why a decision had been made above them, they left it to Kaisha, as if the company had a brain of its own. 

Someone would decide what kind of team leader I would be. Someone would decide if I needed to look more like Fujii-san or if I could just be my, more or less, normal self. 

“Only Kaisha knows,” I agreed with a sigh. I was resigned to my fate. But there was still much I didn’t know. My repurposing would be significant if I was going to go from a computer programer for statistical artificial intelligence to a Promo Team leader, which made me think more of a chaperone than anything else. “I have a physical exam this afternoon,” I added. “I guess that’s when I’ll find out what they need me to do to prepare.” 

“You’ll do great Takamori-san,” Fujii-san said. “And I’m sure this will be a smooth transition. The girls deserve that. They work hard to be perfect for Kaisha. We must strive for an equal level of perfection for them, as well as for Kaisha.” 

I nodded my head in agreement. I saw how much Fujii-san cared for her team. 

She was their leader. And whenever my repurposing training was complete, I would take her place, allowing her to go to America to take charge of the newly formed American Kaisha Promo Team. Somehow I knew she would be great at it. 

“Thank you, Fujii-san,” I said, standing up and then bowing. “You have been very helpful.” 

As soon as I was dismissed, I walked out of Fujii-san’s office, but I didn’t immediately leave the dormitory. Instead, I stood there and watched the girls as they chatted with each other. Even in their free time, they were devoted to Kaisha. It was impressive. I had created a program that represented the highest ideal of a Promo Girl and they had emulated her perfectly. They had emulated a woman who did not actually exist. And while there was something sad about all of that, I also felt incredibly proud, both of myself and of them. They really had made themselves perfect for Kaisha. And now it was my turn. 

When I finally left the dormitory, there was a smile on my face. I was ready to face whatever was ahead of me, wanting nothing more than to be the best employee I could be. I would strive for excellence. I would strive for perfection. 

Not only was I doing it for Kaisha, but I was doing it for those girls as well. I had made them and now I needed to lead them. 
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After I finished visiting with Fujii-san, I had time to kill before I needed to report for my afternoon physical exam. I was reasonably sure they would be testing my cardio abilities, so I decided it was best to eat lunch early, even though I had only been at work for a little over an hour. Everything was moving so fast. It was hard to keep up. 

I ate in the company canteen, a cafeteria on site. It was pretty quiet this early, although there were a few groups holding meetings while eating. It was an efficient use of time that I appreciated. They were doing their part to both keep themselves in good condition and they were making sure to squeeze in as much work into their day as possible. 

If it weren’t for the fact there were all those computers in my now old office, I would have taken my meals there, working through my lunch break. I didn’t even consider it a break. It was simply a time when I needed to eat. And I was always back in my office as soon as possible. 

As I munched from a small bento box, I thought about what I would have been doing today if Edamura-san had not been hired as my replacement. I had been wanting to test other ways to train the Promo Girls, hoping to speed up their training times. I had considered using subliminal messages in the graphics on their screens. Even a spiral could help draw them into a meditative state faster. 

Shaving off a few seconds here and there could add up over the course of six or so months. I might even be able to cut their training time by a few days with that kind of efficiency improvement. 

But it didn’t take me long to move off of what I would have been doing. Instead, my mind began to wonder what Edamura-san was doing. Was he still getting up to speed on my work or had he already started to make the job his own, instituting changes that I hadn’t even thought of? It was an interesting idea and there was a part of me that wanted to check in on him, just to see what he was up to. However, I knew better than to do that. Kaisha had chosen him to further develop the training programs. I had been chosen to lead the Promo Team. 

After I finished eating, I went for a walk. This was not meant to be particularly strenuous, but I needed to get outside, not knowing the next time I would breathe fresh air. I was vaguely aware of how little actual fresh air the Promo Girls got. 

When they were not attending events, they lived and worked out at Kaisha Corporation headquarters. They spent much of their time indoors, making it so their diets were altered slightly, giving them additional vitamins and nutrients that they could not get while inside all of the time. 

I realized if someone was going to track me, using the implant in my wrist, they would have been able to see that I left the building. Someone might think I was running. Not that I went far. I only walked the perimeter of the Kaisha buildings, walking around each of the four buildings individually and then one lap around all four together. When I was done, I felt refreshed and it was time to report for my exam. 

The elevator took me to the appropriate floor. As soon as I swiped my wrist across the sensor, the system knew where I needed to go. I went up to the ninth floor. That was where the main training facility was for all new employees. Even though it had been ten years since I was last there, I knew where to go, where I would end up meeting the doctors and other evaluators. 

“There you are,” Kaneda-buchou said as I approached the room. “I was notified you had left the premises. Part of me wondered if you were running.” 

“I would never run, sir,” I said. “I would never run away from Kaisha. I belong here. This is my home now. But I did want a chance to get some fresh air. I imagine I won’t be getting as much in the coming months.” 

“That remains to be seen,” he said. “The doctors are ready for you now.” 

Kaneda-buchou held the door open for me, allowing me entrance. The room where my tests were to be conducted looked like a cross between a gym and a laboratory. There were a number of people, mostly men, but a few women as well, huddled together, all of them wearing white lab coats. I assumed they were in charge of my tests. 

“I’ll stay with you during the tests,” Kaneda-buchou said from behind me. I could feel his presence, just inside the door. 

“Thank you, sir,” I said. “I appreciate it. As much as I want this, I’m also scared. 

I’m worried I’ll lose a part of myself.” 

“Whatever you lose will be unimportant in your new role,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

“And I am sure you will gain so much more.” 

Somehow, even though I already knew that to be true, his words comforted me, buoying my spirit. 

“Hello,” I said, stepping up to the people in the lab coats. “Takamori Irisa, reporting.” 

“Welcome,” the lead man said. He was taller than everyone else in the room and he had a dark scruffy beard. I couldn’t tell how old he was, but age didn’t mean much at Kaisha. With the way the training systems were conducted, the way people were hired, age gave no indication of knowledge, ability, or power. 

Kaisha was unlike any other place in the world, from what I could tell. “We will begin with a physical exam. There is a screen over there with a change of clothes behind it. Please change and return promptly.” 

I bowed in acknowledgement and did as I was told. The screen blocked me from being seen by anyone else in the room. There was a sports bra and a pair of spandex shorts. They were designed to give me limited coverage, making the physical examination easier. And these were the same clothes I could wear during the fitness exam. 

The people in lab coats put me through a full physical. They checked my heart, my lungs, my skin, my eyes and everything else. There was even a woman who checked my pussy. It was all very invasive, but I was given a clean bill of health, as far as I could tell. The pussy exam was the most blush inducing of all of it. 

Kaneda-buchou had the decency to look away during that. All of the men in the room did. 

Following the exam, they hooked up a bunch of electrodes to my skin before they had me get on a treadmill and exercise. I started out walking, but they slowly increased the speed until I had to start jogging. They kept turning up the speed, my breathing becoming more and more strained. I hadn’t run like this for as long as I could remember. It wasn’t even something I had to do during my initial Kaisha training period. 

Just as I felt as if I might pass out from the exertion, the test finished. The treadmill slowed down until I was able to finally step off. Every breath felt as if I was trying to chug air. I pulled it into my lungs, desperate to get oxygen into my bloodstream. I wanted to place my hands on my knees and rest, but I knew

better. I knew I needed to keep my air passages open, so I held my hands together and placed them on top of my head, opening up my chest to get a maximum amount of air into me. 

“Not bad,” the lead man said. “Some of your numbers are a little lower than what we had on file for you, but those numbers are ten years old and we never actually put you through such a rigorous test before. We will be tweaking your exercise routine, but you won’t have much to worry about. By the time you begin your new position, you should be able to keep up with every member of your team.” 

I wasn’t sure what to say. I was still sucking in air, my chest heaving. Even if I had words to say, I didn’t know if I would actually be able to get them out. I was practically dripping with sweat. I really wasn’t used to doing stuff like this. I was a computer nerd, not a fitness fanatic. But knowing what the Promo Team Leader uniform usually was, I supposed it was necessary to up my game when it came to my fitness and the effect of my fitness on my appearance. 

“And we will be recommending a number of cosmetic procedures to get you to the right level,” the man continued. “A breast augmentation will be required. We may perform a fat transfer, depending on how the fitness routine works. And lip fillers will be a must as well. Just because the Promo Girls look overly sexy doesn’t mean their leader shouldn’t.” 

There it was. He admitted it. My days with a natural appearance were numbered. 

When this was all over, I would look like Hina-chan and all the others, with a slight variation, marking me as the leader. It would all take some getting used to. 
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Iwas given time to shower and change back into my normal clothes after my exam. The whole time I stood under the hot spray, I kept looking down, wondering what it would be like to have big tits. I wasn’t exactly a big girl when it came to my chest. My boobs had popped when it was time, but that was about it, ending at the budding stage. I didn’t have big, natural tits like some women managed to get. 

When I finished cleaning up and getting dressed, I went back up to the Promo Team floor. That was where Kaneda-buchou had his temporary office. And it was there that he wanted me to see him, to go over my results and what my training was going to look like. 

His office door was open, making him look almost comical as he sat behind his desk. I realized this was a conversation that was going to end up happening in public. There wasn’t space in his office for the both of us. The room was that small. Then again, there weren’t a lot of people wandering the hallways on this floor of the building. Only specific people had permission to be here. 

“I’ve got good news for you,” Kaneda-buchou said as I approached. “Or I like to think of it as good news. You might find this whole thing bizarre.” 

I was leaning toward the latter. After ten years, my life was going to radically change. I couldn’t believe it had come to this. And yet, I knew I would go through with everything I was asked of. There was no question I would comply. 

Any Kaisha employee would comply. I wasn’t the volunteering type, but I would do my part to make sure the company thrived. 

“Edamura-san has successfully updated Project Yumiko with a slightly different aim. We will be using the same basic program used to train the Promo Girls to train you. The Yumiko avatar is being updated and some of her programmed responses are being updated, but either tonight or tomorrow, we will be completely ready for you.” 

“I… Um… That’s…” 

I couldn’t find the words. My mouth would open and I would get a syllable out, but then the flow would cease and I would be stuck there, with my mouth moving like a fish’s. I really didn’t know what to make of it all. To have the

Project Yumiko program used on me was just weird, although there was a small sliver of me that was excited. After years of development, using it on all those women, I was now about to get a first hand account of what it was like. And unlike all those who came before me, I was positioned to know what was actually happening to me. I just didn’t know if that was going to make me less susceptible, because sometimes knowledge of what was happening could negate it. 

“It’s bizarre,” Kaneda-buchou said. “I get it. And if you hadn’t figured it out, this means we’re going to set you up in the Promo Girl training room. I hope we can accelerate your training, but we’ll see. I suppose it will help that you don’t need to be a bimbo to be a Promo Girl.” 

I swallowed hard, not wanting to disagree with my boss. From my understanding, I very well might end up on the bimbo spectrum. I needed to be smarter and more capable than the rest of the team, but there was a big gap between where I was and the minimum level of intelligence I needed to be the team leader. 

“The big change will be you moving into Kaisha Corporation headquarters on a permanent basis,” Kaneda-buchou continued. “I never asked about your personal life. I hope this won’t be an inconvenience to you.” 

“No, that part is actually good,” I said, finally finding my voice. “My family has been trying to set me up with a guy and I’m not actually interested. This is a perfect excuse to break that off. Not that I’m looking forward to saying goodbye to everything out there. This is a big step.” 

“It is a big step, but it’s one you want to make, isn’t it?” 

I thought about his words for a moment, letting his question really penetrate my mind. Yes, I had my doubts. I had my worries. I had my fears. But I also felt proud just for being chosen. I felt lucky to know that Kaisha needed me. I knew this was for the best, both for Kaisha and for me. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I am looking forward to being a better employee for Kaisha.” 

“I’m glad to hear it. “I don’t think you’ll need me to escort you to the training room. Your implant will give you access, although it is unlikely to let you out again until your training is complete or I come to retrieve you. If there’s

anything you want to do before you go into the room, just let me know. A final meal, perhaps?” 

“Actually, I just want a chance to write to a few people, to explain that I’m moving into a full time position with the company and I am unlikely to see them for a long time.” I left off the bit where I might never see some of them ever again. That was too fatalistic for my preferences. 

“That works for me. There will already be writing materials in the room for you. 

That is usually the first thing we have new Promo Girl trainees do.” 

“But you rewrite them all, don’t you?” I asked. I seemed to recall that happening, although I was never a part of it. 

“Of course,” Kaneda-buchou said. “Some phrases get copied over, but we must protect our secrets.” 

“Can you do me a favor?” I asked. “Don’t rewrite mine. Leave it as is. I promise I won’t include anything I shouldn’t. I just want the words I send to my family to be my words. They wouldn’t understand any of it anyways. They’ve never understood why I’m so loyal to Kaisha.” 

“I will only promise not to send a pre-written version. But my job would be on the line if I made you the promise you are asking of me. But I will try to leave as much of your words in as possible. Will that work?” 

“As long as you try,” I said. “That will work for me.” I bowed once more. “I will see you later, Kaneda-buchou.” 

And then I was gone, ready to go to my room. It was there that I was going to throw off my past and become a whole new woman. 
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The moment I stepped into the Promo Girl training room, I felt a sense of déjà vu. I had seen the room so many times via video monitor, but I had never actually stepped inside before. The bed was exactly how I knew it would be, although the room actually looked bigger in person. There was a small desk in the corner. A small stack of paper and a pen were already there, waiting for me. 

I wasted no time in writing my letters. I didn’t have all that much I wanted to say. I just needed to make it clear that I was going to be gone for a long time. I considered lying, telling my family that I had been chosen for a job as part of the Kaisha Corporation expansion into America, but I knew Kaneda-buchou wouldn’t like that. It would work, but it would also reveal the planned expansion was actually happening. I hadn’t heard an official announcement of it yet. All the rumblings were internal, not external. 

In the end, the truth was all I really needed to give. I didn’t tell them that I was going to become the Promo Team leader. Instead, I told them that I was moving into a management position. Instead of staring at a computer screen all day, doing things no one else in my family could understand, I was going to be managing my own team. It made it all sound so much better, although just writing that out helped me to come to terms with what I was going to become and how important it was. Someone had to do it. Someone had to lead the Promo Team. 

As soon as the letters were written, I turned on the screen, activating it with my wrist implant. I had seen how this process worked before. Swiping the Promo Girl’s wrist across the sensor turned on the screen and started the Project Yumiko program. 

The moment the sensor picked up my implant, the screen turned on with a soft hum. I barely heard it for a moment as the speakers turned on. Sound was incredibly important with the program, since the women needed to interact with Yumiko-chan. 

I half expected to see the blonde-haired Yumiko on the screen when I turned it on. Instead, however, I was greeted with a woman who looked remarkably like me, although with cartoonish features. Her tits, her lips, they were Promo Girl in size. The only difference was the black hair, instead of blonde. That was how I

knew it wasn’t Yumiko-chan. I could only guess this was Edamura-san’s interpretation of what I would eventually look like. 

“Hello, Takamori-san,” the avatar said. “Welcome to your new training program. 

I know you designed me, but my programming has been updated to reflect a slight change in parameters. And most important, we’re going to try something new with you. Rather than try to become more like Yumiko-chan, I want you to become more like me. That’s why my name is also Takamori-san. We’re the same. Or at least we will be the same when you complete your training.” 

I stood there, just blinking, trying to comprehend what I was seeing. This was so strange. And yet, it was oddly compelling. I recognized enough of myself in the avatar that I wanted to be more like her. Knowing we were the same people made me want to lessen the gap between us. And even though I knew this was just a computer program, a program that I had created, I still felt the compulsion to change, to be trained. 

“It’s nice to meet you, Takamori-san,” I said with a bow. “I look forward to learning what you can teach me.” 

I sat down on the edge of the bed, facing the screen. I let the program run through its entry level scripts, drawing me in, relaxing me, until I lost all sense of time and place. There was just me and the onscreen Takamori-san. 

I didn’t know how long I was entranced by the program, but when I came out of it, I noticed the paper that I had left on the desk was gone. Someone, probably Kaneda-buchou, had entered the room without me realizing it and clearing away the writing supplies and my written letters. I shuddered, realizing I was already falling into the trap I had designed. I bit my lower lip, thinking about how this was all my own doing. I created this program and now I was going to let it change me. It was actually exciting. Maybe I had always known I was destined for this, that I wanted to be a part of the Promo Team, even if I never admitted it to myself before. 

“That was a great first session,” the avatar said. “Now why don’t you go to the bathroom and change into a workout outfit. We need to keep your body in top shape for your new job as Team Leader.” 

“Of course, Takamori-san,” I said, bowing before I scurried off to the bathroom. 

I had never been so eager to please. It felt good though. And I was already wondering if that was one more aspect of me that would have made me such a good Promo Girl. Kaneda-buchou had already given me the news. If it hadn’t been for my prowess with computers and my ability to train computer systems that bordered on artificial intelligence, I would have been one of those girls already. I had the frame for it, which I assume I still did. And rather than just being a generic member of the team, I was going to be its leader. That was exciting. 

There was an exercise outfit waiting for me. It was nearly identical to the one I wore during my exam. And while my body was still tired, I was sure there was a reason why Takamori-san was putting me through a second workout. Clearly, my fitness was something that needed working on. I needed to improve. 

When I returned to the main room, I was wearing a blue sports bra and black shorts. There were no shoes or socks provided, so I didn’t wear them. It wasn’t until I realized the lack of shoes that I understood what a part of the training process really was. Promo Girls were trained to be fully dependent on the team staff, the Team Leader and Nishi-buchou. Plus there were all the other people who worked behind the scenes. There were laundry personnel. There was someone who did the food prep. There was even the bus driver. And Promo Girls, despite their front faces roles, were completely dependent on Kaisha for everything in their lives. Even their entertainment activities were all about Kaisha. 

And as much as the idea of becoming dependent on my employer for almost everything, I had to admit, it was nice not needing to worry about certain things. 

It was nice not needing to worry about where the shoes were for this outfit. If there were no shoes for me to wear, then I wasn’t going to need them. 

It was only when I was back in front of the screen, letting the avatar lead me through various yoga poses, working to expand my flexibility to better match that of the real Promo Girls, that I realized I had left my normal clothes behind in the bathroom. And if there was any doubt in my mind that what lay before me would be a permanent change, it was that those clothes were likely lost to me now. I had no idea how they would be retrieved by Kaisha employees, but I would only ever wear clothing that had been approved by Kaisha from now on. 

I also realized how my life as I knew it was going to change completely. I

assumed someone would take care of my apartment, breaking the lease and probably selling off my belongings. There was nothing there that was especially valuable outside of my gaming rig, but I had a feeling I wasn’t going to be playing games like those anymore. Kaisha was responsible for my entertainment from now on. The company was responsible for everything in my life now. 

Performing yoga, placing my body into positions I had never even attempted before, was not exactly easy after an exhausting workout earlier. However, I eventually started to feel a slow burn in my muscles that actually started to feel good. That was definitely a positive, even if I could not handle the level of flexibility the avatar demonstrated. I didn’t know if I could ever get that far. All I knew was I would try. 

“Very good,” Takamori-san said on the screen when we eventually finished our session. My body screamed at me, my muscles spasming randomly at times. It was all very strange, but I hadn’t had to work out like that in years. If I had known this was always going to be my fate, I might have tried harder to be fitness conscious. “Now go shower and change again. Afterward, you will have dinner. And after dinner, you will be making a visit to the salon. It’s time for your haircut.” 

“Yes, Takamori-san,” I said with a respectful bow. 

As soon as I stepped into the bathroom, I noticed my old clothes had been removed. I had no idea how or where they went, but there was a new set of clothes sitting out for me. Kaisha really took care of me now. 

I showered and dressed in the new outfit. It was black and white, a white blouse covered by a black vest. Except both pieces were cropped, leaving my midriff on display. That was the style for the Team Leader. Fujii-san always wore that outfit. Hers fit differently, what with her big tits. But it seemed I would have my own set soon enough. 

The black skirt swished around the tops of my thighs as I stood in front of the food dispenser, holding a special cut with an extra wide straw. All of the Promo Girls had their diets strictly enforced with a special liquid diet. It helped keep them in ideal shape and it meant they did not need to eat heavy meals. 

Everything was controlled. 

“No more real food for me,” I said as I took my first sip from the cup. The straw

was hard to suck on. It was so wide, I had to use extra force. I knew exactly why this straw was used. It was to train the girls to suck cock better. There was a sexual side to match the work side. And it seemed that I was going to be no different. I was going to learn to suck like a pro. 

The smoothie-like drink was reasonably tasty. It wasn’t all that sweet, but it had a good flavor, one I couldn’t fully put my finger on. But it hit the spot, both filling my belly and giving me an almost immediate energy boost. I just hoped there weren’t any chemicals to worry about in it, but I didn’t have a choice whether I wanted to drink it or not. I either drank it or I starved. 

“Do I need to wait to be escorted to the salon?” I asked the screen. 

“No, unlike a regular Promo Girl, we know you can find your way. The salon will have earbuds for you to listen to me with while you’re there. That will make us so much closer. Good luck.” 

I swiped my wrist by the door sensor and it unlocked. I was pretty sure that wasn’t allowed for a normal Promo Girl in training, but I was no normal girl for that. I was a tenured employee who would be leading them. I couldn’t wait. 
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Even though I got my hair cut on my very first night in my training, it did wonders for my enthusiasm going forward. I knew exactly what was happening to me. I could even feel it happening. I could feel myself forgetting. But I also knew that I was moving closer and closer to my ideal state, where I would be Takamori-san to a group of sexy young women who wanted nothing more than to promote Kaisha Corporation and its products. 

With my earbuds in, the avatar of my future self was always with me. The earbuds never came out, not even in the shower. I was always available for learning, for training. And it was nice, feeling my mind slow as I became more in tune with my future self. And seeing my bob cut in the mirror every time I was in the bathroom made me feel so much more like I was doing the best thing I could, both for myself and for Kaisha. 

I worked hard with the Takamori-san avatar. I worked out with her several times per day. At least I assumed it was several times per day. Time itself became less and less of a concept that mattered when I could depend on the avatar to keep me on schedule. And without windows in my room, there was no way for me to know what time of day it was. For all I knew, they were speeding up time, making it seem like I was spending weeks in my room, becoming more and more like my future self. 

Or they could have been slowing everything down, making it so my days were longer than twenty-four hours. I had no idea. It didn’t matter to me. I didn’t need to know. I just knew that I would be told what to do and when to do it and it was easiest to just not question any of it. 

Whatever the means of manipulating me, I knew one thing for sure. I was definitely getting dumber. I could feel it. I could feel my knowledge slipping away. After mental training sessions, which were the more frequent kind of training session the avatar led me through, I would run through a list of the things I knew. The list kept getting shorter. Within the first week, I was certain I would never be able to do my old job anymore. I was losing my computer skills. 

And with each skill that I felt slip from my grasp, I smiled. It actually felt good to forget, as strange as that was. It felt good to let my mind go blank and push away all of those things that made my past job possible, only holding onto what I needed to do to lead the Promo Team. 

However, there was one thing driving me more than any other. It took less than a week for me to openly want to be the spitting image of my avatar. Getting my hair cut that first time was the start, but it was when I went back a week later for the tiniest of trims, wanting to maintain the same perfect hair, no matter the fact that my hair continued to grow, that I knew what I was really working toward. I worked hard each and every day until the big reward was given to me. I was working toward my implants. 

“Today is the big day,” the avatar said as I slurped happily on my breakfast. 

“You will be reporting to the surgeon this afternoon. So drink up. This is your last official meal for a while.” 

I sucked even harder on the wide straw, sucking down every bit of my breakfast. 

Excitement bubbled through my body. Even as I kept the straw in my mouth, continuing to drink—once the food was flowing up the straw, it was easier to just keep sucking—I practically jumped around the room with pure happiness. It was finally happening. I was going to finally look like the woman I was supposed to look like, like the woman Kaisha wanted me to look like. 

Of course, having knowledge in advance of what was going to happen was not easy. I still had to go through my normal routines, including another mental session that was sure to erase something else from my mind. 

Despite how good it felt to forget, there were times when I wondered if I was forgetting too much. There was a tingle of fear at the back of my neck, making me wonder if the program would take me too far. I couldn’t be just another Promo Girl. I needed to be smart enough to lead them. I needed to be a source of authority, both for them and for those people they interacted with out in the real world. 

But as soon as my mind went blank under the careful tutelage of the avatar, my worries evaporated. I wondered if it was even worth trying to count the things I forgot. There were so many now. And could I even count the things I forgot? 

That seemed like something that could only happen if I retained a memory of it. 

But forgetting completely was the goal. I needed to hone myself, sharpen myself so that I was the perfect tool for Kaisha, the perfect team leader, without thought or worry about anything else. That was my goal. 

As it turned out, the surgeon was one of the men in lab coats at my first physical

exam. The only differences between then and now was my change in outfit and. 

How close I already was to the stated ideal. My body was fitter than it had ever been. I had no qualms about dressing in cropped tops. My waist was tight and the skin taut. I looked phenomenal. And the doctor was going to make me look even better. 

“Do you want to know what I’m going to do?” the surgeon asked as the nurses prepped me. 

“I already know, Doctor,” I said. “You’re going to turn me into Takamori-san, Kaisha Corporation Promo Team leader.” 

The man chuckled. “I suppose that’s one way to say it.” 

The anesthesia mask was put over my face after that and I breathed in deeply, letting it take me into slumber. All I wanted was to wake up and be perfect. 

However, when I did wake up, many hours later, I knew it was not going to be so easy. 

“Ugh,” I said when I opened my eyes. It felt like there were rocks that had been set on my chest. 

I raised my head enough to get a look at my heavily bandaged tits. They were big. I had to give the surgeon that. He fit a ton of plastic into my chest. But I trusted him to do everything right. 

I set my head back down and looked up toward the ceiling. I didn’t even realize I was back in my room until I noticed the screen suspended from the ceiling above me. I was always aware it was there, usually hidden behind retractable ceiling tiles. It was there for when the Promo Girls were laid out on their backs, just like I was, recovering from surgery. It was easier to place a screen on the ceiling than it was to wait for the woman to recover enough to sit up and look at the normal screen. 

“Hello, Takamori-san,” I said when the screen flashed on. There was a sensor somewhere that had tracked my sleeping pattern. I didn’t know exactly where it was, but I knew it had been included in the programming. 

“Hello, dear,” the avatar said with a giggle. “You sure do look wrapped up right

now. But once those bandages come off, we’ll look like twins.” 

“Better than that,” I said, my voice hoarse. “We’ll be exactly the same person.” 

“Yes, that’s right. Won’t it be fun?” 

Even with the work that had been done to my face, filling out my lips, and maybe a little more, I still smiled, happy with all that had been done and eager to continue my training. I wanted to be my avatar, in body and in mind. 

“Let’s begin,” I prompted. Even in recovery, I wanted to make sure I really was the perfect team leader for the Kaisha Corporation Promo Girls. 

“I like your attitude,” the avatar said before she launched into one of her inductions. Soon I was floating on a sea of her words, completely enthralled, knowing my mind was on the path toward perfection. I was getting so close. 
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Even though it took time to heal from my operation, I redoubled my efforts in my training. Knowing my body was now a match to the avatar was a huge boost to my confidence. And as the bandages slowly came off, allowing me more movement, I found myself eager to get back into a routine, doing everything I could to become the Promo Team leader Kaisha needed me to be. 

It took time, but with each passing day I sensed how close I was to finally being released from my room and replacing Fujii-san so she could go to America. 

After leaving my room to visit the surgeon, I was pretty sure I could leave whenever I wanted to, but I never bothered to even test the door. Nurses came regularly to check up on me, usually multiple times per day. And Kaneda-buchou was a frequent visitor. Even Nishi-buchou stopped in occasionally, wanting to see how I was progressing. 

Nishi-buchou’s visits were always fun. The way his eyes roamed over my body turned me on so much. I wasn’t sure what it was or why. I just knew that I got so wet when he visited. 

One of the fun parts about my training after my surgery was the sexual part. I was supplied with various toys. Takamori-san used them as rewards. If I did a good job in whatever training task I had been assigned, I could then spend a few minutes playing, using dildos and vibrators on my pussy and clit. They even gave me a butt plug. I couldn’t wear it all the time, but it was fun for an hour here and there. 

My provided uniforms more closely represented the final Team Leader uniform I would be wearing. I hadn’t been given a beret yet, but I was able to enjoy the sexy skirts and tops. I loved how my tits stretched my tops. I loved the deep valley of cleavage that was always on display. Having big tits changed things, like altering my center of gravity, but it was so worth it. 

The fun part about the skirt was I didn’t wear underwear with it. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had my pussy covered with fabric. It now felt completely natural to be entirely bare down there, feeling the cool air on my glistening pussy lips. And it helped that I was hairless down there now. The doctors had performed some sort of hair removal on my body, leaving my bare skin so sensitive my nipples would harden at the slightest of touches. 

“Takamori-san,” the avatar said in my voice, snapping me to attention. “Tell me. 

What do you remember about my programming?” 

“Programming?” I asked, not understanding the question. “I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Good answer,” the avatar said. 

I beamed with pride, feeling good about my state of confusion. The first time I felt that way, I had been wary, but now I was proud about it. It meant I was how Kaisha needed me to be. I was a focused Promo Team leader. I looked sexy, but I was also serious, wanting to both lead and protect the Promo Girls from customers and themselves. But just because I was in charge, it didn’t mean I needed to be super smart. I could be just as sexy and horny as them. I could be almost as big of a bimbo as them. 

“Thank you,” I finally said. 

“You have passed every test with flying colors,” the avatar said. “It’s time to complete your training by donning the beret. Then you can go to the Promo Team dormitory and introduce yourself to the team.” 

Without even thinking, I hurried into the bathroom where I knew I would find my beret. I couldn’t move as fast as some people, because I wore high heels. I always wore high heels now. Even my workout shoes had a form of a heel on them. I knew how they helped me look sexy, but they did slow me down a little. 

But that was normal. That was expected. Speed was not what mattered. 

Efficiency was key and while I walked slower in heels, I gave so much more back that I could view it as the most efficient way to dress. 

The black beret rested on the small counter where my new clothing always appeared. I had yet to catch anyone restocking my clothing, but that didn’t matter. It was time to go out into the world, to leave my training room, and become the new leader of the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team. 

I put the black beret on my head, setting it at a slight angle. It was important to both look the part, but also to look sexy. In a way, I was a Promo Girl, too. I just had a different set of responsibilities. 

“Goodbye, Takamori-san,” I said, waving to the avatar before I walked out of the

room. 

It only took me a minute or so to reach the Promo Team dormitory. My heels clopped quietly on the carpeted hallway floor. When I reached the nondescript door, I paused and took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come. I only had a vague idea of what to expect. Would the team automatically accept me or did Fujii-san need to introduce me as the new team leader? Was Fujii-san still there or had she already gotten on a plane to America? 

With my chest pushed out, I opened the door and stepped into the dormitory. 

“There you are,” said Fujii-san, her smiling face pushing away any remaining worries I might have had. “It’s time to hand over control.” 

Fujii-san turned toward the broader room. The Promo Girls were relaxing, sitting on the comfortable chairs and couches, reclining and generally chatting to each other. They all had happy smiles on their faces. Seeing them made me realize my job was going to be easier than I had feared. They were all such docile creatures, happy to follow their leader’s directions as if they came from Kaisha personally. 

“Girls, gather around,” Fujii-san said. “I have an important announcement to make.” 

The Promo Girls all got up from their seats and walked over toward Fujii-san and me. Some had curious looks on their faces, but I could tell there was very little thinking going on behind their eyes. Their lives were a constant state of confusion. It was only when talking about Kaisha Corporation or performing their exercise routines that they lacked the confused state. 

There were also some Promo Girls that came into the common area from the bunk rooms. The rooms surrounded the dormitory. They were small, just big enough for two bunks and the bits and baubles they needed to live their lives here. There was nothing that was personal though. Their lives were completely devoted to Kaisha Corporation. 

Once the two dozen or so Promo Girls were all gathered together, Fujii-san introduced me. “I want you all to meet Takamori-san. She will be your new team leader. And Nishi-buchou will be the two people you report to.” 

I had wondered if I might see sadness in any of the Promo Girls’ eyes, but they

just stared at Fujii-san with a blank expression on their faces. It was difficult to tell if they understood what was happening or not. 

“Kaisha Corporation is expanding into America,” Fujii-san continued. “There will be an American Promo Team, just like there is one here in Japan. I have been selected to lead the new team. But that is why Kaisha Corporation has provided you with a new team leader. Takamori-san has just finished her final training to lead you. I want you all to welcome her just as you are all welcomed by me . She is Kaisha’s voice for all of you.” 

I wasn’t sure what to say, but I wasn’t given a chance to address the team before Fujii-san turned and wrapped me up in a hug, our big tits pressing into each other, making it harder to actually get our arms around each other. We managed. 

“Good luck,” Fujii-san said. “There’s a tablet on your desk in your office. It has everything you’ll need, like the itinerary for today. It will regularly update with schedules and other information. You’re going to do great.” 

“Thank you,” I said. As we stepped apart, we each bowed to each other in turn. 

My bow was deeper, showing Fujii-san the sign of respect she deserved. 

But just like that, Fujii-san was gone. She walked out of the dormitory for the final time. She was now set to fly to America, ready to lead a whole new Promo Team. 

With it now just me, I turned toward the girls. They were still standing there, watching, waiting. A part of my training had been to learn each girl’s name and likeness. Even though they all looked so similar, I could still pick out each one of them. I noticed Mariko-chan was already gone. Her red hair was difficult to miss. I assumed she had also made the trip, probably with Kaneda-buchou looking after her. I hadn’t gotten to say goodbye to him, but he knew how appreciative I was of this chance. Becoming the Promo Team leader was a dream come true. 

“My goal is to help you all be your best for Kaisha Corporation,” I said. “We will do great work together. But for now, you are all dismissed.” 

As the girls wandered back to what they had been doing before, I turned and walked into my office. It had been cleaned out, although Fujii-san had never had a particularly cluttered office. There was a tablet computer sitting on the desk, 

ready for me. 

However, I was not alone when I stepped into the office. Nishi-buchou stood in the corner, observing me. 

“Was that satisfactory, sir?” I asked, addressing him for the first time. 

“Very much,” Nishi-buchou answered. “I believe you will make for a great replacement. By the end of the week, the Promo Girls will not even remember ever having a different team leader.” 

“Thank you,” I said with a deep bow. “It is a pleasure to serve Kaisha Corporation. I was created for this job.” 

“I would say that Kaisha made you for this job,” he countered. “But that’s just a matter of semantics. What matters is you are the right woman for this job. And you will do great.” 

“I appreciate your vote of confidence,” I said. “I expect everything to go smoothly.” 

“On that note, there is an event this evening for you to prepare for,” Nishi-buchou said, his gaze shifting toward the tablet. “There are five spots needed to be filled. I have already made suggestions, but technically it is up to you to decide who goes.” 

I picked up the tablet and it responded immediately to my touch. I looked at the first screen. There was a small trade show. This was in an industry Kaisha had only just recently gotten involved with and the company was taking it slow. This was a minor marketing push, hence the reason for so few Promo Girls in attendance. 

I looked over the selected names, agreeing with each girl’s inclusion. There were no arguments from me. 

“I’ll see that this is announced immediately,” I said. “Is there anything else I can do for you, Nishi-buchou?” 

“That will be all for now,” he said as he swept past me, preparing to leave the office. “I’m sure we will have much to discuss after your first event.” 

“I look forward to it, sir,” I said. 

Then I turned on my heels and walked out into the common room, on the hunt for the five girls who would be traveling today. For such a small group, I decided it was best to let them know individually. It was easier that way, although I would talk to the whole team together before we left. It was almost game time. 
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Driving to the event was a new experience for me. This was a relatively small group, so we took a passenger van, which was easier to travel through the city in. 

If this had been a larger event, we would have taken more of the team and we would have rode a Kaisha bus, or at least a minibus. 

Nishi-buchou sat up front, beside the driver. That was a perfect place for him. 

Kuri-chan and Mayumi-chan sat in the far back. Hina-chan and Azami-chan, two of the newest members of the team, sat together in the middle rear row. I sat beside Taya-chan in the first passenger row. 

It was customary for the girls to hold hands as we drove to events. It gave them familiar contact as the Yumiko-chan voice echoed in their heads, updating their training for what they needed to do. 

Taya-chan, sitting beside me, looked straight ahead. None of the girls looked out the windows. The world outside their little bubbles didn’t interest them anymore. 

They only wanted to serve Kaisha Corporation. Nothing else mattered to them. 

They were almost like drones, serving a singular purpose. 

When I first sat down beside Taya-chan, she automatically grabbed my hand without even looking at me. I considered pulling away from her. I had my tablet in my other hand. I had planned to use the drive to once again review the plans, making sure I had everything memorized. There were times when I wished I could be a Promo Girl, just like the others, that I didn’t have to lead. I sometimes felt as if I was right on the edge of what I was capable of. If I were any dumber, I would just be a Promo Girl. I wouldn’t be able to handle more than that. 

However, rather than pull away, I squeezed Taya-chan’s hand, comforting her. 

She needed this. All the girls did. And I was already deciding that from now on, I would insist on an even number of Promo Girls at events. We would have needed a larger van, but that was a small price to pay. The girls worked best together, in at least pairs. But for today, I could be the person Taya-chan needed. 

I could provide her with the normality she craved as she listened to Yumiko-chan’s voice. 

Nishi-buchou and I led the girls into the hotel ballroom where the event was being held. It was a small trade fair, focused on developments in statistical artificial intelligence. That alone was a mouthful. The girls had all been prepared

for this, to talk about Kaisha’s advancements in the industry. My job was to make sure they performed perfectly and that they stayed safe. I was certainly glad I didn’t have to talk about all of that. I would have been completely lost. 

The Promo Girls were all amazing at their jobs. They conversed with interested people, drawing attention to the Kaisha booth. Some of the men were a little handsy with the girls, touching them, groping them, but none went too far. I kept a watchful eye on all of them, trading off with Nishi-buchou. We were both ready to step in if someone went too far. But the fact it was common knowledge that Kaisha Promo Girls were willing to go a step further than most other event models, it helped hold the worst behavior at bay. 

And unlike other event models, our girls could actually talk about the products they were pitching. They might not know some of the technical details, but they could parrot back enough information to keep the potential customer engaged. 

And they were all so good at it. I was in awe. 

Even though the event only lasted for a few hours, the girls took turns. I decided that there should always be a Promo Girl on break. She could sit behind the booth, out of the limelight, sipping on a cool refreshment through those wide straws we were all trained to use. They didn’t even think it was strange. They just accepted this as the way life was supposed to be. And in a way, this was how life was supposed to be. They were Promo Girls. They were bimbos. Their options were limited. But with those limited options, they made the best of themselves. I was proud of each and every one of them. 

All the while, I stood off to the side, out of the way, taking it all in. I managed to look at some of the other displays, the other booths. None were as popular as the Kaisha Corporation booth. None of the event models were as attractive or informative as the Kaisha Promo Girls. My heart swelled with pride, both for my team, but also for Kaisha. We were doing it best and everyone could see that. 

And when the event was over, Nishi-buchou and I led the girls back to the van. 

The ride home to Kaisha headquarters was much like the drive to the event. The girls held hands. Taya-chan held my hand. It was all so easy. It was all so right. 

But then when we returned, when the driver dropped us off in the underground garage, next to the elevator that would take us back up to the Promo Team dormitory, Nishi-buchou whispered in my ear. “When we get upstairs, I want to

meet privately with you.” 

I nodded my head, silently answering his request. I had no idea what he could want, but I saw the way he looked at me. Beyond his job, he had one other thing on his mind. It was me. I could see it in the way he looked at me. I recognized it from the way he looked my body up and down when I first took up my post. 

We let the five girls back into the dormitory, but neither Nishi-buchou or I followed them inside. There was a chaperone supervising the other girls. No member of the Promo Team was ever left alone. It was not that they couldn’t be trusted, but they were so naive, so gullible, such bimbos, that they needed to be protected from others who might wish them harm. And if something bad did happen, they needed someone looking after them, to make sure they could get to safety. 

“This way,” Nishi-buchou said as he led me away from the dormitory. I had a feeling this was going to be fun. 
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Nishi-buchou led me to an adjacent room to the dormitory. I figured it must be his onsite bedroom, for when he was not directly watching the team. It was my job to live with the girls, but he was still often nearby, always on call in case there was an emergency. He was my boss now. I reported directly to him. 

“Fujii-san and I had a special relationship,” he said as he flipped on the light to the studio apartment. It had everything he might need while sleeping on site. 

“And I’m hoping we can have a similar relationship.” 

I bit my lower lip, already knowing what I would say. The answer was so obvious. I understood the reason for the sexual training I had gone through. For the Promo Girls, it was necessary, to help make them more flirty and accepting of customers. I also knew they served various men in the company, using their bodies for sexual pleasure and rewards. But for me, it was for moments like this that I was glad I had been turned into such a horny slut. 

“Of course, sir,” I said as I reached up and wrapped my arms behind Nishi-buchou’s neck. I bit my lower lip as I looked up into his eyes, pressing my big tits into his chest. My pussy throbbed with liquid heat, aching for his cock. My voice had taken on a husky quality. “You’re my boss and it’s my job to keep you satisfied.” 

“I knew you were my kind of woman,” he said as he wrapped his arms around me, pulling me tight. “This is just physical. No emotional attachments. We’re coworkers. I’m your boss. You’ll get no special treatment from me.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it, sir,” I said as I pushed myself up onto my toes so that I could kiss my boss with my plump lips. 

I purred into his mouth as he returned my kiss. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths, my eyes closed as tendrils of pleasure began to wrap around my core, stoking the flames of my arousal. My pussy gushed, more than ready for what was to come. 

We stood there together for several minutes, extending the kiss until I felt like I was running out of air. When we finally broke apart, I gasped for air, my lungs burning from the effort. But I continued to look up into Nishi-buchou’s eyes with lust. My whole body thrummed with need. 

Nishi-buchou dropped his hands and shifted his pants, making room for his hardening cock. 

“Here, let me help you with that,” I said as I gracefully dropped to my knees. I opened his belt, his cock springing free and almost hitting me in the face. I went cross eyed trying to look at it. He was so big. I hadn’t ever imagined what this would be like, but now that I was here, my body was screaming at me to go further, to take his cock between my lips, and to suck him for all I was worth. 

But before I could do something so drastic, I reached up and held his cock gently in my hands, rubbing it to make sure he stayed nice and hard. “You have such a big cock, sir,” I cooed. “It is so manly. It makes me quiver with lust. May I please suck it.” 

Nishi-buchou grunted, nodding his head. It was not an explicit yes, but I knew what he meant. We both wanted this. 

I parted my plump lips and leaned forward, taking the tip of his cock into my mouth. I ran my tongue around the sensitive head, enjoying his groans of pleasure. I angled my head upward so I could look up into his face, to see the look of contentment on his face. 

I started bobbing up and down on Nishi-buchou’s cock. I hollowed my cheeks and did everything I could think of to please him with my mouth. And all the while I continued to use my hands, to pleasure the parts of his cock that my lips could not reach. I even took a moment to play with his balls, to make sure they were not left out of the fun. And all the while, I used the cues I got from him to guide my movements, making sure his pleasure was fully accounted for. 

“Enough of that,” he suddenly said, pushing my head away. 

I popped off his cock, fearing I had somehow displeased him. But the look in his eyes told me it was something else entirely. It wasn’t that he wanted me to stop. 

It was that he wanted something more from me. He wanted to fuck my pussy. He wanted to pound me like the Kaisha slut I was. 

I rose to my feet and sashayed over to the bed, swinging my hips and making my short skirt swish above my thighs. It was so short, it barely maintained my modesty. Then I leaned over, bending at the waist. My skirt rose up as I stuck my ass out at him, providing him a target. My pussy came into view for him, wet

and glistening. 

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Nishi-buchou said as he stepped up behind me, grabbing my hips. With the added height of my heels, I was almost the perfect height for him, for his cock. 

He wasted no time in lining up his cock with my pussy. When he shoved himself home, I nearly screamed out as the first wave of pleasure hit me. He wasn’t gentle, immediately thrusting in and out of me, filling me completely, stretching my barely used pussy with his big, thick cock. 

“Yes,” I moaned as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head. I was panting, barely able to breathe, as my body responded to the pounding. I felt like I was Nishi-buchou’s plaything and I loved it. 

My big tits bounced and swayed beneath me as I braced myself on the bed, barely able to remain standing against the onslaught. The heat inside of me, my arousal, kept building and building, the pleasure mounting with each and every thrust. And all the while my mind kept telling me how much of a slut I was, how much I needed to be fucked, how this was my reward for giving myself up to Kaisha, to be molded into a perfect Promo Team leader. 

“Fuck, this is good,” Nishi-buchou groaned as he increased his pace. I didn’t even know that was possible. 

I could sense an orgasm was approaching. I could feel my body pushing ever closer to the edge. It was climbing a mountain, getting ever higher and higher, and not the summit was within reach. I needed to cum. I needed to orgasm. I needed the relief. 

And then it happened. I felt Nishi-buchou’s cock twitch inside of me. I wasn’t consciously aware of what that meant, but my body sensed it and braced for what came next. He let out an animalistic roar as his cock surged with cum, dumping a torrent of hot, white seed into my aching pussy. And that was all I needed to push me over. I screamed out as I. Came, my body practically convulsing as a wave of pleasure slammed into me like a tsunami. And then another one hit me. It was like a never-ending cascade washing back and forth within me, lighting my whole body on fire. Every nerve ending in my body sent happy signals up into my brain, filling me with orgasmic energy. 

We finally collapsed onto the bed. Nishi-buchou was spent and so was I. He rolled off of me, settling beside me. I looked over at him, words failing me. My pussy remained exposed. I was now not only wet, but I had cum leaking out of me as well. And I couldn’t imagine anything better. This was a job well done. It was a nightcap on a successful day, my first day as leader of the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team. 

And before I returned to the dormitory, I let myself lay there, basking in the glory of all that I had accomplished. My dream in life had come true. This was where I was supposed to be. This was what I was supposed to be doing. I might have been a bimbo, but I was the smartest and most accomplished bimbo at Kaisha, serving the company with my mind as I led the Promo Team, but also serving it with my body, making sure that Nishi-buchou, my boss, was well cared for. I had found my happy place and I could imagine no better life for myself. Kaisha Corporation truly was the best. 
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