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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, Hina, does make note of them and how they might change. The important ones to remember are san, which looking back, was not used very much. After a certain point, chan is used frequently, denoting certain characters as on the bimbo spectrum. Additionally, buchou is used for a boss and shachou is used for the leader of a company. The former shows up a lot and the latter needs to be noted. 

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

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

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

~Sadie
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“I got in,” I screamed as I looked at the letter. 

“You did?” Azami asked. She smiled and put on a good act, but I knew she was less than thrilled with me applying to the Kaisha Corporation. Our relationship had started out as simply two young women who couldn’t afford rent on our own, so we teamed up and became roommates. But that relationship had evolved over the past several months. It was almost like we were lovers sometimes. 

“It says right here,” I said, pointing at the letter. 

“Congratulations, Hina,” she said, this time more convincingly. 

I couldn’t keep the smile from my lips. The Kaisha Corporation was known all across Japan as the best place to work. It was a big conglomerate, with its tendrils in every aspect of the economy. But it was how they treated their workers that made me want to join them. Every single employee had the same thing to say about working there. “Kaisha provides for me, so I provide for Kaisha.” It was the unofficial employee motto. 

But what made Kaisha different from other companies was how the company performed its hiring. Each month, so many new recruits were hired. And rather than hire for specific roles, the company selected applicants randomly, like in a lottery. The company would then evaluate each recruit to decide what role would best fit them and then provide the necessary training. 

There were some roles that were more exclusive, that required more training, like a college degree. But that degree was no guarantee that the managers could not find a more suitable role for someone. I had trained in IT. I had a degree and everything. Computers and electronics were my specialty. And I couldn’t wait to get my hands on the computers at Kaisha. I expected I’d be working on some next generation systems as soon as my evaluation and training period was complete. 

“Can I see that?” Azami asked. 

I handed her the letter, letting her read it for herself. It was probably for the best to have a second pair of eyes on it, just to make sure I didn’t miss anything in my excitement. I still couldn’t believe I had finally done it. I had been accepted at

Kaisha. This was a dream come true. 

“Katayama-san,” Azami read out loud before she just started mumbling as she continued reading. But then she stopped and looked up at me with shock. “This says you need to report for thirty days of training.” 

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “That’s standard.” 

“But it starts tomorrow.” 

I stared at my roommate for a moment, my brain slowly ticking over, comprehending what that meant. 

“Let me see that.” 

I snatched the letter back and reread it. This time I got into the details. And Azami was right. I was supposed to report to training tomorrow. 

“Fuck,” I cursed. 

“You don’t have to accept,” Azami said. “Maybe you can push back your recruitment until next month. They can’t expect you to change your entire life around with a day’s notice.” 

“This is my dream, Azami,” I countered. “I’d go even if training started today.” 

I looked at Azami, but the hurt in her eyes was strong. Anything more extreme and she’d be giving me puppy dog eyes. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” I said. “It’s only a month. Thirty days really isn’t that long. They will pay while I’m being evaluated and trained. You won’t have to worry about me not paying my share of rent.” 

“I know,” Azami said. “But that’s not why I’m sad.” 

“I know,” I said. I reached out and pulled my roommate and sometimes lover into my arms. There was no kissing this time. There was no passion. This was all about comfort. I needed to comfort her, because she felt like she was losing me. 

Azami sniffled as she fought back tears. Meanwhile, I couldn’t wipe the smile

off my face. Even with the extended absence we were facing, I remained happy. 

And I knew Azami would eventually come around. It was only a month. After that, I’d be back and we could pick up where we left off. Who knew, when I came back, our relationship might even move onto the next level. Our future together would always be problematic. If we reached the point of wanting to make the ultimate devotion to each other, the laws in Japan would need to change. And who knew when that would happen? 

I hugged Azami, patting her on the back, as she cried into my shoulder. But all the while, I was thinking about what I needed to pack for my evaluation and training period. It was only then, as I looked at the letter in my hand that I saw the writing on the back. It looked like a list of items we were allowed to bring with us. This was all a big step, but it was also an adventure. I couldn’t wait to get to Kaisha Corporation headquarters to begin my training. I just knew I was going to love this job. Everyone loved their jobs at Kaisha. 
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More tears were shed when I left for Kaisha Corporation headquarters the next morning. And this time I couldn’t help but shed a few myself. Even though this was a dream come true, I was going to miss Azami. She had become more than just a roommate. She was my best friend. And, yes, she had also become a lover. 

Everything about her seemed perfect. I wished the month of training would not take me away from her for so long. I wished I could commute, but all new recruits were required to live onsite during their training. 

I was able to miss the worst of the morning rush hour commute. I didn’t need to report to Kaisha headquarters until later in the morning. It meant I didn’t need to cram myself into the subways to get there. Living in the city, even so far out from the city center, meant I didn’t own a car. I didn’t need one, although it might have been nice on this particular morning, since I carried a small suitcase with me. 

It was a roller bag I had used when I traveled to America for a semester abroad during my university days, honing my English and learning about how the tech sector worked there. It had been an eye opening experience. I had taken two suitcases with me. The one I used now was an overhead bag. Even though I would be gone for a month, I didn’t actually need to take that much with me. We were expected to wear the clothing the company provided to all trainees. There were only a few personal items allowed, all of which fit in my roller bag. 

I had about an hour to compose myself. That was how long it took me to get to Kaisha headquarters from the apartment I shared with Azami. I had no idea how I would continue to make such commutes in the future, after my training. I had never had to do that before. My job before this had been much closer to home. 

And thankfully, I had been able to resign on short notice and without causing any problems. My boss understood what getting recruited by Kaisha meant. He was happy to let go, wishing me luck. Now I would have a new boss, or a new set of bosses. I had no idea. Everything about what I might end up doing for Kaisha remained a mystery. I had been accepted for employment, but I had no idea what I would do there. No one did at this stage. I still needed to be evaluated and trained. 

When I arrived in front of Keisha Corporation’s main building, I looked up in

awe. The glass building stretched up into the sky, its curves and edges making it almost look like it was moving. In America, big tech companies could afford to have sprawling campuses for their work. In Japan, we needed to build up rather than out. But even though this was Keisha’s main building, there were three more built on adjacent blocks, a clear signal of the company’s size and power. 

Four skyscrapers, all connected, and all a part of my new workplace. 

The directions on the back of my acceptance letter told me to go to the front desk in the main lobby. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever came next. 

Then I walked through the front doors, into the lobby. 

To no surprise, the lobby was filled with people coming and going. Most of the people appeared to be Kaisha employees. They at least seemed to know where they were going, walking with purpose and efficiency. But there were some, like me, who needed a little help. At the back of the lobby was a large counter with several people waiting to help. They looked like a combination of receptionists and security. I had to imagine security around here was going to be tight. 

I walked up to a nice looking woman with glasses, hoping she was as kind as she looked. My heart thundered in my chest, my nerves getting the better of me. 

“Hello,” the woman said, sounding completely professional. “How can I help you today?” 

I pulled out my letter and my identification. “My name is Katayama Hina. I’m one of the new recruits.” 

“Welcome to Kaisha Corporation,” the woman said. “Just let me check you in and I can give you your wrist band and the direction you need for your dormitory.” 

The woman was a model of efficiency, quickly scanning my letter and confirming that I was indeed the recruit. I could imagine there were some people who might try to sneak their way in. It was possible I might have ended up trying something like that, if I never heard back from the recruitment team. But they had contacted me and I found myself lucky to finally be here. 

“Everything is in order, Katayama-san,” the woman said. “Here is your security wristband.” 

“Thank you,” I said as I held out my left hand. The woman slipped the band over my hand and then secured it to my wrist. I figured the only way to get it off now was to cut it off. There was no way for me to loosen it enough to stretch it back over my hand. 

“You will need to wear that wherever you go,” the woman explained. “Cutting it off will not only deactivate it, but it will signal security to your location. You do not want that to happen. Further, if you do somehow manage to take it off, it will deactivate. The wristband may look like simple plastic, but it has multiple sensors inside, including one that measures your vitals. If it stops sensing you, security will be called to your location. This is for your safety, in case of a medical emergency. And finally, this wristband allows you access to the places you are allowed to go. For now, that will be the dormitory and the training rooms.” 

“I understand,” I said. But then I looked at the woman’s wrists and did not see a wristband. “Do you not have to wear one?” 

“Permanent employees can be given a subdermal implant that does the same thing. I have opted for that.” 

“Interesting,” I said. I was not sure how I felt about that. It seemed like Kaisha could use the implant to track me wherever I went, even outside of the office. As much as I wanted to work here, there were still some things I did not want. I didn’t want anyone to be able to track me. I didn’t want them to know just what my relationship to Azami really was. Such information could hurt my employment. Plus, it was no one’s business but our own. 

“Your dormitory is on Level Nine C,” the woman continued. “And your room is 117. You will need to report there as soon as possible.” 

The computer printed out a small card with my directions on it. I got the sense that I was not going to get a map. Even that could pose a security risk. Not that I was one. I had no plans to harm my new employer, but these sorts of things happened. Corporate espionage was a thing that a company like Kaisha had to protect against. And the recruitment program was at the top of the list of security risks. All the new employees reporting for training could cause problems. 

“Thank you,” I said as I picked up the card. I then turned and walked toward the elevators. It was time to go up. I vaguely wondered if my dormitory would have

a window. That would be nice, but I somehow doubted that would be the case. I just had to hope I got more than a sleeping pod. I had no problem with tight spaces, but I liked having a little more than two cubic meters to live and sleep in. 

I watched other employees as they reached out and swiped their wristbands, or just their bare wrists, against a pad next to the elevator. Apparently, that was all that needed to happen for the elevator to be summoned. I followed their lead and when the next elevator arrived, I stepped onto it with about five other people. 

My floor turned out to be first, but if there was any question about that, a computer voice sounded out, telling everyone that I needed to exit the elevator. 

“Katayama-san, please exit the elevator now. You have reached your floor.” 

I stepped off, finding myself in a brightly lit hallway. There were LED lights overhead, but also LED lights along the walls at floor level. And everything looked bright and clean. It was all very sterile, but that was not necessarily a bad thing, here in the heart of a big city, where the streets could be dirty. It was a nice contrast to what I had walked out of minutes earlier. 

I followed the instructions on the car, finding myself eventually walking down a hallway of tiny rooms. I had to swipe my wristband to get into the dormitory hallway. Then I walked down the long row of rooms until I reached mine. 

The dormitory featured stacked rooms. I used my wristband to enter mine. I had a ground floor unit. There was enough space for me to walk around a little, plus a fold out table and chair. My bed was on the floor, much more like one of those pod hotels, except that was just the bed. It was still a small space, but I figured there would be a limited amount of time I actually spent here. I expected my training would take up most of my time for the next thirty days. 

“Hello,” came a male voice from behind me. I had yet to close the door to my room. 

I turned to find a man with short hair and glasses standing in the hallway, right at my door. 

“Good morning,” I responded with a smile. 

“I am Matsuo Heiji,” he said. “I’m in the room above yours. I got in about half an hour ago.” 

“I heard they stagger our arrival times so we don’t overwhelm the staff,” I said. 

“Oh, and I’m Katayama Hina.” 

“It is good to meet you. Are you as excited as I am? I can’t believe I got accepted.” 

“It’s a dream come true,” I agreed. “Although leaving home was hard this morning.” 

“Are you a local?” Heiji asked. “I’m from up north. I actually got in last night. I had to stay at one of those pod hotels. I couldn’t afford something bigger.” 

“So this is an upgrade for you,” I joked. “But yes, I’m relatively local. I’d be happy to commute if they’d let us. But I understand the security risk we pose during training. Once we have completed our training stints, I’m sure we will have proved ourselves as responsible and trustworthy.” 

“I agree,” Heiji said. “Did you hear when our first meeting starts?” 

I looked down at my card. One side featured the directions to reach my room. 

The other side included the information I needed to attend my first training session, a large meeting with all the new recruits just before dinner. 

“Mine is on the back of my card,” I said. I didn’t want to give Heiji bad information if we had different meetings to attend. I didn’t want him to miss his. 

“Oh, right,” he said. “I left mine in my room. Well, it was nice meeting you.” 

“It was nice meeting you. If we have any training sessions together, I’ll look out for you.” 

We both waved goodbye to each other. The second level rooms had a small ladder to climb into them. His main room was right above my bed and his bed was right above my main room. It was an efficient design. 

I closed the door to my room so that I could relax. I had hours before I needed to report to my first meeting. That left me with time to kill. I could have turned on the screen above my bed and watched something to pass the time. I was sure I would do that eventually. But I had also brought along a book. That had been a recommended item on my list. The book had been a gift from Azami and if she

thought I would like it, I was sure I would. 
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When it was time to leave for my first training meeting, a chime sounded in my room. I had already changed into the trainee uniform. There were several sets that I assumed would get replaced when needed. I was perfectly happy to do laundry on my own, if they told me where to go and gave me the time to do it, but I got the sense that almost everything here at Kaisha Corporation headquarters was automated when a personal touch was not needed. I assumed it would all get explained to me eventually. 

The trainee uniform was not particularly stylish. It was a simple pants and tops set, in blue. They looked a lot like nursing scrubs. I had assumed we would end up wearing jumpsuits of some sort, but those were awkward to work with. Just getting in and out of them felt like a pain. A shirt and pants was much easier. 

And it was easier to mix and match so that they fit. Thankfully, my uniform was a perfect fit from the beginning. I didn’t need to trade up or down in size. 

As it turned out, Heiji and I did have the same meeting. In fact, all of the recruits did. The two of us walked together, both of us wearing our trainee uniform. It only took a few minutes before we were walking into a large auditorium with enough seats for all 1,500 or so recruits. That was approximately how many new recruits Kaisha brought in each month to account for employee turnover and expansion. 

“What kind of position are you expecting to get?” Heiji asked. 

I knew he was just making small talk, but I wasn’t sure if he was just being friendly or if he was pumping me for information. What did he expect to get out of me? The fact we had been accepted by the company to be here meant we automatically had a job, assuming we completed our training. And assuming we didn’t do anything dumb or crazy. 

“I’m trained in IT,” I said. “I expect that will be where I am placed at the end of training.” 

“I’m in programming,” Heiji said. “I already know the major programming languages, but I’ve heard that Kaisha has its own programming language. If they select me, I’ll have to learn it.” 

“I might need to as well,” I said. Working in IT did not necessarily mean I

needed to know how to program, but there were times when it couldn’t hurt. I had worked small jobs where there was a small bug in the code that caused all the computer systems to stop talking to each other. I not only found the reason why the networking system failed, but I also figured out where the error was. 

Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to fix it. I had neither the experience, nor the understanding of what I needed to do. I could only guess, but that would probably make it worse. But learning the Kaisha programming language had its benefits. 

We each swiped our wristbands at the door to the auditorium. When we did, our seat number flashed on the scanner, telling us where to sit. 

“Looks like we’re not just neighbors in the dormitory,” Heiji said. His seat number had been next to mine. 

“I guess not,” I said. 

I wasn’t sure what to think of Heiji yet. He seemed nice, but I also wondered if he was talking to me just because I was a woman. He did not look like the type who had much success with women. Not that I was going to tell him that I was kind of in a relationship already. What I had with Azami was not technically a formal thing, but it wasn’t like we had been with anyone else since we first started sleeping together. 

Heiji and I took our seats and we waited as the other trainees filed into the auditorium and found their seats. It was only once everyone was seated that the house lights dimmed and the stage lights turned on. 

“Welcome to Kaisha Corporation,” said a computerized voice. 

A moment later, a well dressed man stepped out on stage. He wore a fitter suit and looked like a man of stature. And he was. In my research of Kaisha, it was impossible to miss the imposing figure of Kurosawa Sugita, president and CEO

of Kaisha Corporation. He was the big man in the building. He was a big man in every building. Even among other companies, people followed him. 

“Welcome to Kaisha Corporation,” Kurosawa said, repeating the artificial voice. 

“It is not every new recruiting class that I get to welcome, but I try to be here for all of you as often as possible. It is a great honor to have you all here today. I just know that you will help make this company stronger and better. No company can

survive without a talented workforce, but we make it a point to have the most dedicated and loyal workforce in the entire world. And we make sure that dedication and loyalty is rewarded. No other company can match our people. As new Kaisha Corporation employees, that means you are part of that success. And I know you will all become valuable members of this company, no matter what position you take on.” 

There was an uncharacteristic roar of applause. I even found myself clapping, reveling in my inclusion. I felt a warmth bubbling up inside of me that made me feel welcome and comfortable. This was where I belonged. These were my people. It was the first time I had ever felt anything like that before, but I loved it. 

After Kurosawa made his appearance, we were introduced to another man, Kaneda Benkei. He was not nearly as handsome and powerful as Kurosawa, but he was equally as imposing. But that was because he was the director of training. 

It was his responsibility to get us all into perfect shape to assume our new positions. He needed to evaluate us and train us to be perfect for our roles with Kaisha. 

Kaneda broke down what we could expect during our training. Our free time would be limited. Socialization was allowed, but there was to be no sharing of rooms. All socialization must take place in common areas. And outside of that limited free time, we either needed to be sleeping or in some sort of training or evaluation meeting. Our schedules had already been designed, but they could change at a moment’s notice, as Kaneda and his team determined we might be most productive in a role we had never even imagined for ourselves before. 

With the introduction complete, Kaneda introduced a video he wanted us all to watch. The curtains behind him parted and he stepped aside, allowing everyone in the room an unobstructed view of the screen. I expected the video to either be some sort of promo reel or a hype video. I didn’t think I needed amping up to complete my training, but I wasn’t going to question the training routine, at least not yet. 

However, the video was not like anything I had expected. It definitely wasn’t a hype video and it wasn’t even really a good promo video. It was more like a documentary, extolling the virtues of company loyalty. It didn’t take long for me to lose track of what was happening in the video, but when it had finally

finished, I found myself believing wholeheartedly that Kaisha would reward me for my loyalty by giving me the best position I was qualified for. And I couldn’t imagine a better outcome. I felt light and happy, knowing my future with Kaisha was secure. 
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They kept us busy during our month of training. There was very little down time to socialize. I always felt so tired when I wasn't actively either training or in an evaluation. 

No day was exactly alike. Sometimes the training sessions were in large groups. 

The people leading those sessions seemed to like doing call and response with us, which was weird. It felt very American. Usually by the end of those sessions I wasn't even sure what I was saying anymore. I just went with the flow and repeated what the leaders wanted us to say. 

Other times, training was more individual or done in small groups. The individual sessions usually involved headphones and a small room with a screen. 

Like the big group sessions, it all started to fade into the background after a while. 

I was worried about this, scared that I wasn't getting the most out of my training. 

Kaneda-san was a regular figure throughout the month and one day I approached him, wanting to make sure I wasn't falling behind. 

"Katayama-san," he said as he checked my name on his tablet. He looked up and smiled. "Yes, you are responding admirably. You may have the highest response rate of all the trainees." 

I beamed with pride. I was impressed that Kaneda-san knew my name, but to hear that I was responding at such a high level was a reward in and of itself. To hear such praise was more than I could have hoped for. I was happier than ever to be an employee of the Kaisha Corporation. This was where I was supposed to be. This was where I would reach my highest calling. If there was any one thing I experienced while training, it was that moment that hardened my loyalty. I was a Kaisha woman now, through and through. 

But not all of my time was spent in training sessions that had me sitting on my butt the whole time. There were fitness training sessions once or twice per day. It was important to be physically healthy if I was going to perform my best. 

It was actually a good thing they had us working out all the time. There was a limit to what I could do in thirty days, but I definitely saw improvements in my strength, flexibility, and stamina during the month. 

And when I was not training, I was being evaluated. I figured that all the training sessions were an evaluation of sorts, but there were actual evaluations. Some were as simple as a doctor's physical, although I had four of those during the thirty days, each of them including high tech scans of my body. I couldn't even pretend to know about all the data they were collecting, but I was certain they had good reasons. 

There were also skill evaluations. They tested me on my background skills, especially in the area of IT. I was given hardware problems to solve as well as software problems. I thought I did pretty well. But they didn’t just stick to the areas I was supposed to be good at. They tested me in all manner of activities, from typing to operating heavy machinery. I had no idea what they were looking for. Admittedly, I wasn’t the fastest typist and I had no idea what I was doing with the heavy machinery. The safety course I had to complete just to get in the operating booth was enough to leave me scared. 

However, as much as I was trained on and evaluated for what seemed like everything, it was the little things that most stood out. I would lie awake at night, not for long since I was always so tired, but long enough, thinking about Azami. 

I had to admit, it was getting harder and harder to imagine her face. I struggled to remember what her touch felt like. But before I could begin to worry, I fell asleep. 

And food proved to be an interesting topic. Meals were one of the few times when we really had much time to socialize. As much as socialization was built into the program, it ended up disappearing by the end of the day. But it was the food itself that was interesting. That first night, we were given a feast. The food was amazing. It was the most delicious meal I could remember eating. 

And then the very next day, we were treated to some sort of porridge. I wasn’t sure what it was. It was bland and even when it made me physically full, I still felt like I was missing something. Some people complained, but they were rebuffed. We were all eating it and I figured it was some sort of hazing ritual. Or the food shipments to the Kaisha building were late, because the porridge was not a permanent part of our diet. We would eat the boring sludge, little more than gruel, and then we’d be treated to a fancy dinner. 

When it was all over, when I had completed my thirty days of training, I felt new energy. It was like I had finally adapted to the workload. But more than that, I

was excited to finally get my placement. I knew whatever my Kaisha superiors chose for me would be fantastic. I was still reasonably sure I would get a job in IT. That was where I had shown the most ability. At least, I was pretty sure of that. It was hard to know exactly how well I had done in the various evaluations. 

“And here we are,” Kaneda-San said as he stood on stage once more for our final meeting with the entire recruitment class. “You have all made it through your thirty-day training course. And you’re about to find out what role you have been selected for.” 

I bounced my knee with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. I glanced to my left and saw Heiji sitting there. I couldn’t actually remember the last time we had spoken to each other. Despite him living directly above me, I had practically stopped talking to him and he had stopped talking to me. There were times when I had waved to him or smiled as we passed each other, but beyond that, we had gone back to being strangers. 

I had to admit, Heiji looked better than he had at the start of the training program. He still wore his glasses, but he was fitter and he seemed more determined than before. He had more confidence, too. 

Heiji met my glance and I gave him the smallest of smiles. It was recognition that we had done it. We had completed our training and now we were about to become official Kaisha Corporation employees. We were about to join one of the largest companies in Japan and become important cogs in its business apparatus. 

We had proved ourselves worthy of Kaisha and now it was time for us to give back to the company that had rewarded us with such high honor. 

Even though there were 1,500 or so trainees in the auditorium, the room was silent. Everyone there hung on Kaneda-san’s voice, waiting for the good news, to hear the order that would somehow reveal our future roles within the company. How they planned to reveal them to us remained a mystery, but the tension in the room was palpable, despite the silence. 

“Before we get to the official moment, I want to say that this has been a terrific class of recruits,” he continued. “You have all responded to the trainings magnificently. As you may know, the hard training you have just completed is only the beginning. For some of you, you will be able to slot into your new roles without much additional training. Others may need significant time to learn and

adapt to the roles that have been selected for you. Whatever the outcome, know that everyone here at Kaisha Corporation is behind you. We are one team.” 

Team. I liked the sound of that. My past jobs had never instilled a feeling of team before. I was often left to my own devices, separated from even people who were supposed to be my coworkers. Not that I had much job experience. I was still young, practically fresh out of university. And beyond that, I still looked like I belonged at university. But to be a part of a team would be more than I could hope for. It was validation for my future. 

“I could stay up here and keep talking, but I know you don’t want to hear from me. You want to find out what your job with Kaisha Corporation is. And as it just so happens to be, your new roles with the company have been printed on cards, placed in envelopes, and stuck to the bottoms of your chairs. There is a reason we had you sit in assigned seats. That’s because…” 

“Everything is part of the plan,” we all said in unison. It was one of the mantras we had learned. There was a grand plan for Kaisha and we were now a part of it. 

And it was important to accept that and even embrace it. 

“That’s right. Now you may all reach for your envelopes and open them. If you have trouble finding yours, be sure to raise your hand and one of the staff will help you.” 

All of the trainees moved at once. Each one of us reached under our seats, looking for the envelope. For the briefest of moments, I was afraid I would not find mine. I was ready to raise my hand, but there was no need. I had an envelope stuck to the underside of my seat. 

I pulled the white envelope up and held it in front of me. My name was listed on the front. Katayama Hina. I smiled, knowing this envelope held my future. 

Some of the more eager trainees had already ripped into their envelopes. I was more measured. I was just as excited as the rest of them, but I carefully opened my envelope and slowly withdrew the card. The paper was stiff. I held it, just feeling its weight for a moment. I didn’t even try to read what was printed on it. 

“Congratulations, Hina,” I read in my head. “You have surpassed all hopes for you during your training and evaluations. The role you would best serve the Kaisha Corporation in is Promo Girl.” 

I sat there, my face slack, as I read the card over and over again. But no matter how many times I read it, the words did not change. I was not needed as an IT

worker. I was not needed in a role with actual responsibility. Instead, I was needed as a promotional tool. I had seen promo girls at various events, although never from Kaisha before. They were always sexy and good looking, wearing revealing uniforms and touting about their company’s products and services. 

This was not the job I had imagined for myself. 

I took a deep breath, trying to figure out what to do. I could check with Kaneda-san, hoping my assignment was a mistake. And yet, as I sat there, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. As much as I wanted this to be a mistake, I knew it wasn’t. 

Kaisha didn’t make mistakes. Therefore, my best role was to be a promo girl. It had to be, because my card said so. 

Flipping over the card, I was faced with new instructions. My training was going to last an additional six months. It did not say why or what I would be doing. All I knew was that I would ultimately be gone from Azami for seven months, longer than either of us had signed up for at the beginning. 

But it was not just that I had six months more of training, it was that Kaneda-san would be my mentor for that time. He would plan out my additional training, molding me into the perfect Kaisha Promo Girl on the Promo Team. 

The auditorium began to clear. Heiji got up beside me, a big smile on his face. 

He filed out, likely to report to his new boss or mentor. I got up too, but rather than work my way out of the auditorium like all the others, I pushed against the flow. I worked my way toward the front of the auditorium. Kaneda-san was standing there, waiting for me. 

“Congratulations Hina-chan,” he said when I reached him. “You’re our new Promo Girl. How does it feel to hold such an important role at Kaisha Corporation?” 

“It is a tremendous honor, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, bowing my head. He was now my boss, which meant I had to change the way I spoke about him, changing the honorifics I used toward him. I wasn’t sure if I felt that with my total self, but the words came out of my mouth before I had even consciously processed them. 

“I will do everything you ask of me to become the best Promo Girl for Kaisha Corporation.” 

“That is what I like to hear, Hina-chan,” he said. I noted how he had changed the honorific he used for me as well. He had also broken convention and had used my first name. I knew there was no turning back, but I had to wonder what I was getting myself into. What was going to happen to me? “Now let us begin.” 
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Kaneda-buchou took me through the stage door, away from the other employees. 

I had no idea where he was taking me. It definitely was not back to the dormitory to collect my belongings. However, I felt incapable of asking him where we were going or what exactly lay ahead for me and my training. 

“The moment I first saw you, I knew this would be the perfect job for you,” he said as he led me onto an elevator. 

“How so, sir?” I asked as he swiped his wrist across a sensor to activate the control panel. Then he selected one of the top floors. I had not expected to go up. 

Usually the higher up in a building one was, the more important they were. And yet, we were going up almost to the top floor. 

“You probably don’t realize it, but you have the look that all of our Promo Girls have. Obviously, there are a few things you’ll need to work on. Your fitness needs to be better. And you’ll have to learn about all of the products you’ll be promoting. And even though your frame is perfect, there will need to be a few enhancements made. You have the body for the work, the frame, but you don’t yet have the appearance. That is why you need an additional six months of training. You and I are going to be spending a lot of time together.” 

I had no idea what to say to all of that. It made me think that all of the work I had done for the past month had been a waste. If they were always going to select me for this job, why did I need to sit through so many long training sessions? Why didn’t they just have me working out nonstop? And yet, I knew those questions were above my pay grade. I was not capable of such questioning of the motives and ways of my employer. It was such an honor to be selected at all. 

“I will do everything you and Kaisha ask of me,” I said. And it was true. Even though I had so many questions, even though I thought I was much better suited to a role in IT, and even though I was nothing like the few promo girls I had seen before, with their bubbly and flirty attitudes, I would do this for Kaisha, because I was a loyal employee. I would do whatever it took for the company, because there was no other option. Going against my employer was scarier than anything else I could imagine. 

“I know you will,” Kaneda-buchou said. “And we will begin immediately. There

is no time to lose. Six months may seem like a long time, but that is pushing it already.” 

“What will I do first?” I asked. If we did not have much time, I wanted to mentally prepare myself to begin immediately. 

“Your first task, as soon as you arrive at your new room, will be to write a letter to your roommate, informing her of your good news and giving her permission to sell all of your belongings so that she can pay your part of the rent until she finds a new roommate. After that, you will write letters to any family you have remaining, who might find your absence shocking.” 

I nodded my head in understanding. And yet, as much as I knew I would do all of those things, my heart ached for Azami. I had always assumed I would return after the month of training. I had always assumed we could pick back up where we left off. The thought that I might never see her again was devastating. But despite the pain in my heart, I did not cry. I did not shed a tear. I couldn’t. This was who I was now. 

As soon as the elevator doors opened, Kaneda-buchou stepped out and I immediately followed him, filing in just off his shoulder and a stride behind. I didn’t know where exactly we were in the building, but the hallways were warmer than they had been in the trainee areas. There was even carpet on the floor instead of tile. 

“As soon as I escort you to your new room, I expect you to write the necessary letters. I will review them, fix any errors you make, and then have them typed up for mailing.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. 

It suddenly dawned on me how my life had changed drastically. As a Promo Girl, it was my job to always speak for the company. And until I had been fully brought up to speed on how I needed to speak for the company, all of my communications would be monitored and fixed. And as much as that scared me, to no longer have such agency, it also excited me. It excited me in ways that reminded me of Azami and how she could make me feel. 

We finally reached a door. Kaneda-buchou swiped his wrist at the panel beside the door and the unlocking mechanism clicked. He pushed the door and held it

open for me. 

“This will be your primary home for the next six months,” he said as I stepped inside. The lights turned on when I entered. It was bigger than my little dormitory room, although it was just a studio apartment. There was enough room for a bed, a little desk with a monitor on it, and then a small bathroom connected to it. There was also a pen and paper on the desk, waiting for me to write to Azami and the rest of my family. 

“Thank you for selecting me for this, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, bowing to my boss. 

“You have done well so far, Hina-chan,” he said with a smile. “But Kaisha will ask and even demand much from you in the coming months. It is important you do everything you are told, without question.” 

“I would never question Kaisha Corporation or any of its employees,” I said. 

“I know. But until you are ready to fully serve, there will be certain restrictions placed on you.” 

“Like what, sir?” I asked. 

“Top of the list, you may not leave this room without an escort. Usually that will be me, but there could be others. This is for your own safety and for your training. I will also arrange for a nurse to come and replace your trainee wristband with a wrist implant. We do not allow our Promo Girls to wear anything that could distract from their purpose.” 

I nodded my head, accepting my fate. I vaguely wondered when I would have my autonomy returned to me, but I assumed that would only happen after the completion of my training. So I had six months of life completely controlled by others. But I supposed I could live with that. It was only six months. 

“I should begin writing those letters you asked me to write,” I said. 

“Yes, you should. Thank you for being prompt and following instructions.” 

I bowed to Kaneda-buchou, accepting his orders fully. 

“I will leave you to it,” he said before he turned and left. 

As soon as I was alone, I sat down at my new desk. Not that it was mine. 

Everything in the room belonged to Kaisha. I thought back to the few items I brought with me from my home. It seemed like none of them were going to be returned to me. But then again, they were just things. They were objects. There was no real sentimental value and Kaisha would either collect or replace anything I actually needed. 

As much as I wanted to put off the letter to Azami for as long as possible, I knew that one needed to be first. It required the most emotional energy. The rest of my family, I rarely spoke to them. All I even really wanted to say to them was that I was now a happy and successful employee of the Kaisha Corporation. Any worries they might have once had for me could be completely released. I was set. 

The problem was, I didn’t even know what I wanted to say to Azami. I realized now how I should have left her in a better place. My leaving was so drastic. It happened so fast. And now it would be another six months before I could see her again. 

All I could do was pour my heart out to her. I told her how much I loved her, as a friend and roommate. I tried to write between the lines, helping her understand that I also loved her in more ways than that. I would have openly called her a lover if I thought I could get away with that. But I wasn’t even sure if that would come through, especially after any edits were made. All I could do was hope. 

But the hardest part was telling her to sell my belongings. I didn’t want to write that, but I had to. I needed to obey. And somehow, I knew that even if I didn’t write that, it would have been added for me. There was no reason to delay the inevitable. The less editing they needed to do, the more likely my original message would make it through. 

After writing out that letter, I dashed off a couple notes to other people, friends and family who I rarely saw. Basically, it was just to let them know that I was safe and in a good place. They didn’t need to worry about me. 

Once I was done writing, I explored my new room a little more. The bed was comfortable, softer than the bed I had in the trainee dormitory. I looked into the bathroom to find it well appointed with various products. The shower was bigger

than the one in my now former apartment. That was a luxury, especially in Japan where space was at a premium. 

I also discovered a set of controls on the wall, next to a large screen. I couldn’t do much, because my wristband did not activate anything. I tried swiping it across the sensor several times. But there appeared to be several spouts, making me wonder what they might be for. 

However, before I could think about it anymore, the door to my room opened. 

“Knock, knock,” Kaneda-buchou said as he stepped inside. 

For the briefest of moments, I bristled at the way he had walked into my room, without announcing himself. But I pushed those thoughts and concerns away, because he was my boss and he was here to continue training me so that I could serve Kaisha Corporation properly. 

“I’ve brought the nurse to replace your wristband,” he continued. “You might have discovered this room isn’t keyed to your wristband.” 

I nodded silently as I watched a woman wearing pink scrubs enter my room, carrying a large briefcase. She walked over to the bed and set down the case. 

When she opened it, there were a series of instruments, ready to be used, presumably on me. 

“Have a seat in the chair, please, Hina-chan,” the nurse said. Again, I wanted to bristle at the words, the honorific feeling wrong from her lips. Kaneda-buchou could call me that whenever he wanted, because he was my boss, but again I pushed those thoughts aside. I glanced at Kaneda-buchou and he seemed uninterested in correcting the nurse, making me wonder just where I stood within the company hierarchy. 

I sat in the chair and I held out my arm with the wristband. The nurse came over and first unclipped the band, cutting it off. I had worn it for thirty days and suddenly it was off. It was very freeing in a way, although there was also a faint line on my wrist where the band had covered my skin. I figured that would disappear soon enough. 

“And now to replace it with a chip,” the nurse said as he positioned some sort of injection gun over my arm. She turned my arm over so that my palm was face

up. Then there was a sharp prick as the gun pierced me. 

“Ouch,” I said, but I didn’t recoil. I remained still, not wanting to interfere with the procedure. 

A bead of blood welled up on my arm, but the nurse was already treating the wound, placing a piece of gauze over it, soaking up the blood and putting pressure on the injection site. 

“That might hurt for a couple days, but it shouldn’t actually affect your training,” 

the nurse said as she replaced the gauze with an actual bandage. 

“She’s all set?” Kaneda-buchou asked. 

“My part is done,” the nurse said. 

“Hina-chan,” my boss said. “Please swipe your wrist on the control panel on the wall. Let’s test everything to make sure you understand how it all works.” 

I got up and walked over to the panel. I swiped my wrist across the sensor and both the screen on the wall and the monitor on the desk lit up. A woman appeared, large breasted and wearing a tight fitting cropped Promo Girl uniform, complete with bare midriff and a short pleated skirt that barely reached the tops of her thighs. She also had a blonde bob of hair and wore a beret on her head. 

“Hi there, Hina-chan,” the figure on the screen said with a cheeriness that was hard to believe was real. I had expected some sort of avatar on the screen, but this woman appeared real. She was no cartoon. “You can call me Yumiko-chan. 

I’m here to help train you to be the best Promo Girl for Kaisha Corporation that you can be.” 

I stood there, not knowing what to do or how to respond. 

“Say hello to her, Hina-chan,” Kaneda-buchou said, prompting me. 

“Hello, Yumiko-chan,” I said, unsure of myself. 

“You can do better than that,” Yumiko-chan said. 

I took a deep breath, summoning the energy I would need. I turned my lips up

into a smile and then spoke again. “Hi, Yumiko-chan.” My voice was higher pitched that way and I tried to match the cheerfulness of the avatar woman. 

Yumiko-chan giggled for a moment. “That’s better. Now let’s get started.” 
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Iwoke up later. I didn’t know how much later. My room lacked windows. All I knew was something happened between the time I started that first session with Yumiko-chan and when I found myself sitting on the edge of the bed, alone in the room. Kaneda-buchou and the nurse had left. I glanced at the desk and saw the pen and paper were gone. My letters to Azami and everyone else had been collected. Hopefully there would not need to be much editing needed. 

It wasn’t just that they had gone. I had no idea when or how long they observed me interacting with the screen. I didn’t even really remember what had happened. I only had a vague recollection of learning a lot of new information and being incredibly cheerful. Deep down, I knew my lack of memory should have bothered me, but it didn’t. Instead, the thought that if I needed to remember, I would be told to remember, either by Kaneda-buchou or by Yumiko-chan. 

“What am I wearing?” I asked out loud as I finally looked down at myself. The trainee uniform was gone and in its place was an exercise outfit. The blue sports bra and black spandex shorts were perfectly fitted to my body. And as I looked down, I had to admit, there was a lot of good to be seen. 

“It’s time for your next workout, Hina-chan,” Yumiko-chan said from the screen. 

It was only then that I looked up and saw her, dressed similarly to me. Although her clothing was tailored to fit her more extreme curves. Her breasts were big and round. I looked down and felt some measure of shame, knowing I could not match the beauty of Yumiko-chan. 

“What do I do?” I asked. I had no recollection of changing into these clothes. It felt as if they had magically appeared on my body. Maybe they had. The power of Kaisha could not be overlooked. I was so very happy to be working for such a superior company. 

“Just follow along with me for right now,” Yumiko-chan said cheerily. 

And that’s what I did. She led me through a series of moves, stretches and aerobics. And as I followed her lead, I quickly slipped into a zone, almost like I saw separate from my body. It felt so good to just let go and not think. All I had to do was do what Yumiko-chan did. It was so easy. And before I knew it, I was done. 

“Great job, Hina-chan,” Yumiko-chan said. I had to assume she was a life-like avatar and not a real person. She looked real, but with technology today, that did not necessarily matter. Still, I appreciated her guidance, even if she was just a computer program. “Go take a shower and change into your Promo Girl uniform. 

And don’t forget to get yourself dolled up like we talked about earlier.” 

“I will,” I said automatically. 

I didn’t turn off the screen. There wasn’t an off button. Swiping my wrist across the sensor wouldn’t have done anything. Once activated, only someone from the IT Department would be able to shut it off. And it wasn’t like I was IT

Department material. Sure, there might have been a time when I thought that was the right path for me, but Kaisha Corporation had seen my true potential and now I was going to live up to it fully. 

There was a dirty clothes chute in the bathroom. It only took a moment for me to shuck off my dirty and sweaty outfit and toss them into the chute to be cleaned. I was glad not to have that kind of responsibility. It made my life easier and allowed me to focus on my true path. 

The hot water in the shower felt divine against my skin, the hot spray washing away the dirt and sweat. It felt like it was washing away part of my past, too, but I didn’t think about that. It wasn’t important. And somehow, my bandage where the implant had been injected beneath my skin was waterproof, allowing me to shower without worry. 

And when I got out of the shower, when I started drying myself, I found my gaze fixated on my hair in the mirror. The medium black locks had always served me well, but they weren’t right. It was too dark and too long. I planned to ask Yumiko-chan about it when I returned to the bedroom. But I needed to get ready first. 

I didn’t remember ever talking to her about how to doll myself up, but as soon as I spotted the various cosmetic products in the case behind the mirror, I knew I needed to use them. I needed to make myself look pretty, to make myself look a little like a doll. It was important to look my best for Kaisha Corporation. As a Promo Girl, I was someone people saw. I represented the company. I needed to look my best or else people might form a poor opinion of Kaisha. That was not something I could allow to happen. 

After using an array of products I didn’t remember ever knowing how to use before, I pulled on a Promo Girl uniform that had been left out for me. The top was low cut and left my midriff bare. It was a lot like a sports bra, but it did a better job of pushing up my breasts into an enticing line of cleavage. The skirt was short, sitting low on my hips and then barely reaching the tops of my thighs, just like the sized skirt Yumiko-chan wore when I first met her. 

I finished the look with a pair of heels. I didn’t really wear heels before. I felt unsteady wearing them now. But this was a part of the Promo Girl uniform. I had six months, or however long it took to complete my training to Kaneda-buchou’s satisfaction. I wanted to beat the six-month projection, to be ready sooner, but I also hoped that if I didn’t make it by then, he would give me extra time to get there. 

I walked and stumbled out into the main room. 

“Uh oh,” Yumiko-chan said. “It looks like you’re going to need some practice in those heels. You look a little unsteady.” 

“I’ve never really worn heels much before,” I admitted. There was no sense in lying about it. And if I wanted to live up to the honor of becoming a Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl, lying was the last thing I wanted to do. I needed to be honest and tell the truth. That way I could be the cheerful Promo Girl I needed to be. 

“You’ll have time to learn,” Yumiko-chan said. “Don’t worry your head about it. 

We all struggled with our heels at one time or another.” 

Given how sexy and amazing Yumiko-chan looked, I had a hard time believing that, but I trusted her to tell me what I needed to hear, regardless of truthfulness. 

“Oh, I was wondering if I should change my hair,” I said, remembering what I’d considered in the bathroom, in front of the mirror. 

Yumiko-chan giggled. “Don’t worry about it. You already have a salon appointment booked.” 

“Oh,” I said. Then I smiled. It sure was nice not to have to worry about these sorts of things. Yumiko-chan, Kaneda-buchou, and Kaisha were already looking out for me. “When is the appointment?” 

“I’ll let you know when you need to know,” Yumiko-chan said. 

“Promo Girls don’t need to know,” I said. I wasn’t sure where those words came from. They just poured from my lips, leaving me more confused than when I started. 

“That’s right,” Yumiko-chan said. “You get a gold star.” 

I smiled as the screen exploded in stars and fireworks, basking me in their warm glow. It felt good to be rewarded. Nothing else, other than serving my role for Kaisha Corporation, mattered. 

And after that, I once again lost track of what was happening. All I knew was that I was on my way to fulfilling my dreams. 
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Time didn’t have a lot of meaning anymore. I slept when Yumiko-chan or Kaneda-buchou told me to sleep. I ate when they told me to eat. I exercised when they told me to exercise. I thought when they told me to think, although that wasn’t often. 

I floated from one day into the next, not even sure how long days were anymore. 

At first, I tried to track my days by sleep and meal times, but those seemed to be erratic. And Yumiko-chan told me to nap sometimes, which threw off any hope of actually tracking time. But I felt good. I felt as if there was a permanent smile etched across my face. And I had no doubt that my body was becoming more pleasing to the eye. My workouts left me exhausted, but also with the knowledge that I was getting better. 

I mostly stayed in my room. I didn’t even take meals with other people anymore. 

Meal times were perfect for additional training. I thought it was strange how my diet had been shifted to primarily being liquid. I got these various colored smoothies to suck down with a straw. I didn’t mind. They were tasty and I knew Kaisha Corporation had my health as a primary concern. I could trust them to do what was right for me. 

And one bonus of the liquid diet was how my midriff became tighter, my waist smaller. What started out as a decent frame for being a Promo Girl, at least according to what I saw in the mirror everyday, was now becoming equal to Yumiko-chan. We both sported almost perfect hourglass figures now. 

“Are you ready for your hair appointment?” Yumiko-chan asked with a broad and cheery smile on her face. 

“It’s finally time?” I asked. Admittedly, I had asked her several times since about changing my hair, wanting to have it look more like hers. She kept telling me to be patient and to let Kaisha decide when it was time, but that was so hard when I had to look at her so much during the day. And as my appearance became more like hers, I wanted my hair to look more like hers as well. I wanted to fit in. She was my example of a Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl. If I was going to be successful, I need to look more like her. 

“It’s time when Kaisha decides it’s time,” Yumiko-chan said. 

I practically purred at her words. They resonated with me so much. 

The door suddenly opened and Kaneda-buchou stood in the doorway. I giggled and smiled, happy to see him. I found myself looking him over as a heat started to build up in my middle. I knew that feeling. I had felt it with Azami. But I had never felt it with a man before. 

I bit my lower lip before I spoke. “Welcome, Kaneda-buchou,” I said cheerily, copying Yumiko-chan’s mode of speech. It was so easy, especially when I felt cheerful and happy. 

“How has your training progressed today?” he asked. 

“Very good, sir,” I answered. “Yumiko-chan has been teaching me many important things about Kaisha products. And she has been helping me learn how to look and act like a proper Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl.” 

“That is what I want to hear,” Kaneda-buchou said with an approving smile. I beamed with delight, knowing I was pleasing him. “And are you ready for your salon appointment? Your hard work is being rewarded. When you are done, you will have proper Promo Girl hair.” 

“Oh goodie,” I cheered. “Thank you so much, Kaneda-buchou.” 

Yumiko-chan had already told me it was time, but hearing it from Kaneda-buchou, my boss, a man, felt so much better and made it all the more real in my mind. It was one step closer to being a proper Promo Girl. Nothing else mattered to me now. This was my goal in life. It felt as if I had been working toward this all my life. 

“You are very welcome, Hina-chan. But we must be going now if you are going to be on time for your appointment.” 

“I’m ready when you are,” I said, still beaming. 

He led me out of my room. It barely dawned on me that it had been so long since I had left the room. I had no idea how long it had been since I was first shown to my room, but I hadn’t left it since. It could have been a week or it could have been months. I had no frame of reference anymore. I didn’t need one. Between Kaneda-buchou’s visits and Yumiko-chan’s helpful instructions and training, I

was never really alone. 

I expected a return to the elevator, but instead, he led me elsewhere on the floor. 

I vaguely wondered if this was a special salon, just for us Promo Girls. That would be nice, to have such special attention given to us and our appearances. 

We needed to look our best. 

When we arrived at the salon, there were a group of men and women, all of them dressed in smocks and aprons that helped define their roles as salon stylists and likely more. 

“I have Hina-chan here for her first appointment,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

The workers all gathered around me, pulling me away from my boss and toward a salon chair. They sat me down, cooing over me. At first I was a little concerned. Something about this seemed wrong. But then something clicked in my head and I stopped worrying about it anymore. This was how it was supposed to be. Questioning the actions of Kaisha employees, when they were clearly doing what they were supposed to be doing, was not something I wanted to be involved with. 

“Here, you should listen to these while we work,” one of them finally said. 

Two earbuds were thrust into my hands. I accepted them and then pushed them into my ears, finding the whole room went silent once they were in place. 

“Hi, Hina-chan,” said Yumiko-chan’s voice. “Don’t try to talk to me. You’ll just interrupt the others. I’m here to help you relax while they work on your hair. Just listen to my voice and close your eyes. You’re being such a good girl for me.” 

I couldn’t help but follow what Yumiko-chan told me to do. I closed my eyes and relaxed, letting the salon workers do what they needed to do. I didn’t even pay attention as they moved my head around, making sure they had full access to every strand of my hair. It was so nice to be able to trust everyone at Kaisha, knowing they were all operating at peak efficiency and doing everything they needed to do to make the company the best in all of Japan, maybe even the world. 

“You can walk up now, Hina-chan,” Yumiko-chan said before I opened my eyes. 

The gathered salon workers were standing all around me, looking hopeful at me with smiles and bright eyes. One of them stepped aside so that I could see my reflection in the mirror. I let out a gasp when I saw the woman in the mirror. I could barely believe it was me. Blonde hair hung from my head, cut into a jaw-length bob. It was just like Yumiko-chan’s hair. It completely changed my complexion and appearance. I was still very much Japanese, but now I was starting to look like a proper Kaisha Promo Girl. 

I reached up to take the earbuds out of my ears, but Kaneda-buchou stepped up beside me and placed a hand on my shoulder. “Keep the earbuds in for now. It’s good to keep your mind always training.” 

I nodded my head and dropped my hands into my lap. I was not sure if this was needed because I had fallen behind schedule or if it was just a good idea. Maybe all Promo Girls reached this point in their training. I had no idea. 

“And I have something special for you,” he continued. One of the salon workers stepped up, holding a hat box. “Take it and open it.” 

I reached out and accepted the box. It was purple with a pink bow on top. I opened the lid and looked inside. I had to move a bit of tissue paper aside, but then I let out a squeal of delight when I saw what was inside. 

“A beret,” I said. 

Throughout my time wearing a Promo Girl uniform, I had been without the beret that Yumiko-chan wore. It was a part of the uniform, but I had never been given one to wear before. Until now. 

“I love it,” I said as I pulled it out and put it on. I had seen Yumiko-chan wear hers so much, I knew exactly how it was supposed to sit on my head. And I was able to confirm that in the mirror. 

“You’re such a good girl,” Yumiko-chan said through the earbuds. I shudder went through me at her comment, with heat and arousal coiling in my belly. I felt so good. I looked so pretty. 

“It’s time to go back to your room to continue your training,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

He held out his hand to me and helped me to stand up. I rose onto my heels and almost skipped alongside him as he returned me to my room. I was so unbelievably happy, but I didn’t really know how to show it. I kept swinging my head back and forth so my hair would flip in front of my eyes so I could look at it. 

“The people at the salon have permanently changed your hair color,” Yumiko-chan said in my ears, explaining the details of what had happened. “Your hair will grow this color from now on. You will still need regular salon appointments for trims, but you won’t need to worry about harsh chemicals that burn your hair.” 

I wanted to thank Kaneda-buchou and Kaisha in general for bestowing such a generous gift upon me, but I didn’t know how else I could except to just keep training so that I could keep improving. 

Yumiko-chan kept talking in my ears, but she changed the subject. Instead of talking about my hair, she started talking me through new products I needed to be familiar with as a Promo Girl. These were products that were not yet out, but they would be released around the time I would be performing at my first event with the Promo Team. I listened intently, barely paying attention to where Kaneda-buchou led me. 

It was only when I was back in my room again, alone with Yumiko-chan on the screen, that I realized what had happened. It was like I had dropped into a trance as Kaneda-buchou led me back to my room. Not that I minded. He must have known I was deep in training, learning important things. There was not a moment to be wasted if I wanted to become the best Promo Girl that I could be for Kaisha. 

“Keep the earbuds in all the time right now,” Yumiko-chan said. Her voice in my ears was synced to the screen. “It’s almost like letting me into your brain. You want that, don’t you?” 

“I want what Kaisha wants,” I responded. And it was true. The more I embraced my purpose, the more I knew that this was the perfect place for me. This was where I belonged and I loved having the people of Kaisha guide me, helping me to be the best Promo Girl I could be. 
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My salon appointments continued, although I was never sure when they were going to happen. Either Yumiko-chan would notify me through my earbuds or Kaneda-buchou would show up at my door. 

There was one time when I was not fully dressed and he walked in. I vaguely felt as if there had been a time when that would have bothered me, but it didn’t anymore. I just continued doing what I was doing, which was pulling on my uniform top. I didn’t wear a bra with my uniform. I only wore sports bras when working out. I didn’t really need a bra most of the time. It wasn’t like I was as big as Yumiko-chan. And while he looked at me, he did not leer or treat me as anything other than a fellow Kaisha employee, even if he was my boss. 

This time, I was dressed, but not quite ready to leave my room when Kaneda-buchou walked in. 

“Is it time for another salon appointment?” I asked as I affixed my beret to my head. 

My subsequent appointments had done more than just keep my hair looking perfect. I had been laid bare several times so that my body hair could be removed. Once again, it was a permanent change. It meant no shaving and a smoothness that always felt delightful. My skin had only become more sensitive, which I was not complaining about. Somehow, it was easier to maintain a cheerful and even a sexy attitude when my skin sang to me with added sensitivity. 

I had also had my nails done. They were long and glamorous. And I knew with each change the salon workers made, the closer I was to becoming like Yumiko-chan. She had become my idol, the image of a Promo Girl I was trying to be. 

“No, we have a different kind of appointment scheduled for you,” Kaneda-buchou said. “It’s time to finish turning your body into the perfect object for Kaisha Corporation.” 

I squealed with excitement, knowing it was finally time. I had asked Yumiko-chan about her breasts several times. I could not help noticing, despite the many similarities we now had, we looked very different when it came to our chests. 

She would always try to put me off, not wanting to explain everything. And for

the most part, I accepted that. But I still had questions. I wanted to know how it felt to have such large breasts. I wanted to know if they felt good. And I wanted to know if they helped bring positive attention to Kaisha Corporation. On that last one, Yumiko-chan gave a resounding yes. 

I followed Kaneda-buchou as he led me to see the doctor. It was one of the same doctors who had examined me as a trainee. I assumed he was there to keep an eye out for potential Promo Girls. I was so lucky to have been spotted, to have been chosen. I could no longer remember what I had wanted to be before. This was all I wanted now. There was nothing else that mattered. My dreams were coming true. 

“Hello, Hina-chan,” the doctor said, greeting me. “Are you ready to become perfect?” 

“Yes, doctor,” I said happily. I had no doubts about any of this. Where nature had been less giving, Kaisha Corporation would make up for it. 

He had me undress so he could examine me personally. He poked and prodded my body in an entirely professional way. Although I would have been happy for him to take a few gentle extra touches to please himself, if he wanted to. My body had become a fount of arousal over time. Yumiko-chan told me it was good to be aroused. It made me better. It made me sexier. And being naked in front of the doctor made me downright horny. 

“Would you like to know everything we plan to do to you?” the doctor asked. 

“No, I trust you and Kaisha Corporation to know what’s best for me,” I answered. 

“And you’re aware that your recovery will take time?” 

“I’m willing to do whatever it takes to become the perfect Promo Girl for Kaisha Corporation.” 

The doctor seemed satisfied with my answers, because he asked me no more questions. There was still a small part of me that remained curious about what had been planned for me, especially how big he planned to make my breasts, but I would accept whatever was decided for me. I was not capable of making such decisions for myself. I knew that now. Before, I had wanted to have such

determination in my life, but it was better to give that away. It was better to be pretty and pleasing. It was what was needed from a Promo Girl. 

The surgery seemed to go off without a hitch. Once they put me under, I knew nothing of what happened. It was only later, when I woke up, finding myself in my room again, that I knew it was a success. And that was only because I had Yumiko-chan in my ears telling me so. 

“You were such a good girl,” she said. I opened my eyes to find myself looking up at her. A screen had been added to the ceiling so that my training could continue, even while I recovered from surgery. 

“Thank you, Yumiko-chan,” I said. “I hope that all has gone well.” 

There was still some pain. There was still some tightness. But Yumiko-chan told me that was normal and that my recovery was happening as it was supposed to. 

There was nothing to worry about. 

There were nurses who regularly came into my room to check on me. Kaneda-buchou visited frequently. He seemed excited to see me and I was excited to see him. Bit by bit, the bandages came off. I knew I had been made bigger. My chest was huge compared to what it had once been. My breasts were big and round and they stuck up off my chest. But they also looked like Yumiko-chan’s breasts, which provided no end to the delight. 

And when I was not getting doted on by the nurses, I continued my training with Yumiko-chan. She helped me put the pain and discomfort out of my mind and helped me to focus on being the best Promo Girl I could be. I learned so much about Kaisha Corporation products. And I was also finding it easier to talk about them casually, as a Promo Girl should. It was not enough for me to just parrot the specifications on a product. I needed to be able to converse with potential customers about the products as if I had used them myself. 

But I was not just waiting on my breasts to heal. My face had been altered. My lips had been plumped up and my face made more pleasing. I didn’t know how. I hadn’t been able to see my reflection since the surgery. My waist had been altered slightly, further tightening it to give me more of an hourglass shape. And something had been done to my ass, but I hadn’t figured out what it was. 

Thankfully, I could sit and lie on it without issue. Either way, I definitely felt more padding back there. 

All I knew was everyone was happy for me. I was happy for me. And as I continued to train my mind, I knew the day I got to make my official Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl debut was fast approaching. And I couldn’t wait. 
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It took a long time before I was healed and ready for action. And it wasn’t just waiting for my tits to heal. It was making sure I could move how a Promo Girl needed to move. I needed to be fully fit, to have my hair, my makeup, and everything else perfect. 

“Today is the day,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

“I get to meet the Promo Team?” I asked. I bounced on my toes, making my tits bounce and jiggle on my chest, as I bubbled with excitement. 

“Yes, but not like you’d hoped.” 

I had already professed my desire to meet the rest of the Promo Team. I wanted to meet the other girls before I was put out into the field. I figured it would help to build bonds and camaraderie with them before we were out in public together. 

My confidence to be a Promo Girl had never been higher. Every single thought and action was directed toward that goal. There was nothing left. After all the schooling Yumiko-chan had put me through, every action was meant to draw attention to my body. And every thought was designed to highlight the tremendous and advanced products from Kaisha Corporation. In so many ways, I felt more like an object than a person. That was how thoroughly I had adapted to my future as a Promo Girl. Nothing else mattered. 

I looked up at my boss with questioning eyes. I did not say anything. He would explain what needed to be explained. 

“We are one short for today’s expo event,” Kaneda-buchou explained. “The bus is already waiting for you. I’m here to escort you to the bus so you can begin your work. Afterward, when you and the rest of the team return from the event, you will have the chance to meet the rest of the team.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I understand and I will make Kaisha Corporation proud.” 

“I expect nothing less from you,” he responded. “Now go get changed. Your uniform for the day is already in the bathroom.” 

I bowed and then skipped into the bathroom. I had been about to start a workout, 

having already changed into a sports bra and shorts. I still hadn’t figured it out, but whatever I needed to wear simply appeared in the bathroom, ready for me to change. It was just like how whenever I needed to eat, there was a smoothie provided for me. It was all automatic. I didn’t need to think about it. I just needed to respond and obey. It turned out I was really good at that sort of thing. 

I quickly stripped down and then began applying my makeup. It was important to look perfect for my first event. I always wanted to look perfect, but I was an untested Promo Girl. If I made a mistake, it would reflect poorly on me and on Kaneda-buchou. I couldn’t let anyone down. 

The Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl uniform changed from day to day, from event to event. Today’s uniform consisted of a blue vest top with two buttons. 

One button connected just below my neck at the top of my chest. The other button connected just below my big, round tits, leaving a wide expanse of cleavage on display. Around my tits, the fabric faded to white, giving the impression the fabric was under immense strain. There was also a small collar at the top and red stripes at the shoulders. 

The top was paired with a blue pleated skirt that sat low on my hips and just reached the tops of my thighs. I couldn’t remember the last time I had worn panties or a bra that wasn’t a sports bra. Promo Girls didn’t wear those things. 

However, because this event was going to be held in a large convention hall, with limited heat, at least at the beginning, I was provided with blue arm warmers. They would help keep me warm until the collective body heat of all the attendees warmed the space up. 

The final pieces of my uniform were the high heels and the blue beret that faded to white in places. I put those on and I stood at attention, my arms behind my back, looking at my reflection in the mirror. What I saw was better than I ever could have imagined. I was a proper Promo Girl now. I had no doubts about it. 

And I was going to do my best to make Kaisha proud of me and help make other people want to buy Kaisha products. 

I walked out of the bathroom with confidence. Kaneda-buchou looked me up and down and smiled. I could tell I had pleased him. I also spotted the bulge in his pants. He could not completely hide his hard-on and that made me smile. 

As my training time neared its end, Yumiko-chan had been explaining more and

more about the importance of turning men on, to reacting positively to their bodies and their actions. Knowing I turned my boss on made me feel even better about myself. To be a Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl was more than just looking sexy and being able to spout off about our products. It was about making personal connections to people, encouraging them to buy our products with both the information we gave them and with our bodies. 

“I do believe you are ready, Hina-chan,” he said. “Let’s go down to the bus.” 

It wasn’t clear if I would be returning to this room again. When I was done with the expo event, I was more likely to return to headquarters and be assigned sleeping arrangements with the rest of the Promo Team. Not that I would miss anything about the room where I had spent the last however long it was. Nothing about it was mine. It was all Kaisha’s. As a Promo Girl, I was not someone who collected things. I was the thing to be collected. 

I followed Kaneda-buchou to the elevator. He stepped onto the elevator first and I followed him. Then we both turned around to face the door. After he used the controls to take us to the appropriate level, he stepped back beside me. His hand reached over and cupped my ass. 

I understood that such an action would bother some women, but not a Promo Girl like me. A man, or even a woman, touching me was completely normal. It was expected. And if I was honest, having Kaneda-buchou’s hand on my ass made me feel good. It made me feel sexy. And as a Promo Girl, I needed to feel sexy. 

When the elevator door opened next, Kaneda-buchou gave me a little push to my ass to get me moving. This time he led from behind, guiding me with the hand on my ass. He had taken us down to one of the basement levels where there was an underground garage. And before I knew it, we had reached a bus with the Kaisha Corporation name and logo on it. There were two people standing by the door of the bus. One was a man, dressed in a suit, much like Kaneda-buchou. 

The other was a woman, wearing a black and white Promo Girl uniform. Her hair was a black bob and she wore a black beret. 

“Name?” the man asked. 

I waited half a beat, wanting to know if I was supposed to answer or if Kaneda-buchou would speak. When he didn’t make a sound, I spoke up. “Kaisha

Corporation Promo Girl Hina.” It was important to give my full name. I was vaguely aware that there had been a time when I had another name, but those days were behind me. To achieve perfection as a Promo Girl, I needed to give up my surname and my past, committing fully to my new role. 

“Hina-chan,” Kaneda-buchou said. “This is Nishi Tokugawa. He is the Promo Team Department Head. And this is Fujii Mikazuki. She is your team leader.” 

I bowed deeply to both people, first Nishi-buchou and then Fujii-san. As a Promo Girl herself, the team leader received a different honorific. “It is a pleasure to meet you both. I promise to do all that I can to make you and Kaisha Corporation proud.” 

“Get on the bus,” Fujii-san said. “There is an empty seat next to Taya-chan.” 

I boarded the bus, climbing the steps. At the top, I turned and looked down the length of the bus, at my teammates. I found myself looking at more Promo Girls than I could count. They were all dressed like me, with identical blonde bobs. 

And they all stared straight ahead, not looking at me, but through me. 

There was an empty row at the front of the bus, but Fujii-san had instructed me to sit next to Taya-chan. There was one empty seat next to another Promo Girl. I had to assume that was Taya-chan. 

I sat down and Taya-chan immediately reached over and grabbed my hand. I looked at her. She had not looked away from the front of the bus. Then I looked to the other side, across the aisle, and saw another two Promo Girls sitting as we were, holding hands. 

“Just look forward and listen to my voice,” Yumiko-chan said in my earbuds. I had yet to take them out. Her voice was always accessible this way. 

And I did exactly as I was told. My obedience was total. I let Yumiko-chan’s voice enter my mind, filling my focus. Her words were soothing and helped to calm my eagerness to finally serve my purpose. And as the bus began to rumble down the highway beneath me, I instead focused on Yumiko-chan’s words, telling me everything I would need to know about the expo event and the products I would need to speak fluently about. 

When we finally arrived at the expo center, Fujii-san ordered all of us off the

bus. We followed her directions, filing off one after another. And when we stepped off the bus, we lined up next to it, standing at attention so that she could inspect us one last time, making sure we were ready. 

“We have a new Promo Girl with us today,” Fujii-san said, referring to me. “Her name is Hina-chan. She is just like all of you. But, this is her first event and I want all of you to keep a careful eye on her. This task is in addition to those you have already been programmed with. You are the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team and a failure by one is a failure by all. Look out for each other out there. 

You will do Kaisha Corporation proud.” 

“Yes, Fujii-san,” we said in perfect unison. 

“Now who are you?” she asked. 

“We are the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team,” we answered, almost shouting our devotion. 

“Very good,” Fujii-san said. “Now go out there and make Kaisha proud. Make all those potential customers smile. Do your duties as Promo Girls.” 

I was second to last in line as we filed into the exhibition hall. I was glad to have the arm warmers, because the large room was chilly. But that was because there were just a handful of vendors there, putting the finishing touches on their displays. The doors had yet to open to the public. 

It turned out that Taya-chan and I were assigned to the same location, a Kaisha Corporation information booth. Our jobs were to help people find our more specific booths that were scattered around the exhibition hall. Each booth was placed for maximum effect, in similarly themed areas. There was the consumer electronics area. There was the appliances section. There was the pop-culture area. There was even a Kaisha Corporation Foods booth. But my booth was one of the first that people would see when they walked in. And it was my job to look pretty and sexy and to help guide others to the proper booths. And along the way, I could talk more generally about the great Kaisha Corporation products on display today. 

The moment the doors opened, I smiled. This was like a dream come true. And if I had anything to worry about, Taya-chan was right there. Plus I had Yumiko-chan still in my ear, helping me to adapt to my new role. Fujii-san and Nishi-

buchou were also always nearby, just in case there was a problem. But rather than their watchful eyes worrying me, they bolstered my confidence, knowing that this was my chance to prove I was a perfect Promo Girl. 
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“W elcome to the Kaisha Corporation Information Booth,” I said with a giggle as a man approached me. “How can I help you?” 

I was really getting into my role as a Promo Girl. It was just so much fun to put my sexy self out there and help people learn more about how great Kaisha Corporation is and how wonderful our products are. And in this case, I didn’t actually have to know that much. I guessed I wasn’t yet ready to completely talk about all the different Kaisha products in full detail. Or maybe they started all new Promo Girls with this role. I wasn’t one to question my superiors. They knew better than a silly Promo Girl like me. 

But it was really fun to help all the wayward people. The man reached out and placed a hand on my hip. I smiled and giggled again, responding to his touch. 

“I’m looking for the Kaisha electronics booth,” he said, his hand still on my hip. 

I placed my hand on his, encouraging him as I bit my plump lower lip. Men had been touching me all day. The hip was nice, but I would have preferred if he had touched my ass or my tits. I had been groped more times than I could count and I enjoyed every single moment. I knew I got looks from other people, especially other women. There were promo girls for other companies that looked at Taya-chan and me with disgust. But they didn’t understand how important being sexy and available was to their employers. I couldn’t imagine doing this job without people’s hands all over my body. 

“Here, let me give you a map,” I said as I turned and thrust my ass into the man’s hand as I bent over. 

I grabbed a map from the table. Unlike the generic maps that the expo handed out, our maps had all of our booths highlighted on them. I picked up a pen and clumsily circled the electronics booth on the map. Between my long nails and the fact I didn’t really do much writing anymore, such actions were a little more difficult. 

“All you have to do is go that way,” I said, pointing after I handed the man the map. “And there will be another Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl there to answer all of your important questions.” 

“Thanks, babe,” the man said. As thanks, he reached up and gave one of my tits a squeeze. 

“My pleasure,” I cooed after him. 

It was like that the whole day. There was a constant flow of people who entered the exhibition hall. And while many booths had promo girls or booth babes, it seemed like everyone wanted to come to ours. Kaisha Promo Girls were hotter and more knowledgeable than any others. We not only looked the part, but we acted the part, too. 

Thankfully, there were moments of downtime. After the initial flow of people when the doors first opened, there were moments when Taya-chan and I had a moment alone, giving us a chance to talk. 

“I’m so glad I could become a Kaisha Promo Girl, Taya-chan,” I said, maintaining my cheerful demeanor. That was my normal. I needed to always be cheerful and pleasing as a Promo Girl. I always needed to be sexy and available as well. 

“We’re glad to have you, Hina-chan,” she said in return. “You will be a great addition to the team.” 

“Thank you. This is like a dream come true.” 

“It is for all of us. We might not be smart like regular Kaisha Corporation employees, but there is still a position for us to help the company, by using our sexy bodies and parroting the information we have been given to help promote Kaisha Corporation products.” 

Our conversation went on like that, interrupted by people visiting our booth. It felt so good to praise our company and each other for doing such good and important work. And I knew that the Kaisha booths were going to be the most popular at the expo. With Promo Girls like us working here, it was impossible to not be the best. 

“Welcome to the Kaisha Corporation Information Booth,” I said with a giggle as another man approached me. “How can I help you?” 

This man looked to be American. He had blonde hair like mine, but it was long

and stringy. His eyes locked onto my tits the moment he saw me. Even though I was happy to help him, I also became slightly wary that he had other intentions. 

I couldn’t put those intentions into actual words. I wasn’t capable of that. But it felt like there was a warning beacon traveling up my spine. 

“You are so fucking hot,” the man said in broken Japanese. His hands went to my hips and I wiggled in his light embrace, happy to play my sexy role, entertaining him and making him hard as I answered his questions. 

“What can I help you with?” I asked with another giggle. The giggles weren’t an act, but they certainly helped make me more appealing. 

The man didn’t say anything. Instead, his hands moved up to my tits. I let out a little moan as he squeezed them. But then he leaned forward and started kissing me. I wasn’t sure if that was allowed. I was happy to let him touch me, grope me, squeeze me, and even kiss parts of my body, but this was a completely different situation. Those were all done as play while I showed off and answered questions. This felt far more personal. 

However, before I could decide whether to kiss the man back or not, he was pulled away from me. Nishi-buchou and an expo security guard were both there, restraining the man. 

I just watched as the man was escorted out, causing a scene, screaming in English. I couldn’t understand what he was yelling about. 

Taya-chan came over and held my hand, like she had on the bus. She squeezed my hand gently and I squeezed hers back. 

A moment later, Fujii-san appeared. “Are you okay, Hina-chan?” 

“I’m fine, Fujii-san,” I said. “I don’t understand what happened.” 

“Sometimes potential customers step out of bounds,” she said. “He appeared to be American. He probably did not understand Japanese and Kaisha Corporation customs when it comes to Promo Girls.” 

“Yes, you’re right,” I agreed, bowing to the team leader. And already, the moment was falling out of my mind. I struggled to remember what the man looked like or even what he said to me. And by the time a new potential

customer approached me, all memory of the incident had escaped my mind, never to be remembered again. 

Fujii-san also checked with Taya-chan to see how she was doing. We both were excited to continue our jobs for the day, promoting Kaisha Corporation the only way we knew how, the way we had been trained to do. 

I did notice how both Nishi-buchou and Fujii-san were more present after that. 

There was almost always one of them within my line of sight, but that only made me feel more confident, knowing they were looking out for me, supporting me. 

And I knew I had nothing to worry about. Between my many hours of training, their supervision, and Taya-chan nearby, I was never going to be in need. I could continue to be the giggly and informative Promo Girl that I had become. 

The day finally ended with people filing out of the exhibition hall. The entire Promo Team was released from their individual duties and each one of us were given a stack of stickers to hand out to people leaving. The stickers featured the Kaisha Corporation logo. 

I had so much fun going up to people, especially men, and giggling before offering them a sticker. “Thank you for coming,” I would say as I pushed my big tits into their arms. “Can I give you a sticker to remember me by?” 

Most of the time, the people were a little stunned by my forwardness, but that only meant that I got to put the sticker onto their clothing, a reminder that they had been touched by the Kaisha Corporation. It felt so good to be sexy and flirty around so many men. And those who were not stunned by my actions always took the sticker anyway. “Thank you for bestowing upon me your beautiful body and this sticker to remember you by,” they would say. 

I just giggled and squealed as I continued flirting. And I was so successful at handing out my stickers that I needed to go back to Fujii-san for more. She handed me another big stack before praising my dedication. “You are a true Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl now, Hina-chan.” 

“Thank you, Fujii-san,” I said, bowing before I hurried off to hand out more stickers. 

Afterward, when the day was finally over, Fujii-san ordered us to line up. I lined up just as I had when I got off the bus. I was second to last, with just Taya-chan

behind me. 

“You did so good today,” Taya-chan said quietly as we were led back to our bus. 

“Thank you,” I whispered back. “You were great, too. I learned so much by working with you. You’re such a good Promo Girl. You must make Kaisha very proud.” 

When we got back on the bus, Yumiko-chan spoke through my earbuds. “Just like before, look straight ahead and hold your teammate’s hand while I talk to you.” 

Her words after that faded from my memory, but the smile on my face remained as I passively looked ahead, just like all of the other Promo Girls. This was our life. This was what we lived for. And it was a pleasant bus ride back to Kaisha Corporation headquarters, back to home. 
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As I filed off the bus back in the underground garage at Kaisha headquarters, Nishi-buchou pulled me aside. 

“Hina-chan,” he said. “I know you want to spend more time with your teammates, especially as this was your first day, but there is someone special who needs entertaining this evening. Are you up for that? He wants you, because you’re the new Promo Girl.” 

“I am available for whatever Kaisha Corporation needs of me,” I said cheerily. “I live to serve.” 

“I knew you would say that,” he said. “If you will follow me. We will make sure you are returned to the Promo Girl dormitory when you are finished.” 

I followed Nishi-buchou to a different elevator from the one the other girls were using. This was a special elevator. And even though Nishi-buchou was there to control the elevator, I also needed to swipe my wrist across the sensor. The elevator could sense that there was more than one person onboard and it needed to confirm both of our identities. 

I had no idea where we were going or who I was expected to entertain. I wasn’t even sure what that meant. But I saw Nishi-buchou plug in the highest floor of the building. We were going all the way to the top. And once he had finished inputting our destination, his hand went right to my ass. I pushed back into him slightly, enjoying the way he touched me. 

After an entire day being touched and groped and serving the Kaisha Corporation as a Promo Girl, my body was on fire. My arousal was through the roof, my pussy soaking wet. It was a small wonder I was not leaking down the inside of my thighs. That was how wet I was. 

“You were perfect today,” Nishi-buchou said, complimenting me. “I realize there was the incident with the American, but you handled it as you were supposed to.” 

“Thank you, Nishi-buchou,” I said with a giggle. “I am happy to hear that I served the Kaisha Corporation well today.” 

“You did indeed. And you will continue to serve it this evening. Kurosawa-shachou has requested you for his evening entertainment.” 

“Kurosawa-shachou requested me?” I asked, surprised. “That is a tremendous honor.” 

My insides were leaping for joy. It took all of my composure to not just up and down in unrestrained excitement. It was not just my first day as a fully-trained Promo Girl, but now I got to serve the man who made it all happen. Kurosawa-shachou was practically Kaisha himself, the leader of everyone, the decision maker who provided the framework for all of us Kaisha employees to do our great and seamless work. 

“It is an honor. He is currently without a favorite Promo Girl. Consider tonight as a trial. If he likes you, this may become a regular part of your job.” 

“I understand, sir,” I said. 

Could it be? Could I become a prized Promo Girl on my first day. I was already going to serve with all of my ability, but now I had a personal responsibility to do my very best work. It was not just an honor to serve Kurosawa-shachou, but it would be an even bigger honor to become his chosen Promo Girl. 

After a long elevator ride up, the doors opened into what appeared to be Kurosawa-shachou’s personal apartment. It appeared it was not just the Promo Girls who lived on site. He was important enough to always need to be on call. It was easier for him to live here than to spend his time commuting. It made so much sense and it further instilled the idea that the important Kaisha employees lived at headquarters. 

“So this is our newest Promo Girl,” Kurosawa-shachou said as he stepped into the entry foyer. He wore a tailored business suit, still dressed as if he was working. For all I knew, he still was. 

“Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl Hina reporting for duty,” I said, standing at attention. 

Kurosawa-shachou chuckled at my instant response. I pushed out my chest, emphasizing my tits and my cleavage as I stood there, ready for inspection. 

“That will be all Nishi-san,” he said, dismissing my boss. 

Nishi-buchou bowed and then returned to the elevator., disappearing and leaving me alone with the president of the company. 

“I remember seeing you when you were on your first day of training,” 

Kurosawa-shachou said. “I never would have guessed you would turn out so well.” 

“Thank you, Kurosawa-shachou,” I said, bowing, but keeping my cleavage visible to him. 

“Please come in and join me,” he said, beckoning me deeper into his apartment. 

I followed him dutifully, not daring to set a foot wrong. I should have been nervous, but there was only eagerness to perform, to give Kurosawa-shachou everything he desired. I had spent my day as a beacon of Kaisha Corporation and now I was going to spend my evening with the most powerful man in the company. 

“If I had known I was needed here tonight, I could have planned for another uniform,” I said, keeping my head bowed as we walked into a luxurious living room. It looked like something that belonged in America, because of its size. 

Kurosawa-shachou had so much space here. 

“These uniforms are new,” he said. “These were the first time they have been used at an event and I wanted to see it on you. You are a very beautiful Promo Girl.” 

“Thank you, sir,” I said, keeping my head bowed. I did not dare look him in the eyes. I could only look up at him through my long lashes. 

I stood before him, still pushing my chest out. I wanted him to appreciate my sexy body. I could see the growing tent in his slacks. My body was making him hard and that, in turn, made me all the more aroused. 

“I know you’re not nervous, but you probably don’t know what you are feeling right now,” he said as he sat down on a leather couch. “Please come here and suck my cock.” 

I rushed over and dropped gracefully to my knees. Then I reached forward, freeing his cock with my long-nailed fingers. I might have struggled with a pen before, but my fingers felt much more natural as they worked to free a cock. And this was not just any cock. This was his cock. 

I leaned forward and opened my mouth. My plump lips were perfectly designed to take his cock. I wrapped my lips around his shaft and began to run my tongue along the underside of his shaft. 

“That is wonderful,” Kurosawa-shachou groaned as he leaned back, fully relaxing as I performed my work. 

But as I started bobbing my head in his lap, I realized how right he had been. All that time at the expo, getting felt up by horny men, it had turned me on, but I hadn’t understood what I needed. I needed an outlet for that sexual energy that had built up inside of me all that time. And it was probably worse, because that arousal had been building steadily throughout my training. And now, with a cock in my mouth, I understood the importance of maintaining that balance. I couldn’t be the sexy Promo Girl perpetually without some sort of release. 

I couldn’t remember ever giving a blowjob before. I couldn’t remember anything from before I was a Promo Girl, before I was selected to join Kaisha Corporation as a new recruit. Everything before that simply paled in comparison to my new life. Even my name had changed, although my given name remained the same. 

“Hina-chan, you are a marvel,” Kurosawa-shachou said as he ran his finger through my short hair. He knocked off my beret, but I wasn’t about to stop to retrieve it. Then he pushed me down onto his cock. I instinctually opened my throat to him and before I knew it, he was buried deep inside me, cutting off my airway. But I didn’t panic. I just let him guide me, trusting that he understood my limits. That was his job, not mine. 

And when I felt like I was close to passing out, he released me. I snapped back, sputtering as I gasped for air, drool hanging from my plump lips. But as soon as I had caught my breath, I dove back onto his cock, sucking him with every bit of effort I could manage. 

“Here I come,” he said as his cock surged in my mouth. 

His cum hit my tongue and my eyes nearly rolled up into the back of my head as

the heady taste hit me all at once. It was like drinking ambrosia. I didn’t understand how a man’s cum could taste so good, but it did and I loved it. I sucked down every drop, making sure not a single bit escaped the suction of my lips as I drank from him. 

When he had finally finished in my mouth, I sat back and looked up at him through heavily lidded eyes. I kept my head bowed. That was my place. But I still looked up to see the look of pure contentment on his face. 

“That was one hell of a performance,” Kurosawa-shachou said. “I’ll definitely want more of that.” 

I inwardly beamed, hoping that he had just decided to make me his primary Promo Girl. That sounded wonderful and it was a great honor, especially for it still being my first official day. Not that I could show him that. This was not the time to celebrate. 

“How else may I serve you, Kurosawa-shachou?” I asked. 

“I’m going to want to sample that sweet little pussy of yours, but I need time to recover. Fix me a drink and then dance for me.” 

I looked around the room and spotted the liquor cabinet. I pushed myself to my feet and then sashayed across the room. “What kind of drink can I make for you?” 

“Whisky, neat,” he said. 

I knew little of what made a good whisky, but I found a bottle of Japanese single malt whisky that looked like the sort of thing he would drink. It had been opened, but not drunk from heavily, making me think it was something he liked to treat himself with occasionally. And as I wanted to make this moment a memorable one for him, I decided that was the best option. 

I poured him a sizable amount, at least as far as liquor was concerned. It was definitely more than a single shot. Then I carried the glass back to him, leaning over and pushing my chest out as I presented it to him. 

“Very good,” he said, approving of my choice. He took a long sniff of the whisky and let out a sigh. “You have good taste.” 

I wasn’t about to admit that I had been guessing, but I would happily take credit for being lucky. And I would have thanked him for the compliment, but he had given me two orders and I needed to obey both. 

I stepped into the middle of the room and began to sway my hips to a beat only I could hear. I let my hands travel over my body, showing him all the places I had been touched that day. 

But Kurosawa-shachou eventually got the hint that we needed something more. 

He pulled out his phone and hit a few buttons. Suddenly music poured from hidden speakers, filling the room with sound. The song was something I hadn’t heard before. At least I hadn’t remembered hearing it before. But it had a nice beat and almost made me want to sing along to it. The only thing that stopped me was not knowing the words. 

My dancing sped up to match the beat of the music. My hips swayed in time, causing my pleated skirt to swish back and forth, nearly exposing my bare pussy to him. 

“Very nice,” he said, watching me between sips of his whisky. “Now start taking off your uniform.” 

I had received many offers during my day to take off my top or to join a man in a private area of the exhibition hall, but I had always just giggled their comments and requests away. I couldn’t leave my post. But now, confronted with the leader of the Kaisha Corporation, I couldn’t deny him. I didn’t want to deny him. 

I continued to dance as I reached up and unbuttoned the top button of my top. 

My tits jiggled as they finally felt some degree of freedom. But that was just a tease. I followed that by pulling off my arm warmers and then spinning them over my head before tossing them off to the side. They could be collected later, like with my beret. 

“You are so fucking hot,” Kurosawa-shachou said. “You’ve got great timing and instincts. I’m so glad you got turned into a Promo Girl.” 

I smiled as I continued dancing. I turned around and swayed my ass toward him, making my skirt rise up and almost reveal myself. But while I did that, I reached up and unbuttoned the lower button on my uniform. I let out an inaudible sigh as my tits finally felt true freedom. I shrugged the top off and let it fall to the floor

before I turned around, revealing my bare chest to him. 

I left my skirt on for now, instead dancing with my hands traveling over my body, teasing myself, bringing his attention to my hard nipples. I was so horny. 

I waited until his drink was almost gone before I slipped my fingers beneath the hem of my skirt. From there, it slid easily down my legs, allowing him to take in all of me. I was his Kaisha Promo Girl. I would do anything for him. And this was just the beginning. 

“Fuck,” he groaned before knocking back the rest of his drink. “Get over here.” 

I moved toward him until he was within arms reach. He grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward him. Suddenly I was straddling him, my tits in his face, as he positioned me on his lap, his cock hard between my legs. 

“Mmm,” I moaned as I sank down onto his cock. “Yes.” I couldn’t help myself. 

It felt like such a relief to finally get the attention I so badly needed. I hadn’t touched my pussy in all this time and it turned out that I needed it. 

“Such a good little fuckdoll,” Kurosawa-shachou said as he grabbed me by the hips and started fucking me from below. Even though I was on top, I didn’t actually have to do much. I moved to meet his thrusts, but it was his effort that he wanted to expend. I was a warm and wet cock milking doll for him and I was happy to serve. 

Each thrust made me gasp, my voice seemingly higher pitched. He pounded me from below, forcing the air from my lungs each time. I threw my head back as he started licking my nipples, first one and then the other. I moaned in pleasure, loving how easily he played with my body. 

Time was already a shaky subject for me, but with his cock inside of me, I felt as if time had truly lost all meaning. I had no idea how long he fucked me. I didn’t care. I had a responsibility to be sexy and to make him cum. I had a responsibility to serve him. And that was what I did. It just so happened that I got something out of it, too. I got relief. I got pleasure. I got meaning. This was what I was supposed to be doing. This was who I was supposed to be. 

When Kurosawa-shachou finally came, flooding my pussy with his cum, I came, too. I cried out as my orgasm rushed through me, filling me with untold pleasure, 

cascades of it that washed through me over and over again like waves on a beach. And when I opened my eyes, unable to wipe the dopey smile off my face, I saw him in a similar position, pure sexual contentment. I knew right then that I had served my purpose. My first day had been a real success. 

And when I returned to my teammates when Kurosawa-shachou was finished with me, I would do so with similar contentment. I had found my place. I had found my life. I had discovered my purpose for everything. I served the Kaisha Corporation. I might not have been good with creativity or with machines, but I was sexy and could further Kaisha’s goals with my body. That was my purpose and I loved it. Someone might call me a bimbo, but they did not understand the bliss of being at one with the world around me. This was heaven. 
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