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INTRODUCTION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~Sadie
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“D ear Azami.” Those words, and all those that followed were burned into my memory. “I want to thank you for being such a good friend and roommate. I have discovered myself and my dreams, all thanks to the Kaisha Corporation. I am excited that I will be joining the Promo Team after some additional training. I appreciate everything you have done for me, but I regret to inconvenience you with the fact I will not be returning to the apartment. Please feel free to keep my remaining belongings. Or you could sell them to cover my part of the rent until you find a new roommate. Hina.” 

That was it. That was the extent of the letter I received from her, informing me that she had discovered her true calling to be a promo girl. She was going to be some booth babe or whatever they were called these days. 

My heart broke the first time I read that letter. Tears flowed as I realized what I had with Hina was over. And she had ended it in the worst possible way, without even mentioning what we meant to each other. There were not even any ambiguous mentions, code for what we really meant to each other. It was as if the Hina who wrote the letter was not even aware of our relationship. 

But there was something wrong with the letter. I couldn’t imagine Hina writing them. And from that moment, I knew she was in trouble. Something had happened to her. The letter might not have even been written by Hina. It could have been some random corporate drone who had been tasked with writing the letter. Not that someone else writing the letter could negate the trouble Hina seemed to be in. 

I read the letter so many times that it became burned into my memory. I could picture it in my head, recite every line without a second thought. It was there every time I closed my eyes and tried to go to sleep. 

Love is a tricky thing. Between the two of us, I was the emotional one, I was the lover. Hina went with the flow more. I had no doubt about how she felt about me, about us, but her love for me was not as strong as mine was for her. I was never convinced that she was fully a lesbian. I had always figured she was somewhere on the bisexual spectrum. Or maybe she was just less sexual. I didn’t want to call her asexual, but she was in less need of love and had a harder time giving it than I did. But I loved that about her. 

“I’m going to find you, Hina,” I said. “And I’m going to rescue you from whatever has happened to you.” 

The problem was I didn’t know the first thing about how I could save Hina from the corporate clutches of Kaisha. The secrecy surrounding the company was intense. There were a lot of great slogans and mantras out there about Kaisha, but nothing that I could use to get any insight into the company’s inner workings. 

But the thing that got me the most was how they had persuaded Hina to join the Promo Team. It didn’t make sense. Hina was an IT specialist. That was where her strengths and passions were. It made no sense to turn her into a booth babe. 

She didn’t have the promo girl look. I thought she was pretty and sexy, but she didn’t have the big tits and bubbly persona that real promo girls always seemed to have. 

“I’ve got to track her down,” I finally said. “I’ve got to talk to her.” 

I created a spreadsheet to track all of the public events where Kaisha Corporation would be present. It turned out I wasn’t the only person out there who was interested in the Promo Team. There was a whole online community who liked to go to events where the Kaisha girls, as they called them, would be. 

I had no doubt those other people were fetishists. They might even be stalkers. 

Thankfully, they didn’t have information on individual members of the Kaisha Promo Team. That would have been scary. 

With that online resource, I quickly put together a calendar of events the Promo Team could be expected to be involved in up and down the country. There were so many different events, one day after another. It quickly became clear to me that not only was being on the Promo Team a full time job, but if there was any hope of tracking down Hina, it would be a full time job for me, too. 

I spent months going to every event I could. Some were just too far away. And I had to fit my own job in there. I was doing all right for myself. Even though I had needed a roommate when I first started out, which was how Hina and I ended up living together, I could now afford the apartment on my own. I even mostly managed to work my Hina obsession around my job. I shifted some of my responsibilities so that I could work from home. Although almost all of those things I could do while traveling to various events. 

But all of that cost money. And even though I had been able to afford the apartment on my own, that did not mean I had the means to take the train across the country whenever I wanted. Plus, a lot of those events, exhibitions and conventions, cost money to attend. And some of them were already sold out. 

I hated to do it, but I ended up selling some of Hina’s belongings. I technically had permission to do so and I figured that she would understand when I got her out. Once we found her a real job, I would help her to replace everything I sold. I just had to keep reminding myself that I was doing it for a good cause. 

But after nearly six months of attending events, I was no closer to finding Hina. I actually started to wonder if the letter had been a lie. Had something else happened to her? I had no idea, but I was starting to worry, beginning to wonder if I should give up on the woman I loved. And even with me selling Hina’s belongings, funds were beginning to run low again. I couldn’t keep this up. 

That was not to say I hadn’t figured out a great deal about the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team in that time. They all had a specific look about them. 

Week to week, their uniforms changed, but their bodies were heavily modified. 

They had big, fake looking breasts that were always on display. And they always had bare midriffs. No matter the time of year, they were always dressed in clothes that barely covered them. The only occasional addition was a set of arm warmers. 

The Kaisha Promo Team also looked different from most Japanese women. It was not just the size of their chests, but also their hair. Each of them wore their hair in a bob. And all of them seemed to be unnaturally blonde. It was a very specific look, but I quickly became adept at spotting a Kaisha Promo Girl from across a crowded convention hall. They stood out, no matter what uniform they were wearing that day. 

And even if I did end up at an event where Hina was working, there was no guarantee I would be able to recognize her. Between the big breasts, the blonde hair, and the plump lips, she might not be obvious to me. And that fact alone, that I might not recognize her, even if she was standing right in front of me, made me sick. It made me physically ill to think the woman I loved could have been so far altered. The whole situation made no sense to me. 

I simply didn’t know how much longer I could keep searching for. At a certain

point, I would need to give up. I would need to move on. There were other women out there for me. I just hated to think I had lost the woman I had wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I knew I might need to give up someday, but that day was not this day. 
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Ihad been forced to miss a big exhibition which the online fetishists believed would be a big event for the Kaisha Promo Team. It had been difficult to pass that up, but it couldn’t be helped. There was a fire at work I needed to put out. I solved the problem, but it had been a less than ideal way to spend a weekend. 

And I had missed out on a big event. 

But one event wasn’t the end of the world. There was always another one. And after missing one, I could make up for it with another. 

It took me almost two hours to reach the convention building. This was smaller than the event I missed. There were fewer booths, but Kaisha Corporation was almost guaranteed to have a booth. I just had to hope that Hina was there. I didn’t know how much longer I could keep going to these events. I needed to see her. I needed to talk to her. 

I got in line, arriving before the doors officially opened. The line was filled with mostly men. Many of these events were mostly men. It had been awkward at first, but I had gotten used to it. I still got strange looks from people. I was not the typical type of person who attended these events. This convention was mostly businessmen. I stuck out, wearing more casual clothing. I did not wear a suit or other clothing that was a part of the office norm. 

However, there were also people I had come to recognize from past events. That in and of itself was bothersome. It could either be a sign of my devotion or an indication that I was slowly losing it. Had I become obsessed? 

I nodded to the people I recognized. They nodded back, a silent acknowledgement that we were nameless acquaintances. I had no idea who they were or what they did for a living. All this time, while searching for Hina, I had failed to actually pay attention to the various purposes of these conventions and events. I didn’t care. My focus was solely on Hina and rescuing her from whatever had been done to her. 

The doors finally opened and I made my way forward, using the ticket I had already purchased. I had discovered waiting around at a ticket booth only took up valuable time when I could purchase tickets in advance. And some events sold out, making it even more important for me to get a ticket early. 

The exhibition hall was not some vast space like some. I had been to various event spaces and some were absolutely massive. This one was in the basement of a hotel, making it possible to easily see across the room when I first walked inside. 

As soon as I was in the main room, I scanned the room, looking for the blue Kaisha Corporation logo. It was not anything remarkable, but it was in all of the branding and that made it easier to spot their booths. Looking for the Kaisha Promo Team was harder, because they did not tower over the crowds as the signage did. 

Usually at events like this, Kaisha had a prominent placement, near the front. To be honest, they were big enough where they could probably pick wherever they wanted to be. They could buy out a whole event if they wanted to. And in some cases, they basically did. However, those events were always Kaisha sponsored from the top down and were probably secretly hosted by Kaisha, even if in an unofficial capacity. 

The moment I laid eyes on the blue logo, I made a beeline toward the booth. As a smaller event, I had a feeling there would be fewer members of the Promo Team present. There was no need to bring all of them. The fetishists online had figured there were at least twenty women on the Promo Team, although they did not have a good count. The women on the team looked so similar to each other that it was hard to individualize them in pictures. 

I supposed that was the point. Kaisha Corporation wanted the women on the Promo Team to all look very similar. They needed to be practically interchangeable. I was counting on the fact I knew Hina well enough to tell her apart from the others, assuming she had undergone similar surgical enhancements. I always reminded myself that I was looking for a woman with a blonde bob and big, fake tits. 

As I approached the Kaisha Corporation booth, I quickly counted five booth babes. That was actually an impressive number for such a small event. It seemed that there were usually only two or three at an event like this, from my previous experience. 

But then I stopped in my tracks. There she was. Hina was here. My heart thundered in my chest and blood pounded in my ears. I felt as if my stomach had

leapt up into my throat. Part of me wanted to keel over and puke. But I couldn’t look away. It was Hina, I was sure of it. 

Not that Hina looked like the woman I had long loved. Her hair was a matching blonde to the rest of the women, looking completely unnatural. Then again, unnatural seemed to be the point. The big tits, the plump lips, everything about them seemed to be sculpted. And Hina was no different. But it was still her. 

Hidden behind the tits and the lips was the Hina I knew. 

I stood back and watched, observing, as Hina interacted with the various people who stepped up to the Kaisha Corporation booth. She giggled like the rest of the women on the Promo Team. She spoke confidently, but also had a ditziness about her that played up the sexpot role. And then there was the way she moved. 

It seemed as if every motion she made was designed to turn people on. And when a particularly handsy man reached out and took a squeeze of one of her tits, she just giggled, almost egging him on. 

Seeing Hina play to these men’s fantasies made it all worse. I tasted bile in my mouth, another sign that my body was ready to puke. I had tried to steel myself for this every time I came to one of these events, but there was nothing I could have done to properly prepare myself for it. 

And it wasn’t like I actually had a plan to rescue Hina. Somehow, I just hoped that when we finally met again, she would realize what she had given up and would want to come back with me. We could go home and go back to the way things were before, with a few alterations. I assumed Hina would want to get a boob reduction, but maybe she actually liked having big, fake tits. Maybe she would want to keep them. I had to admit, she looked hot like that. She looked like a sexed up bimbo. 

I had no idea how long I stood there watching. I was far enough back not to create a scene. No one seemed to pay attention to me. The people who wanted to interact with the Kaisha booth babes or who had product questions stepped forward. I hung back, almost in the shadows, even though this hall lacked actual shadows. There were bright lights everywhere. 

However, I knew I couldn’t stand there forever. I had to make my move. I didn’t want there to be some sort of shift change and for Hina to disappear into the hotel somewhere and for me to have missed my one chance. I had finally found

her, but there was no guarantee she would ever work an event like his again. 

“Come on, Azami,” I said to myself as I threw back my shoulders and took a deep breath. 

I walked forward, thankful for the way the booth seemed to clear out of interested people as I approached. Hina took a moment to relax and grab a water bottle from behind the table. It had a long, thick straw that she stuck into her mouth and sucked on with her overinflated lips. 

“Hi, can I answer any questions about Kaisha Corporation products?” Hina asked in a chipper and cheerful voice when I approached. She set the water bottle down on the table and one of the other women moved it back behind the table. 

“Hina,” I said, keeping my voice down so I didn’t start a scene. The last thing I wanted was to get kicked out or attract attention from someone at Kaisha Corporation, someone who might be watching from afar, like on a video camera somewhere. “It’s me, Azami.” 

“Hi, Azami-sama,” Hina said without recognition. “Did we meet at my last event? I don’t remember. Do you have any questions about our products? Kaisha Corporation only makes the very best.” 

“No, we used to be roommates,” I said. I felt awkward trying to explain this to her when it seemed as if she was looking right through me, not seeing me as Azami, but just as another potential customer. “We were more than roommates. I am Ushiada Azami and you are Katayama Hina. We lived together. And we were lovers.” I said the last part as quietly as possible, just loud enough for Hina to hear. 

“My name is Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl Hina,” she said. “You must have me confused with someone else. But if you have any interest in Kaisha products, I would be happy to continue speaking with you. I can tell you anything about everything that Kaisha Corporation sells. Or almost.” She punctuated her statement with a brainless giggle. 

I was sure the men ate up the bimbo act. And to be honest, I couldn’t figure out how much of it was an act. Was my Hina still in there somewhere? Was she screaming, trapped inside her own body, unable to respond physically? Or was

this all Hina was now? 

“Is everything all right, Hina-chan?” It was one of the other booth babes stepping in. 

Hina turned toward her fellow Promo Girl and smiled. “Everything is fine, Taya-chan. I was just answering Ushiada-sama’s questions.” 

However, I knew we were starting to attract attention. I felt more eyes on me, not just from this Taya, but from people behind me. I didn’t have much time. 

“So you don’t remember your life before joining the Promo Team?” I asked. 

Hina giggled again. “Being a Promo Girl is all I ever wanted. I am so happy that Kaisha Corporation took such a silly and dumb girl like me and was able to make me useful. I get to be sexy and help Kaisha Corporation sell our wonderful products.” 

I let out an inaudible sigh. If I were braver, I would have taken Hina by the hand and tried to drag her away. I felt like I was talking to someone in a cult. I felt as if the only way to save her was to get her away from Kaisha and try to deprogram her somehow. But I didn’t have a plan and I was already attracting too much attention. 

“Thank you for your time, Hina-chan,” I said. I bowed slightly. Hina bowed much deeper, although it somehow still showed off her impressive cleavage. I didn’t understand how she could even walk with those things on her chest. I figured I would fall over with tits that big. 

As I walked away, I kept glancing over my shoulder. I wasn’t actually ready to leave Hina. I wanted to keep watching her. But a moment after I left the booth area, a woman wearing a black version of the Kaisha Promo Team uniform began talking to Hina. She had a similarly sized chest and wore a black beret instead of a blue one. She could have been on the Promo Team as well, but her hair was black, leading me to think she was some sort of leader or boss. I knew very little about how the Kaisha Promo Team was actually structured. 

I hated the thought that Hina might be ratting me out, that she was getting interrogated because I had tried talking to her, but there was nothing I could do about that now. I had found Hina. Now I just needed to figure out a way to get

her out of Kaisha Corporation’s clutches. And since it was just me, I knew I had my work cut out for me. 
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Ihad no idea how I was going to rescue Hina. I had found her. I had talked to her. 

She showed no signs of wanting out. Admittedly, she seemed happy with her new life. I didn’t understand it. There was a part of me that wondered if she knew she was being watched and couldn’t say anything. But even then, I would have assumed there would have been some level of recognition in her eyes when she saw me. While Hina had changed drastically, I hadn’t. I looked the same as I did the day she left for Kaisha Corporation training. 

I ended up spending the next several days thinking about various rescue plans. 

The problem was I never knew when Hina might appear someplace. There were only five women working the booth when I found her. I assumed they didn’t all work every event, unless they rotated regularly. But I hadn’t seen any sign of that before. It looked like Hina was going to be working the booth for hours, maybe even all day. 

For the briefest of moments, I considered trying to enlist some of the online enthusiasts to my cause. I needed more people to help me. Even if I came up with the perfect plan, I was certain I couldn’t pull it off myself. I needed help. 

However, there was no way I was going to trust Hina’s life to a group of fetishists like that. They were just shy of full on stalkers. Hell, I was approaching that level of dedication and that was a little scary. 

But then I received a note from my boss. I needed to go into the office for a meeting. I had no idea what it could be about. He refused to say when I asked him. He just gave me a time to be there and left it at that. I actually figured he didn’t know himself. 

As I rode the subway to the office for the meeting, I wondered what this could be about. Somehow I doubted they were looking to promote me. Taking months away from the office was not conducive to moving up in a business organization. 

More than likely, I figured they were either going to order me back to the office full time or they were going to fire me. And, if I had to guess, this was a decision that had been made above my boss’ head. That’s why he couldn’t tell me more. 

However, when I walked into the meeting room, I found myself in uncharted territory. My boss was there, as well as several other top management people with the company. But there was also a man with a blue Kaisha Corporation logo

on a lapel pin. I had to assume he was from Kaisha. Was he here to reprimand me for talking to Hina? That was all I could think about under the circumstances. 

“Please, sit down,” Ushiada-san,” my boss said. 

I sat down without argument or delay. I felt like a schoolgirl who was in trouble and had been sent to the headmaster’s office. 

“This is Kaneda-san,” one of the other managers said, referring to the Kaisha employee. “He has come to us with an interesting offer.” 

I bowed my head toward Kaneda-san. “What kind of offer?” I asked. 

“Kaisha Corporation has put in a request to buy your contract from us,” my boss explained. “This has never been done with our company before, but apparently it is normal operating procedure for Kaisha sometimes. They want you to join them and given the amount of money involved, we are inclined to accept the offer.” 

I felt like I had just been hit by a truck. Kaisha Corporation wanted me, just days after I finally spoke to Hina? That felt like it was more than a coincidence. 

“Kaneda-san,” I said, addressing him specifically. “Can I ask how Kaisha Corporation came to know who I am?” 

Kaneda-san smiled knowingly as he leaned forward to speak. “Several of the clients you have worked with for the past several years have actually been Kaisha Corporation subsidiaries. We routinely keep track of the people we work with and your name has come up too many times to ignore. You do good work, even when you are on a work from home plan. And it’s the people who make Kaisha Corporation such a wonderful place to work.” 

I knew the mantras and didn’t need to hear him spout them at me. Thankfully, he stopped there, ending his explanation. Admittedly, I could see what Kaneda-san was talking about. I did do good work and it was possible some of the companies I had worked with were actually Kaisha Corporation subsidiaries. I wouldn’t know. That wasn’t the sort of thing I worried about. But still, even though this man had an explanation for why Kaisha wanted me, I couldn’t help but think the circumstances were fishy. 

“What if I don’t want to work for Kaisha?” I asked. “What if I want to keep working here?” 

“As good of work as you do for us,” one of the managers, who I was pretty sure worked in accounting, said, “the offer Kaisha Corporation is making more than makes up for your loss.” He was definitely an accountant. 

“And if I might add,” Kaneda-san said. “We would only ask that you join us for training. If, at the end of your month of training you decide working for Kaisha Corporation isn’t for you, then we will release you from your contract and you can find employment elsewhere.” 

“No strings attached?” I asked. 

“None whatsoever. We pride ourselves in a happy workforce, Ushiada-san.” 

And just like that, I found myself being traded. Or bought might have been a better word. My contract had been purchased and I was now legally obligated to go through a month of training to decide if I wanted to work for the company that stole Hina away from me. 

But, as I sat there, contemplating that less than ideal future, I found myself also realizing that I could use this to my advantage. I could learn the inner workings of Kaisha Corporation. I could use all that acquired knowledge to rescue Hina. 

Maybe this was exactly what I needed. If I couldn’t rely on others to break Hina out, maybe I needed to use this as an opportunity to steal her back while working on the inside. 

“Kaneda-san,” I said with newfound confidence, “I will commit to the training. 

I’ll reserve judgment until after, but I will happily come to Kaisha to see what we can offer each other.” 

And just like that, I had my in. 

4

[image: Image 7]

Ikept imagining how my arrival at Kaisha Corporation might be like Hina’s arrival. I had been so focused on my own sense of loss when she left—even though I wanted to be happy for her—that I hadn’t paid attention to most of the details. Had she been asked to report to the main desk in the lobby? Was she escorted to a special dormitory room high up in the building? 

When I checked in at the main desk in the lobby of Kaisha’s main building, I was greeted by a smiling woman. She efficiently looked up my name in the computer and provided me with a special wristband that I would need to wear at all times when I was in the building. It was how they tracked staff and made sure no employees were doing something they weren’t supposed to do. 

The whole thing was draconian and gave me big brother vibes, but I couldn’t argue against it. Not now, when I was so close to Hina. I wanted nothing more than to break her out of here, to use the system against itself, somehow. 

The woman at the main desk also called for an escort. Apparently my arrival, while expected, was not timed along with the other recruits. My inclusion, my hiring, did not fit the normal monthly schedule. 

“Ushiada-san,” came the familiar voice of Kaneda Benkei. He looked much as I remembered him from the meeting at my old workplace. He wore a nice fitted suit, which was perfectly tailored for his thin, but strong, frame. 

I turned and smiled. It was forced, but I wanted him to think I was genuinely happy to be here. I wanted everyone to think I wanted to be here, to be an employee of Kaisha Corporation. There was no way I was going to tell anyone about my true motivations. I couldn’t imagine what they would do if they found out. Would they throw me out? Would they sue me? Would they kill me? And it was that last bit that scared me the most. After what they had done to Hina, turning her into a bimbo, I knew Kaisha could do anything and get away with it. 

“Hello,” I said, not knowing how I should refer to Kaneda-san. 

“I will be in charge of your training while you are here,” he said. “Your inclusion in our training program will be a little different from our usual trainees. You will have a lot to catch up on if you are to join everyone else.” 

“I understand, Kaneda-buchou.” I bowed slightly, giving my new boss the respect he deserved. If he was in charge of my training, that meant he was my boss, at least for now. 

“This way, then,” he said. “I’ll show you to your room and we can begin your training immediately.” 

We walked to the elevators and Kaneda-buchou swiped his wrist across a sensor. 

He didn’t have a wristband like me, but I got the idea. I swiped my wristband across the sensor, just as he had done. He smiled, seeing how I had caught on already. 

“The wristband won’t last long,” he said as we waited for our elevator. “Regular employees often prefer the subdermal chips. Easier to forget about and that way you don’t need to worry about coordinating an outfit with whatever color your wristband is.” 

I chose not to mention the fact I didn’t care about coordinating my outfits. I was much more utilitarian in the way I dressed. As long as I was comfortable and everything was covered, that was all that really mattered to me. Hina had been like that once, too. It was something I liked about her. Now, however, I suspected she cared far more about how she looked than anything else. It went with the bimbo image she now sported. 

“We’ll see what happens after my month of training,” I said. I still smiled, but I also wanted to make it clear how this was as much of a trial for Kaisha Corporation as it was for me to them. 

The elevator doors opened with a ding and we both stepped on. And even though there were other people waiting to go up, we were the only two people who got onto this elevator. We were somehow special. 

“Well, we already know what you can do,” he said once the doors closed. He paused for a moment to manipulate the controls. This was no ordinary elevator. 

It was one more thing I was going to have to learn while I was here. “That means we don’t need to spend time on the evaluations. We don’t do that with people whose contracts we have purchased. Your skills are already known to us and that just means you need to complete your company trainings.” 

“I’ve got it easy then, I suppose.” 

“That’s one way to think about it. Another way is to realize your trainings will be much more intense. There won’t be time for many breaks. You’ll have meal and exercise breaks, but there won’t be much more beyond that. The rest of your time will be spent in training sessions when you’re not sleeping. It will be hard, but I am certain you will be up for the task. We would not have made the offer that we did otherwise.” 

Even though Kaneda-buchou was breaking bad news to me, he still found a way to build me up and make me feel good. I had heard about how great it was to work for Kaisha Corporation, but I had always written it off. Then again, after what they did to Hina, I doubted there were any saints at the company. There was a darkness here that had been plastered over with a smile. That was all. 

When the elevator doors opened again, I found myself stepping out into a carpeted hallway with soft lighting. It had all been glass, sleek surfaces, and natural light to give an opening impression. This floor, wherever we were in the building—I figured somewhere high up—had a very different atmosphere than elsewhere. It was calm and relaxing. 

“I had heard you keep trainees in a special dormitory,” I said as Kaneda-buchou led me down the hallway. 

“We do, but not for people in your situation. Because of how far behind you are, it already being the middle of the month, you will be staying separate from the others. This will allow you to maintain your focus on the task at hand and not get distracted.” 

“I think I understand,” I said. It made some degree of sense, but I wanted more freedom of movement. I got the sense that Kaneda-buchou was going to lock me away in a room until my training was complete. 

“This is your room,” he said when he stopped next to a nondescript door. There was a sensor and he swiped his wrist across it. I followed suit and the door opened. 

Kaneda-buchou stood back as I stepped into my new room for the first time. It looked like a small studio apartment. There was a bed and a desk. One wall was filled with a large screen and several controls and nozzles that I couldn’t begin to understand. There was also a door that led to what appeared to be the bathroom. 

It was simple and sparsely appointed, but it would work for the month I would

be here for. And that was assuming I didn’t figure out a way to rescue Hina before the month was out. 

“This should work just fine for me,” I said. “Now how do I begin my training?” 

“Just swipe your wristband across the control panel beside the screen,” Kaneda-buchou answered. “That will set everything in motion. And just so you know, additional clothing will appear in the bathroom as needed. There will be mandatory exercise breaks for your health. Some of those breaks may require changing into specific clothing. Just do as you are instructed and the next couple weeks will fly by.” 

I bowed toward my boss and then stepped up to the control panel next to the screen. I swiped my wristband across the sensor there and suddenly everything in the room turned on. 

“You’ve got it all figured out,” he said. “I’ll leave you be so you can begin.” 

However, I didn’t even turn to see my boss out. Instead, my entire focus was on the screen. I somehow managed to sit down on the edge of my bed and then I let everything begin. 
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Ireally didn’t understand what was happening. I flew through the various training modules. It wasn’t even hard. I just had to sit there. But the truth of the matter was, I wasn’t sure I really remembered any of them. It was more like I just kind of zoned out. It was a strange experience to be sitting there, trying to listen to whatever the topic was, and then coming to my senses considerably later, usually hours later. 

Often I was hungry when I came out of the training zone. Food in my room was different from what I had expected. I had expected regular meals, maybe even taken in a cafeteria. Instead, I got liquid meals, dispensed from the nozzles on the wall next to the screen. I had to admit it all tasted remarkably good, but I missed real good. I missed my weekly trip out to explore ramen options. And the same thing day after day definitely started to wear on me a little. 

Not that I was even close to giving up. My burning desire to find Hina continued, even if I never got to leave my little room. Not that the room was small by my standards. It was bigger than my bedroom back at my apartment. 

“Oh no,” I suddenly said. “I forgot to pay rent for next month.” 

Thinking about the sorts of things I liked to do at home reminded me that I had not planned ahead for making my rent payment. My time spent at Kaisha Corporation headquarters had shifted my sense of time, making it easy to forget the responsibilities I held on the outside. 

I used the control panel to send a signal to Kaneda-buchou. He was the only person I really had contact with while I was here. He checked in on me daily. At least I assumed it was daily. My room had no windows and I rarely left my room. That meant the only way I had to tell time was the clock on the screen and how often I was told to sleep. However, there was no guarantee that the trainers were not manipulating the clock or my meal times to get me on a different schedule. Not that I assumed such a thing from Kaisha Corporation. 

It was strange how easily I found myself wanting to support Kaisha Corporation as the days wore on. I almost found myself questioning whether Hina should be rescued. Having spoken to her, she clearly wanted to be a bimbo Promo Girl. 

Maybe this really was her dream. 

“No, stop thinking like that,” I told myself. 

I continued to berate myself about doubting my reason for being here until Kaneda-buchou arrived. The door to my room opened and suddenly he was there, standing in the doorway. There had been no knock, no signal that he was there. The door just opened. It opened for him, but not for me. I had tried, wanting to go exploring one night. I was always locked inside, even if it was for my own safety. 

“How is my favorite trainee doing today?” he asked as he stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. 

“I realized I forgot to do something before I came here,” I said. “I forgot to pay my rent for the next month.” 

Kaneda-buchou frowned at first, but then his lips turned up into a smile. “You don’t have to worry about that. You didn’t think Kaisha Corporation would let you fall behind on your rent, did you? As soon as you joined us here, we contacted your landlord and became the guarantor on your lease. Kaisha Corporation will always take care of you. You understand that, don’t you?” 

“Oh,” I said, a sense of relief flowing through me. I had gotten all worked up over nothing. “I’m glad that was taken care of. This was all so sudden and I forgot to get everything taken care of before I came here.” 

“You don’t need to worry about anything,” Kaneda-buchou said, his voice kind and caring. “Kaisha Corporation is here to take care of all of your needs. As long as you are an employee, you won’t need to worry about anything ever again.” 

I sighed and let my shoulders slump, fully relaxing. It was so nice not to have that burden anymore. Kaisha really was good at looking out for its employees. I was so happy to be working for this company. 

However, while I felt an overwhelming sense of relief, I could not completely ignore all of what he told me. Did he really think that I was going to just let Kaisha run my life from now on? How could I never worry again? That didn’t make sense. 

“Here, I think you need to have another training session.” 

The screen turned on and my attention automatically went to it. I couldn’t look away. All of my focus was on the screen as another training session began. I had been trained so well, so easily succumbing to more training. I wanted to be my best for Kaisha Corporation. And with my next training session already underway, I never noticed Kaneda-buchou leave my room, returning to whatever duties he was responsible for when he was not working with me. 

It was only later, when I had been tasked with changing into athletic gear for an exercise program, that I noticed I was alone again. It bothered me for a moment, not remembering when my boss left, but I didn’t have time to worry. I had been tasked with changing into workout clothes with a set time limit. 

The outfit I found in my bathroom for me was simple. There was a pink sports bra and a pair of black spandex shorts. They were tiny compared to what I normally would have worn to workout at home. But I was quickly getting used to the clothing Kaisha Corporation chose for me. And before I knew it, I was back in my room, getting led through an aerobics workout by some bouncy and bubbly bimbo on the screen. 

“You’re doing great work, Azami-chan,” the woman said as I huffed and puffed through the routine. I bristled at the name she called me. Yes, Azami was my name, but I should have been called by my last name and she had the honorific all wrong. Not that I worried about it. Kaneda-buchou was right. It wasn’t useful to worry, especially about such small and meaningless things. Yumiko-chan was just a computer program and computer programs weren’t designed for everything. And yes, she insisted I call her that. 

“Thanks,” I managed to gasp. I found it helpful to talk to the program. I didn’t know why. It wasn’t like Yumiko-chan was real. 

Now I just had to hope all of this training and exercise would pay off. I had to hope that my dreams would be realized. 
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Ihad no idea how long I had been stuck in training. One day led into the next. I simply lost track. Was it seven days? Was it fourteen? Had I made it through all thirty days? I had no way to know. The clock on the screen seemed to change on a whim as opposed to a set schedule. Plus, I was pretty sure I was losing hours every time I started a new training session. 

And to top it all off, I had no idea what I was learning. I didn’t feel like I was more aware of Kaisha Corporation policies. Sure, I understood what a great honor it was to be a Kaisha Corporation employee. I was one of the lucky few who got to serve in such an important company. The idea that I might have ever distrusted or disliked Kaisha felt like it was completely foreign now. I couldn’t wait to begin my proper job. 

I hadn’t realized it immediately, but the appearance of Yumiko-chan, when she led me through exercise routines, or even when she handled my training sessions, was remarkably like Hina and the rest of the Promo Team. She had a blonde bob and always wore skimpy promo girl style uniforms. There was always a beret on her head, even when she was pushing me through an exercise routine. 

I had to admit, Yumiko-chan was pretty hot. I could understand her appeal. I could understand the appeal for a woman to be like that. To be sexy and desirable was like a dream. It was a dream I had never imagined for myself, but I definitely sensed the pull toward that kind of lifestyle. Yumiko-chan appeared so happy and carefree. 

Yes, I knew Yumiko-chan was just a computer program. She wasn’t real. But she was still such an idol. There was a part of me that wanted to be like her. 

The door to my room opened and Kaneda-buchou appeared. He visited me frequently, although I had no idea how often. Maybe it was multiple times per day. Maybe it was just once per day. And maybe it was even less frequent and I just didn’t know better. Time was such a complicated subject. I was beginning to think it was too complicated for a woman like me. 

“Hello, Azami-chan,” he said. “I brought someone else with me this time.” 

I didn’t know when he had started calling me Azami-chan, but I just went with

it. It was easier not to worry, not to argue. It was easier to just go with the flow. 

But the mention of someone else made my heart soar. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw someone else, other than him or Yumiko-chan. Could it have been the day I arrived, back down in the lobby? That seemed as if it was a lifetime ago. So much had changed. Or maybe it just felt like a lot had changed. 

As Kaneda-buchou entered my room, he was followed by a woman wearing blue scrubs. She carried a case in her hands. I had to guess this woman was a nurse or a doctor. 

“Have a seat on the chair by your desk,” Kaneda-buchou said. “We’re going to replace your wristband with something more permanent.” 

I nodded my head in understanding. I even smiled. I had to admit, while the wristband was nice to have, letting me access everything in my room with just a wave, it was getting annoying. It was tight enough around my wrist that I struggled to properly clean beneath it while I showered. And it got sweaty under there when I exercised. 

The nurse set her case down on the bed and opened it. There were several devices in the case, but I had no idea what any of them might be. Although when she pulled out what looked like a pair of shears, I knew what she planned to do. 

“I’m going to cut off your old wristband before I inject the chip beneath your skin,” the woman said. 

I held out my arm and let the woman work. She was efficient, immediately cutting off my wristband. As soon as it was off, I flexed my wrist, enjoying the newfound freedom. 

But we weren’t done. The woman used an alcohol swab to clean my skin. Then she pulled out the chip injector. It was a large, handheld device that normally would have made me recoil. 

“This will hurt at first, but it will be fine after a few minutes,” the woman said. 

I nodded my head and held my breath, waiting for the pain. I squeezed my eyes shut as she positioned the injector over my arm. I had left it outstretched, my palm up. She planned to inject the chip into the fleshy area between the two

bones in my forearm. 

“Ouch,” I cried out, but before I could even open my eyes, the woman had placed a piece of gauze over the small wound. 

“All done,” Kaneda-buchou said. “This makes you a permanent employee of Kaisha Corporation. How does that make you feel?” 

“It makes me feel amazing,” I said as the woman bandaged my arm. “This is like a dream come true. When will I learn about my new position?” 

My boss smiled. He smiled a lot when I talked. “Patience,” he said. “We have one of several jobs in mind for you. But you will need to commit yourself fully to your training over the next several days. If you do that, you might just turn into the best performing trainee we have had yet.” 

I clapped my hands together and bounced in my seat. That was wonderful news. 

I loved the idea of being the best performing trainee. I knew I had various reasons for joining Kaisha Corporation in the beginning, but my time here had been eye opening. I just knew I was going to enjoy a long career with Kaisha. 

No other workplace could compare. 

“Spend some more time with Yumiko-chan,” Kaneda-buchou said as the woman cleaned up her equipment. “Every moment spent training with her will hasten your release from this room and the ability to join the rest of the Kaisha workforce. 

“I’ll do it,” I said as I tested my new implant, turning on the screen. It all worked. Yumiko-chan appeared on the screen and my focus left everything else. 

But my excitement remained. This was everything I wanted. 
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“Y ou’ve done such a good job, Azami-chan,” Yumiko-chan said to me after an intense training session. I didn’t actually remember what I had been training on or what I had learned. Everything felt a bit fuzzy at the moment. 

I giggled, which was something I found myself doing more and more lately. 

“Thank you, Yumiko-chan. Everything I do is for Kaisha Corporation.” 

“As you should,” she said. “But it’s time for you to take the next step. You have been training your mind and your body to prepare you for your future role with Kaisha Corporation. But there is still more that you can do. Are you willing to transform yourself totally, to turn yourself into a perfect girl for the company?” 

“Oh, yes,” I said. I was almost pleading for this. I didn’t even know what I was pleading for, but if Yumiko-chan, Kaneda-buchou, or the rest of Kaisha wanted this, then I was all for it. I lived to serve the company. This was my place. This was everything I wanted. 

“Then it’s time to give you the body that will make you perfect,” Yumiko-chan said. “It’s time to give you breast implants and lip filler and to dye your hair blonde. You want to look more like me, don’t you? You want to have the perfect Kaisha body, don’t you?” 

How could that even be a question? I loved Kaisha Corporation and I wanted to be perfect for it. This was all I wanted. Whatever had come before my time here was fading from my memory. Only the now mattered. 

“Yes,” I said. “I want it with all my heart.” 

Yumiko-chan cheered. Then I cheered. 

And when Kaneda-buchou entered my room a moment later, I looked up at him with awe and respect. 

“I am ready for whatever Kaisha Corporation needs of me,” I said, bowing deeply

“I know you are. And it is time. When you return to this room, you will be a whole new woman.” 

It felt strange to leave my room after all this time. I had no idea how long I had been there. The hallway outside looked vaguely familiar. It was like deja vu as I stepped out of my room and followed Kaneda-buchou. 

When we reached our final destination, we were greeted by a man in a doctor’s coat. I assumed he was a doctor. He looked like one. 

“She’s all ready?” the doctor asked my boss. 

“She certainly seems so,” Kaneda-buchou answered. “We’ve never run such intense training before. She’s been here for less than four weeks and she’s completely devoted.” 

I didn’t know what they were talking about, but I stood there, smiling. When they wanted me to say something or do something, they would tell me. 

“Yes, we’re definitely pushing the limits with this one, but it’s a rush job.” 

“It seems we missed something on the last one when we cut her off from her old life. This is all that remains now.” 

“And she’ll be just the same as the rest of them when I’m done with her,” the doctor said. 

Kaneda-buchou turned to me. “Azami-chan, the doctor here is going to fix everything that could possibly be wrong with you. When you’re done, you will have the perfect Kaisha body. There will be some recovery time, but don’t worry about that. We’ll have a screen on the ceiling in your room so that you can continue training while you recover. And you’ll be fitted with special earbuds so Yumiko-chan can always talk to you. Does that sound acceptable?” 

“It sounds perfect,” I said. And it did. I loved all of what I heard from them. I didn’t understand most of the conversation or even what they were fixing about me, but whatever it was, I wanted it. I wanted to be the perfect Kaisha girl. This was my destiny.” 

Kaneda-buchou left me with the doctor. Then the woman from before walked in. 

She was indeed a nurse. They helped get me prepped, removing my clothing and helping me onto a gurney so that they could operate. 

“This is your last chance,” the doctor said. “Do you want me to tell you what I’m going to do to you?” 

I looked up at the doctor with a sense of confusion. Did I want to know? That was a good question. But then again, learning about everything he was going to do would tell me all about my faults. I didn’t need to have that burden on my shoulders. It was better to just let the doctor do his work and I could then enjoy all the benefits that came with having the perfect Kaisha girl body. 

“No, it’s better that I don’t know.” 

The nurse dropped a mask over my face a moment later and I found my eyes wanting to close. It was that easy. 

But when my eyes opened again, I almost wanted to scream out in pain. There was a huge weight on my chest, as if someone was sitting on me. 

“It’s okay,” came the soothing voice of Yumiko-chan. I looked around, only to find her staring down at me from a screen on the ceiling. “You’re going to be just fine. Kaisha has given you a great honor. There might be some pain now, but it will fade soon. And you will get to be the woman of your dreams. When you’re all healed up, you’ll get to join the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team.” 

I laid there, my mind moving slowly. I didn’t know if that was because of the anesthetic or if this was how my mind was supposed to work. Everything felt so confusing. But as I laid there, thinking about what Yumiko-chan said, I couldn’t help but smile. She was right. This was a great honor. I had been deemed sexy enough to join the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team. I was going to be a Promo Girl. I was going to be able to tell the world about how great Kaisha’s products were. I was going to be able to use my sexy body for Kaisha. It was like a dream come true. 
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Iworked hard during my recovery. I was forced into bed rest for several days, barely moving. But I always had Yumiko-chan there to keep me company and help me continue to train for my new role. There was so much to learn. I needed to be able to talk about all the great Kaisha Corporation products and services. I needed to be able to pass myself off as an expert even though I was little more than a sexy bimbo. 

It was a difficult line to straddle. A dumb and silly woman such as myself could not automatically become a Kaisha Promo Girl. I needed to be able to retain information. I needed to be a perfect parrot, able to tell people about products that I had no hope of ever understanding. And I needed to do it all while looking and acting as sexy as possible. Yumiko-chan was a big help with all of it. 

She talked to me day after day, an almost constant chatter in my ears as I watched her shake her sexy ass on the screen above my bed. We would almost play off each other, even when I was still stuck in bed, giggling together as if we were the best of friends. Even though Yumiko-chan only existed on the screen and in my ears, I felt as if she was real. We had so much in common, especially after my operation. 

The doctor and nurse came to visit me at various points. Each visit meant I got to take off more bandages. I didn’t know all that they had done to me, but I loved everything I saw when I finally got to see myself in the mirror in my bathroom. 

My big tits were at the top of the list of things that I noticed. They were impossible to ignore, at their size. They are big and round and perfect. 

My lips had been plumped up, too. That made it hard to talk sometimes, but I was learning. I just needed time to adapt, just like I needed time to adapt to my new center of gravity. My big tits kept pulling me forward, making walking in heels more difficult. But there was no way I’d walk in flat shoes. Heels were needed, because they were so sexy. And as a Promo Girl, I needed to completely ooze sexuality. 

I couldn’t help but smile when I was able to take in my whole form in the mirror. 

My hair had been dyed and cut. I looked so much like Yumiko-chan now. I even had the tight waist and perfect hips. Plus, I was hairless everywhere below the neck. I was definitely going to rock everyone’s world when I finally got

introduced as a member of the Promo Team. 

After getting myself properly cleaned up for the first time since my surgery, a complete shower that involved soaping up my sensitive skin, including my big tits. It was almost enough to cum just from that, but I managed to restrain myself. Yumiko-chan had made it clear during my recovery that I wasn’t supposed to cum by myself. It was fine to be horny. It was better to be horny. 

But cumming was not something for me to decide about. It was for people who were smarter than me, usually men, to decide. As a member of the Promo Team, I needed to be of service to others, not to myself. 

After my shower, I styled my blonde bob of hair. It wasn’t hard, but I found so much joy in playing with my hair, getting it to look just right. And then, much to my delight, my new uniform was waiting for me. The short pleated skirt was a dark navy blue. It swished around the tops of my thighs, always risking the exposure of my bare pussy. Kaisha Corporation Promo Girls were always available, meaning we never wore panties. It felt so good to have the cool air in the room caress my wet lower lips. 

The top was a complicated piece with a layered look of dark blue coupled with white and red stripes. There was a gigantic boob window that put my tits on fill display, barely covering my nipples. I looked so sexy wearing it. However, there was also a cape piece that fitted over my shoulders and clasped at the neck. It wasn’t an actual cape, but from the front, it almost looked like it, except that it connected to the short sleeves of the top, making it all one unit. 

I loved how sexy it looked. My taut midriff was on display. We Promo Girls were known for our incredible physiques and I loved running my long-nailed hands over my midriff. Between the workout clothing and the uniforms, it seemed as if my midriff might never be covered again, no matter the weather. 

And if that had at all scared me, it didn’t anymore. I loved putting myself on display, knowing it was for the benefit of Kaisha. 

I slipped my feet into a pair of high heels that matched the uniform. I felt a little unsteady at first, but then I managed to find my balance. It just meant I needed to stick out my ass and chest a little more. As if that was a bad thing. It just made me look sexier. 

But the real joy came when I put the beret on top of my head. It was navy blue, 

matching the rest of my outfit, with a red stripe around the base, a perfect match for the rest of the uniform. Kaisha Corporation Promo Team uniforms changed regularly, so I knew I would not end up wearing this one for long. There would always be another uniform to wear that showed off my sexy body. 

Once dressed, Yumiko-chan ran me through several exercises on the main screen, not the one above my bed. She had me practice a little dance that the Promo Team was working on. We would all move in coordinated fashion. I hadn’t actually met anyone else on the team yet, but I was excited to finally get the opportunity, whenever Kaneda-buchou thought I was ready. I just hoped it was soon. 

I also practiced talking about several different Kaisha products. Apparently they were products that would be featured at an upcoming demonstration that I might get to attend. Yumiko-chan hinted that it might be my first event as an official Promo Girl. But that could have just been me reading too much into it. Even though Yumiko-chan was not real, I still felt like she was smarter than me. She knew everything that was important to a Promo Girl. 

I had just finished reciting an important line for the fifth time. Yumiko-chan had been encouraging me to giggle more when I talked about the products. It took practice to both share the important facts about the product and keep people focused on my body and make it clear that I was as available for fun as a Kaisha Promo Girl could be. 

I would have spoken for a sixth time, but the door opened and Kaneda-buchou appeared in the doorway. 

“Hello, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, bowing deeply. When I rose, I held my hands behind my back, making my tits push out more as I looked down at his crotch. A giggle escaped my lips and I saw his pants twitch with the movement of his cock. I then looked up at him through my long lashes, keeping my head pointed down. 

“I’ve received notice that you are ready to meet the rest of the team,” he said. 

“Yumiko-chan seems to think you are ready. What do you think?” 

Even though I wanted desperately to meet the rest of the team, I wasn’t about to make such a definitive statement. I could not decide if I was ready. Only Kaneda-buchou could do that. 

“As a Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl in training,” I said, “it is not up to me to decide. I am not valued for thoughts, but for my actions. If you believe me to be ready, then I will do everything I can to make you and Kaisha Corporation proud. And if you decide I need more training, I will put all my effort into that until you decide I am ready.” 

“Good answer,” Kaneda-buchou said. He stepped forward and placed his finger beneath my chin. He then gently raised my chin until I looked up at him straight on. “And yes, I do think you are ready. You have done such good work here, transforming yourself into the perfect Promo Girl.” 

“Thank you, but it was only through the important training and the medical staff that I have reached this point, that I have achieved my dream of joining the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team.” 

“It’s time to meet the rest of the team,” he said. “You will move into the Promo Team dormitory today, along with the other girls. Is there anything you need to take with you?” 

“No, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, once again bowing my head to him when he released my chin. “Everything that I need is provided by Kaisha Corporation. 

The company cares for me and I, in turn, do all I can for the company, giving everything I have, including my sexy body.” 

Even though my head was bowed, I could still see Kaneda-buchou’s smile. He was pleased with my answer. And I was pleased to see him pleased. I lived to serve Kaisha and all Kaisha employees. 

“Then let us go.” 

And just like that, my stay in the little studio apartment was at an end. It was time to meet the team. 
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The moment I stepped into the Promo Team dormitory, I felt as if I was in heaven. I couldn’t even count how many other girls there were like me, dressed in identical uniforms, each of us with identical hair and big, bouncy boobs. 

There was a general air of happiness in the room. How could there not be with such sexy women all hanging out together, all with a common purpose of promoting Kaisha Corporation? 

However, before any of my new teammates were called over for introductions, I first had to meet the now most important people in my life. There was a man and a woman. The man was smartly dressed, much like Kaneda-buchou. The woman was dressed in a black and white uniform similar to the Promo Girl uniform. She too wore a beret, but it was black, matching her black bob of hair. 

“Azami-chan,” Kaneda-buchou said. First he motioned toward the man standing before us.“This is Nishi Tokugawa. He is the head of the Promo Team Department. He is in charge of all things Promo Team.” He then motioned toward the woman. “And this is Fujii Mikazuki. You will call her Fujii-san. She is the team leader. Wherever you go, one of these two will be with you, making sure you are safe and always performing at your best.” 

“Almost always,” Nishi-buchou added. 

“Yes, there will be times when someone else is handed your reins,” Kaneda-buchou said. 

“Are we sure this is how we want to play this?” Fujii-san asked. It was clear she was talking to the two men. I just stood there, waiting until I could be introduced to my teammates. “There was the incident with her and—“

“It will be fine,” Kaneda-buchou said. He was very insistent. “I would be surprised if she remembers anything. Even now, she just stands there, unaware that we are talking about her. Without her name being used, we could be talking about anyone and she will believe it. All of the Promo Girls are bimbos with no understanding of their past.” 

“And you don’t think Hina-chan will take issue?” Fujii-san pressed. “This can go both ways.” 

“Even if she does, she won’t make the connection,” Nishi-buchou said, interjecting his opinion. “I’ve watched her since the incident, since we took care of the other problem. I guarantee there won’t be any issues. And to prove it to you, I say we pair the two together. If anything subversive appears, we can remove them both from the general population and go from there, but I doubt there will be anything like that. These girls are perfect for their roles.” 

“I agree,” Kaneda-buchou said. “And I want to remind you Fujii-san, we can replace you. You need to watch yourself, because too much questioning of the system can lead you astray. You don’t want that, do you?” 

“No, Kaneda-buchou,” Fujii-san said, her head bowed. “I will do as you ask, as you both ask.” 

“Good, now I’ll be off. Dealing with Azami-chan has taken me away from my other duties. I take great pride in our Promo Girls, for they are like mascots for Kaisha, but I am also responsible for the thousands of other employees we hire each year.” He then turned to me. “Azami-chan, I hope you don’t think we are petty for our discussion. Just forget you ever heard anything and you will be good.” 

“Forget what, sir?” I asked, never having paid full attention to what they were saying. I was well trained, only responding when needed. 

“See?” Nishi-buchou said. 

“Azami-chan, I’m going to leave you now,” Kaneda-buchou said. “But you are in good hands here. Listen to Nishi-san and Fujii-san. They will guide you in your new role as an official member of the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team.” 

“Thank you, Kaneda-buchou,” I said, bowing toward him. I almost jumped up and tried to kiss him on the cheek, but I knew that would be inappropriate. I wanted to show my appreciation for everything he had done for me, helping me achieve my dream of becoming a Promo Girl for Kaisha. I couldn’t be happier with how everything had turned out. 

With that, Kaneda-buchou left me alone with Nishi-buchou and Fujii-san. They both smiled at me, seeing me as little more than a bimbo, dumb and sexy. But that was how I was supposed to be. These were requirements to become a Promo Girl. 

“Let’s get you introduced to the team,” Nishi-buchou said. 

Both of them guided me over to where the other women were milling around, sitting in fluffy chairs, sharing each other’s favorite Kaisha products, and extolling the virtues of Kaisha Corporation. They were so singularly focused. I was left in awe of them. 

“Team,” Fujii-san called out. “Gather round. We have a new member to introduce to you.” 

All the girls got up and formed lines in front of us. There were so many of them. 

But I felt good knowing that I was one among many. Even if I somehow failed, one of the others would be able to pick up the slack. We were a team and we would look out for each other. 

“This is Azami-chan,” Nishi-buchou said. “She just finished her training and this is her first day as an official Kaisha Corporation Promo Girl.” 

That was all that really needed to be said as an introduction. I had been trained and perfected for this role. I brought no other baggage with me. 

Fujii-san went on to announce who all the other girls were. I missed a lot of their names, but I knew I would learn them eventually. Even a bimbo could learn things. It just took more time. But I caught a few of their names. There was Taya-chan, Emina-chan, Sakura-chan, Mayumi-chan, and Hina-chan. 

The moment Hina-chan’s name was mentioned, there was the briefest pause. It wasn’t my doing. I felt nothing but happiness to meet my teammates. It was the way Fujii-san spoke, pausing and looking at both me and Hina-chan, almost like she was expecting a reaction from us. But we both just stood there with smiles plastered on our plump lips. 

When Fujii-san continued, she rattled off several more names, but the strangeness of the situation made it hard for me to remember them all. I felt overwhelmed by all the new names and faces. Even though we looked remarkably alike, there were still some variations. We were not clones. 

“We don’t usually do this,” Nishi-buchou said, “but it has been decided that Azami-chan and Hina-chan will be paired together for the foreseeable future.” 

I looked at Hina-chan and smiled even wider. She was so pretty and sexy. And I was sure I would learn so much from spending more time with her. 

“Hina-chan,” Fujii-san said. “Show Azami-chan to your room. Help her get settled.” 

“But don’t take too long,” Nishi-buchou said. “We have an event to attend this afternoon.” He proceeded to read off a list of names of the girls who would be participating in the event. It seemed like it was a smaller event, since we were not all going. However, I was thrilled to hear my name. Hina-chan’s name had been called, too. We were both getting to represent Kaisha Corporation today. I couldn’t have been happier. 

“Dismissed,” Fujii-san said. 

The other girls returned to their seats, lounging and waiting. However, Hina-chan stayed behind. She looked at me and I looked at her. Words could not describe the relief I felt being in her presence. I couldn’t understand it, but I just knew we were going to make a great team. 

“Let’s go to our room,” Hina-chan said. She held out her hand and I took it, gratefully. She then led me to the far side of the large dormitory room. The wall featured a series of doorways, all of them open. There were no actual doors inside the dormitory. There were no secrets among us. Not that I could keep a secret. I just knew that as soon as Fujii-san or Nishi-buchou asked me a question, I would answer truthfully. I couldn’t lie. I didn’t want to lie. I just wanted to be the best Promo Girl I could be. 

Each doorway led into a small space with two sleeping bunks and a small bathroom with a double shower. 

“Taya-chan was here before, but Fujii-san will find her another place to sleep,” 

Hina-chan said. “It’s not like there’s anything that special about where we lay our head each night.” 

“We are here to serve Kaisha,” I said. I figured Yumiko-chan would have liked that answer. 

“Sit,” Hina-chan said as she motioned toward one of the bunks. She sat down on the other. Her short skirt rode up her legs, barely preserving her modesty. 

I sat down, knowing I must have looked similarly, my skirt pooling between my legs. If I opened them wide, I was certain Hina-chan would have been able to see my hairless pussy. But I knew we would be seeing a lot of each other’s bodies as long as we bunked together. It was inevitable. And it was not as if either of us had any shame. We had sexy bodies that were designed to promote Kaisha products. It was natural to be seen in that way. 

“You should know,” Hina-chan said, “sometimes we serve other employees. I am Kurosawa-shachou’s current favorite. He may want to sample you or someone else may get the chance. It is important to know all the roles we fill.” 

“Thank you for telling me, Hina-chan,” I said. “I look forward to serving any employee that needs me.” 

And I did. My arousal was through the roof. I had never been so horny before. 

Being around all the other Promo Girls had left my pussy aching for attention. 

And I couldn’t wait for more. I couldn’t wait to do my duty to Kaisha. I had already been trained and transformed, but there was one last level of devotion I could provide. 

Hina-chan and I continued to chat. After that opening introduction, our conversation shifted toward how great it was to be on the Kaisha Corporation Promo Team and how great the many Kaisha products were. It was so nice to finally get to talk to a real person who shared my interests completely. 

I noticed Fujii-san standing out in the main room, watching the two of us. She held a finger to her ear, like she was trying to listen to an earbud, much like the earbuds that were still in my ears, hidden by my hair. I assumed Hina-chan had them as well. We could always be given orders, even from afar. But I paid little attention to Fujii-san. Whatever she was listening to was unimportant to me until she said otherwise. She was the team leader. In the meantime, I enjoyed talking with Hina-chan. It was a great way to spend the time before we were summoned for the event. 
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Hina-chan and I sat next to each other on the bus ride to and from the event. It was a minibus, just big enough for all of us attending. We held hands the whole time. All the girls were paired up with each other and each pair held hands. It was comforting as we received additional instructions from both Fujii-san and from Yumiko-chan. 

I was so happy to hear Yumiko-chan’s voice on the way to the event. I completely zoned out, with only her voice and Hina-chan’s hand reaching my mind. There was a screen set into all the headrests. There was a spiral that played on mine. I wasn’t sure what it meant, but it was pretty, with the Kaisha Corporation logo in the middle. 

When we arrived at the event, it felt as if I was waking up after a nap. I smiled when Fujii-san gave us our final instructions. 

“Are you ready to do Kaisha Corporation proud?” Fujii-san asked at the end of her speech. 

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

After that, we filed off the bus and into the building. There was a large booth already waiting for us. We remained in pairs, working together to promote Kaisha products and answer important questions by potential customers. Hina-chan and I were both eager to begin interacting, but we had to wait for the doors to officially open. 

And when the doors did open, people poured into the event space. We both smiled and waited for the first person to approach. We posed sexily, mirroring each other’s movements. When someone did approach, we answered all their questions. Hina-chan was amazing at knowing everything. I kept up, but I was definitely slower to answer. All the information I needed was buried somewhere in my head, but I had just finished my training and it came a little slower to me. 

It did not take long before there was a line to talk to us. People not only wanted to ask us questions, but to take pictures with us as well. We were happy to pose for pictures. Usually it was a nice man who wanted to stand between us. We leaned in, pushing our big tits into his body from the side while also making sure our cleavage was visible to the camera. Often they reached out and grabbed our

asses or some other part of us. We just giggled and went with it, enjoying having our bodies manhandled like that. It turned me on so much. 

I knew all of our actions made Kaisha products more attractive to the customers. 

After visiting with us, they often visited the checkout area, where they purchased any number of Kaisha products right there at the event. I felt as if we were getting instant feedback, knowing we were doing a great job at promoting and helping people make the right choice by purchasing Kaisha products. 

Even though we were on our feet for hours, I felt completely energized when the event was over. There was no letdown. We collected together again and walked in two lines back to the bus. There I once again sat beside Hina-chan. We held hands as Yumiko-chan praised us and the pretty spiral appeared on the screen. I just sank into the bliss of knowing how good a job we had done. Even Yumiko-chan agreed. 

When we arrived back at Kaisha Corporation headquarters, we disembarked the bus and took the elevator back up to the Promo Team dormitory. However, Nishi-buchou stood there and stopped us before we could join the girls who had stayed behind. 

“Hina-chan, you are wanted for Kurosawa-shachou,” he said. “There is an outfit waiting for you on your bunk to change into. I will escort you to him when you are ready.” 

“Yes, Nishi-buchou,” Hina-chan said, bowing toward him. She then scampered off, excited to spend another night with the president of Kaisha Corporation. 

“Azami-chan,” he said next. “You will be joining Hina-chan, but you do not need to change out of your uniform. Just wait here for a moment.” 

“Yes, Nishi-buchou,” I said, giving him an identical bow. 

He proceeded to give the rest of the girls instructions. Some of them had been selected to spend the evening with someone from the company. Others were ordered to join the other girls. All did so obediently and with smiles on their faces. Whether they had been selected or not, they are happy to serve. We all were. 

It did not take long for Hina-chan to return. She walked back wearing a lighter

version of the Promo Girl uniform. She looked so pretty and sexy. But I knew we both did. That was the great part about this. We were all almost identical. We had sexy bodies and dim minds, making us perfect bimbos to serve Kaisha Corporation and both promote their products and serve their employees. 

Nishi-buchou led us out of the dormitory and into a special elevator. This was different from the one we had used before. It was smaller and featured softer lighting. One of the walls was mirrored and both Hina-chan and I spent the ride up staring at our reflections. We were a perfect pair. We were perfect because Kaisha had made us so. 

When the elevator doors opened, the entryway to a luxury apartment appeared before us. And there must have been a signal that we were coming, because there were two men standing there, waiting for us. One I immediately recognized. He was Kurosawa-shachou. Even though I had never met him before, I was aware of who he was. Everyone in Japan probably knew who he was. And I had seen pictures of him while training with Yumiko-chan. He wore a tailored suit. 

The other man was dressed in slacks and a sweater. He also wore glasses. 

“Thank you, Nishi-san,” Kurosawa-shachou said. “We can take it from here.” 

Nishi-buchou gave us the slightest pushes and we stepped out of the elevator. 

Hina-chan walked right up to Kurosawa-shachou. She bowed deeply, making sure her cleavage was still on display. Then she stepped up next to him, pushing her sexy body against his. 

“See what I told you,” Kurosawa-shachou said to the other man. “Completely obedient. Completely available.” To prove his point, he grabbed Hina-chan’s breast and squeezed. She smiled up at him, happy to be used. 

“And this must be Azami-chan,” he continued, turning his focus toward me. 

I bowed deeply, just as Hina-chan had done. “Yes, sir,” I said. “I am happy to serve.” 

“This is Oba Munemari,” Kurosawa-shachou said, motioning toward his colleague. “He is a professor at The University of Tokyo. He also was a good friend of mine from university. I want you to show him what a Kaisha Promo Girl can do.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said with another bow. Then I bowed toward Oba-sensei. “I am here to serve.” 

“Come, let’s enjoy ourselves,” Kurosawa-shachou said. He motioned us to follow him. Hina-chan remained pressed to his side, his hand on her ass. She seemed perfectly happy with her role. Not that I was dissatisfied. I felt bad for people who felt things like jealousy. We were each performing as Kaisha wanted. 

That was all that we could hope for and it was all we could expect. There was no reason to be jealous, because we were both playing our roles. 

Oba-sensei seemed to be a little nervous, so I wasn’t as forward as Hina-chan was with Kurosawa-shachou. I just reached out and held Oba-sensei’s hand. He squeezed my hand back, appreciative of even a small gesture like that. 

We soon found ourselves in a large living room, with everything luxuriously appointed. Kurosawa-shachou took a seat and motioned for Hina-chan to join him. She sat on his lap, pressing her bubble butt into him. 

Oba-sensei sat on an adjacent couch and I sat next to him, still giving him the space he needed before he realized he need not be nervous around me. I was here to serve him, even if he wasn’t a Kaisha employee. Kurosawa-shachou could override all of that with a simple command. He was the boss of bosses. 

Both men already had drinks. They sipped them as they started talking. The conversations were way above my head. I understood almost nothing. I was pretty sure there was a discussion about what Hina-chan and I were willing to do, but I knew my role was to sit there, look sexy, and make sure Oba-sensei had a good time. 

However, as I watched Hina-chan grind against Kurosawa-shachou’s crotch, I could not completely hold back. I reached into Oba-sensei’s lap and began to pet his hardness. I wanted to make it clear that I was there for whatever he wanted to do. 

I don’t know if Oba-sensei just needed more whisky in him or if he finally got tired of holding back, but he suddenly growled. “Get on the floor and suck my cock,” he said, his voice firm and commanding. 

I immediately slipped to the floor. I slid between his legs and reached up, deftly freeing his straining cock. It swayed slightly in front of me after springing free. I

licked my lips, excited to put my plump lips to use. It only dawned on me now that I had been sucking such a big straw to get my meals that I was practicing for this moment. 

I glanced out of the corner of my eyes to see Hina-chan sucking Kurosawa-shachou off. Her nose was pressed against his pelvis, her throat accepting his cock in an amazing display. 

But I only glanced for a moment, because it was my job to please Oba-sensei, not compare myself to Hina-chan. I started by licking the underside of his cock, making sure he was full-sized and hard for me. Then I opened my mouth and sucked the head of his cock into my mouth. 

Before I knew it, I was bobbing up and down on his cock. I even managed to open my throat to him a couple times, although it was a skill I was going to have to work on. I was excited at the prospect of getting rewarded for my work with a mouthful of cum. Somehow I knew it would taste amazing. 

However, Oba-sensei stopped me before he got close. He held out his hand and pushed my head away. I mewled as the cock slipped from my lips. I tried to reach my tongue out, to continue my work, but I was too far away. 

But then I realized what was happening. I glanced over and saw Hina-chan now riding Kurosawa-shachou. And I could guess Oba-sensei wanted similar treatment. 

“Can I ride your cock, Oba-sensei?” I asked, looking up at him with doe eyes. 

“Fuck yes,” he said. He was no longer the stoic university professor. He was just a man. He was a man who wanted to feel my pussy around his cock. He was a man who wanted me to push my big tits into his face as I bucked on top of him. 

I climbed up onto his lap, pushing my tits into his face. He reached up and grabbed them, squeezing them delightfully, the perfect balance between gentle and rough. I let out a little moan as I positioned myself on his lap, over his throbbing erection. Then I sank down onto him. 

“Mmm, yes,” I moaned as he filled me completely. 

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned as I began to buck and grind on him, shifting my hips as

he continued to play with my tits. 

I had never done anything like this, at least since I had joined Kaisha Corporation. And now that I was doing it, I loved every second of it. Orgasmic energy flowed through my body, building up toward ever higher levels, waiting to finally be released. But all I could do was keep fucking Oba-sensei. That was my job. If I came, it would be because of him, but I also could not let my orgasm take away anything from his pleasure. Even now, when my body felt electric, I still needed to do my duty. 

However, Oba-sensei could not last for long. My pussy was too wet, too tight, too perfect for him to not succumb. His cock twitched inside of me and then it surged with cum. He shot rope and rope inside of me as I continued to ride him. 

But his orgasm triggered my own. I screamed out, unable to hold back any longer. We came together, his an explosion that went off inside me and mine a torrential downpour as pleasure filled me in ways I had never imagined before. It was glorious and I loved it with every ounce of my being. 

It was only when I was done, when I had Oba-sensei’s cum leaking out of my pussy as I returned to sitting beside him, my ass right on the edge of the couch so I didn’t leak his cum onto it, that I saw that Kurosawa-shachou had finished inside Hina-chan as well. They both looked so serene like that. And then I looked up into Oba-sensei’s face and saw the same serene contentment. I imagined I looked similar, a bimbo who had just cum what little brains she had out. 

Oba-sensei opened his mouth to speak, but then paused, forming his words in his head. “That was—“

“Fucking amazing,” Kurosawa-shachou said, finishing his friend’s sentence. 

“And if you come work for me, you can have Azami-chan almost any night of the week.” 

“You just want my research,” Oba-sensei said. 

“I want you,” Kurosawa-shachou countered. 

“Well, you do know how to make an attractive benefits package. I can’t persuade you to just give her to me entirely, can I?” 

“She’s brand new,” Kurosawa-shachou said. “This is her first day. She and this one here used to be a couple or something like that. Now they’re completely devoted to the company. So, no, I can’t let you have her now. But all Promo Girls have a shelf life. At a certain point, no amount of surgery and exercise routines can keep them up to standard. That’s when we put them out to pasture, so to speak. And if you want to make your claim to Azami-chan, that can be arranged. I’m always on the lookout for talented girls. Hina-chan has been the best so far, but I’m sure I’ll move on to another. Unless I grow too attached. 

Then I might be waiting like you will.” 

Oba-sensei looked down at me. “And what do you think about that?” he asked. 

His eyes were probing, not just looking at my body, but looking into my soul. 

“I will do whatever Kaisha Corporation asks of me,” I said. It was a simple statement, but it had never been more true. No matter what happened to me, I would always put the company first. And I knew Hina-chan felt the same way. 

We were both living our dreams. 
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