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The silence of the sleeping city was a crushing weight on my ears as I slid, a shadow, through the narrow streets. The air chilled my skin, steeped in the distant scent of the sea and damp greenery. Somewhere beyond the city, at the foot of the mountains, tea plantations stretched out, filling the streets with their aroma. The backpack with the props for my nightly transformation was a warm weight on my back – a modest price for the flight I anticipated. The window of my room, which opened into an overgrown garden, had long ago become a portal to another reality, far from the dreary routine of a dishwasher at “Himeji,” where the only music was the clatter of plates and snippets of strangers’ rapturous talk about the “real world.” My mother was asleep upstairs, and that thought – of her ignorance – added a pinch of forbidden pleasure to my already pounding heart.

The abandoned technical college (senmon gakkō¹), which seemed particularly grim, even sinister in the dark of night, appeared before me. An eternity seemed to have passed since I was last inside. The college had been permanently closed after an earthquake. And now it stood alone on the outskirts, awaiting either repair or demolition. I remembered how to get in... to get in like a shadow. Ayako had taught me how to open the outer door of the utility closet. It had a lock that looked very secure but had a flaw – by inserting a flat nail file, the door could be opened without a key. The closet door was in a deep shadow, even for the night – exactly what I needed. A few seconds, and with almost no sound, no creak, I was inside.

The old utility closet greeted me with a gelatinous silence and a scent that made my nostrils seize – a mixture of dust, old cleaning agents, rotting wood, and something elusively sweet, as if forgotten herbariums had crumbled to dust. Stepping out into the corridor, I tiptoed past doors and old display stands. I chose a classroom very near the one I used to frequent, in the farthest wing, where the moonlight barely seeped through the cracks in the boarded-up windows, painting ghostly patterns on the floor.

Here, I would become Onu-chan.

The ritual of transformation was brief, but every gesture was filled with meaning. The plastic cat mask, which I found both cute and absurd, settled onto the upper part of my face, hiding my features but exposing something else, something deeper. The platinum wig with its straight hair concealed my own dark, straight hair, which was short in comparison. I opened and turned on my “window to the world” – from the screen of the old netbook, a stranger looked back at me, dimly lit by the screen’s own light. She was defiant, with a predatory gleam in the slits for her eyes.

This was her. Onu-chan. My evening, fleeting fragrance for those on the net searching for something more than just pictures.

I was already in my “uniform”: a plaid skirt, rather long, but provocatively short for the Yukari who, by day, hid her elegant figure – which had always seemed almost provocative to her – and her taller-than-average height under shapeless robes; a snow-white, tight-fitting t-shirt that treacherously emphasized every curve and the firm fullness she had so hated in her school years yet secretly considered her only true asset; white sneakers – practical and, it seemed to me, even interesting, instead of heels. And under the skirt – thin, full-coverage white panties, my small, almost desperate symbol of the innocence I was about to play a very dangerous game with today. My long grey trench coat – my sanctuary from the whole world in almost any weather. Now I had it neatly folded and tucked into my backpack. All of that would remain off-camera, everything that might allow a keen eye to recognize the former wallflower, Yukari.

Clipping the small flashlight onto the top of the netbook screen, I switched on its muted light and started the broadcast. A red dot came to life in the corner of the screen.

The viewer count began to grow, slowly at first, then faster and faster. Dozens of anonymous souls flocked to my call. I knew there were over two hundred subscribers waiting for this first stream, and now, those who weren't busy with the bustle of the moment, obeying the notification they’d received, were fixing their eyes on the screens of their smartphones, tablets, and computers.

“Good... evening, or is it night, my lost souls,” a hushed whisper poured into the microphone, low, sibilant, with that same languid huskiness I had practiced for so long. But I could feel my own quiet, frightened little voice trembling beneath that artificial confidence. “You’re tuned in to Onu-chan. And this... is my very first flight.”

I saw my own image, now brighter and clearer – Onu-chan, her head tilted slightly, playing with the shadows. The mask hid my blush, but the frantic beating of my heart felt loud enough to be heard through their speakers.

The anonymous chat came alive, lines of text scrolling across the screen:

“Hey there, Kitty! What’s with the decor? Intriguing...”

“An abandoned building? I’ll bet 1000 yen it’s the old Meiji University campus.”

“Your first time? Guess we’ll have to be extra gentle... or not.”

“Whoa, a ruin. Hope you don’t have any psychos there. Besides us, of course ;)"

“Abandoned building, office, factory? Adrenaline rush!”

“Sound’s a bit weak, Kitty, speak closer to the mic!”

“The location... was not chosen by chance,” I turned the netbook, sweeping the flashlight’s beam across the space around me. Dusty desks stood like the ghosts of the sacred act of acquiring knowledge, shadows thickened in the corners, the blackboard held the traces of long-erased truths. “Secrets linger here. And tonight, we will add one more.” I tried to whisper in a way that would send shivers down more than just my own spine.

“Alone? Aren’t you scared in the dark?”

“What are you hiding under that mask, huh?”

“Fear?” I allowed myself a quiet laugh, which the Onu-chan on the screen accompanied with a barely perceptible shrug. “Fear is just a spice, my darlings. And Onu-chan likes things spicy.”

I stood up, feeling the muscles in my long legs tense. The flashlight on the computer trembled slightly, its dim, muted beam darting across the walls, snatching fragments of this place’s past life. “Shall we take a little walk?”

I set down the netbook and moved between the rows of desks. Each step echoed loudly in my own head, but on the broadcast, it must have been creating the right atmosphere. I knew the camera was following me, catching my every move. The short skirt swayed in time with my steps, and I was keenly aware of its light touch against my thighs. Ayako once said that a woman’s body is an instrument, capable of giving and receiving incredible pleasure if you tune it correctly. I hadn’t understood her then. Now, under dozens of hungry, anonymous gazes, I was beginning to vaguely grasp what she meant.

I stopped at one of the desks and ran a finger over its scarred surface. The dust of ages.

“How many tears were shed here over failed exams... And how many bold hopes...” my voice grew quieter, more intimate. My tears had been different. I once cried not over an exam ticket, but over an empty spot on the admission lists for the University of Tokyo.

“I’ve got a bold hope too, Onu-chan!”

“I have a good guess what kind of exam you’re taking tonight!”

“Tell us your secret, Kitty...”

I took out the rag I’d brought with me. It was old, but clean. I began to wipe the dust from the nearest desk, then from a chair. The movements were slow, almost ritualistic. I could see on the screen how my back arched, how the tight t-shirt defined every muscle, how the fabric on my breasts tensed and relaxed with each breath. I wasn’t just cleaning. I was setting the stage.

For what? The thought, still vague but already thrilling, was born somewhere on the periphery of my consciousness. I knew they were watching. And I knew what they were starting to want. And the most terrifying part – I was starting to want it too.

“A tidy little kitty... or are you preparing a cozy spot for us?”

“I can already picture how you’d look on that... dissecting table.”

I felt a heat envelop me from within, rising from my belly to my throat. I wiped another desk, then a third. My hips were swaying now not by chance, but with full awareness. I looked at my image on the screen – and I liked this Onu-chan, this uninhibited girl in a mask. She was everything Yukari was afraid to be.

Stopping, I straightened up and looked directly into the camera. At my own image. Into Onu-chan’s feline eyes. A challenge splashed in their dark slits.

An impulse, sharp and sudden, pierced me. As if someone inside whispered: Do it! Now or never! Show them!

“Do you want... a little... madness?” The hissing words escaped my lips before I had time to think them through. Onu-chan’s voice was trembling, but in that tremor was not just nervousness, but the anticipation of something wild.

The chat exploded, turning into a solid stream of exclamations:

“YES! YES! YES!”

“Do it, Kitty!”

“We’re ready for anything!”

“!!!!!!!”

Blood pounded in my ears, so loud it drowned out every other sound. I took a step back so they could see my full height. My image in the netbook froze, taut as a bowstring.

“Then... don’t breathe too loudly,” I whispered. “My evening fragrance... I... It doesn’t like sudden movements.”

Trembling fingers reached for the bottom hem of the white t-shirt. The one that was so tight, the kind you have to pull over your head, hugging the body like a second skin, making every movement, every sensation of its removal especially sharp.

I caught the fabric, slowly pulling it upward. Inch by inch, it revealed my body to their gazes, to my own gaze on the screen. There, a strip of my belly, my dark, delicate navel, the curve of my waist, the swell of my breasts... The cold, stale air of the classroom touched my bare skin, sending a wave of goosebumps across it, but it wasn’t a shiver from the cold. This shiver was tearing my body in two. One half wanted to run without looking back; the other yearned to step into this madness, the very anticipation of which sent a sweet tremor through me, low in my belly.

The t-shirt snagged for a moment, gathering in tight folds just under my breasts, emphasizing their fullness, their firmness. My nipples instantly hardened from the cold, from the adrenaline, from this unbearable, all-consuming attention.

With a sharp exhale, I yanked the fabric up, over my head. My breasts rose with it, then, freed, bounced firmly downward. The wig shifted slightly, revealing a narrow lock of my real dark hair, but it was such a small thing. The t-shirt flew onto a nearby desk.

I was left standing before them. Topless.

My breasts, high and full, rose and fell heavily with my ragged breath. My pale skin seemed almost porcelain in the flashlight’s beam. And that image on the screen – a naked girlish torso, a cat mask, the disheveled blond hair of the wig, a plaid skirt, and... those white, innocent panties, still unseen, but now imbued with such significance, like the final barrier of innocence – it was like a punch to the gut.

I had done it.

The chat turned into a colorful mess of characters and letters. I couldn’t make out a single word, but I felt the wave – shock, delight, lust.

How long did I stand like that? I don’t know. A few seconds, maybe a minute. Time compressed into a single point, a point where there was only me, my bare breasts, and their devouring gazes.

And then reality returned, crashing down like an icy shower.

Panic. What have I done?!

I lunged for the netbook. “That’s all! Stream... stream’s over!” My whisper nearly broke into a scream. This was no longer Onu-chan, but a terrified Yukari. “Thanks, everyone!”

I frantically hit the button, and the red light went out.

Silence. Dead, deafening. I was alone in this dusty tomb, half-naked, trembling like a leaf.

Collapsing onto a chair, I covered my face with my hands. Tears streamed from my eyes, flowing into the mask. Shame, fear, and somewhere beneath it all – a tiny but persistent ember of triumph. I was able. I had dared.

The way back home was a blur. The sleeping city seemed like a set for another life, a calm and proper life, one to which I perhaps no longer belonged. My body was still humming, every nerve stretched to its limit. The mask and wig in my backpack felt not just like things, but like keys to a secret door.

Climbing into my room, I changed and sank onto the bed, drained of all strength. But sleep wouldn't come. The image of Onu-chan, standing topless in the abandoned classroom, on the screen, as if in a forbidden film, flashed before my eyes again and again.

I was shaking. I knew I had to do it.

With trembling hands, I turned the netbook on again. Not for a stream. For something else. I opened the browser and started to search. For my pseudonym.

Onu-chan.

And I found it. A few forums where the first discussions had already appeared. My heart began to pound with new force.

I stripped naked, casting aside my baggy nightshirt. I slipped under the covers, feeling the cool sheets on my feverish skin. And I began to read.

The comments were varied. Some admired my courage. Some described in frank detail what they would do to me if they saw me like that. Some begged for new streams, suggesting locations and scenarios, each one crazier than the last. And there were those who simply wrote: "Those breasts... I can’t forget them," or "That innocence combined with such audacity... it's mind-blowing."

Every word sent a wave of heat through me. I read, and my hand moved down on its own, to my own body. I touched myself in a way I had never dared to before. My fingers explored every curve, every sensitive point, remembering the sensation of the cold air on my bare skin, of the gazes I had felt even through the screen.

The comments grew more explicit, and my caresses – bolder. I imagined them, these anonymous viewers, their faces, their desires. And it turned me on even more.

“I want to see you touching yourself right there, on that same desk,” I read, and a moan escaped my lips. I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the tension build.

“Imagine my hand on your breast now, Kitty.”

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the image, and my own fingers came to rest on my breast, mimicking someone's imagined touch. My breathing became ragged, my body arched, my skin was on fire. I read and I touched, touched and read, sinking into this whirlpool of sensation where reality and fantasy were tangled in a tight knot.

I remembered one of their suggestions – to do the next stream at an abandoned coastal lighthouse, against the backdrop of a raging sea. That thought, that picture – me, Onu-chan, alone with the elements and their gazes – sent a new wave of arousal through me. I already knew I wouldn't stop, that I would do it, maybe even more than their wildest fantasies.

The tension reached its peak. I bit down on my pillow to muffle a scream as my body convulsed in waves of orgasm, the first one so strong, so all-consuming.

When it was over, I lay limp, breathing heavily. The netbook screen still glowed, casting reflections on the walls of my quiet room. Yukari was exhausted. But Onu-chan... Onu-chan had just received a new dose of strength. And ideas.

The evening fragrance of tonight was too vivid to disappear without a trace. It had seeped into my skin, into my soul.

And I knew this was only the beginning.



¹ Japanese: 専門学校, a vocational or technical college.
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The silence of this evening felt different. It no longer held the fear of a novice, only the hollow echo of my own heart and a sense of anticipation. The backpack with Onu-chan’s tools no longer felt foreign—it was a part of me. Of the me who had woken up after the first stream, after those comments, after locking myself in my room and caressing myself to the point of exhaustion, reading their filthy, adoring, demanding words.

The abandoned college greeted me with its familiar scent of dust and decay, but now it was mingled with the faint scent of my own arousal, left here from last time. The desks I had wiped clean stood like dark, smooth islands in this sea of neglect. Mine? Yes, for tonight—they were mine. This was my stage, my temple of forbidden pleasures.

The transformation into Onu-chan was almost automatic, but with a new sensation. The plastic of the mask was cold against my skin, but beneath it, the familiar heat was already kindling. The wig—a platinum cloud—hid the real me, but I could feel how, under its protection, the expression in my eyes changed, how they grew bolder, more brazen, igniting with fire. In the image on the netbook screen, Onu-chan looked slightly different today—the same mask, the same posture, but something intangible had appeared in her silhouette. The shadow of experience? Or the anticipation of a new, even deeper game?

I was in the same plaid skirt, beneath which I could feel the thin white panties—my small, stubborn flag of innocence, which, for some reason, I still hadn't dared to lower. But over the tight white t-shirt today was a light, equally white button-up jacket. I’d put it on at home, just to get here, but then threw my faithful trench coat over it, deciding the jacket would now be part of Onu-chan’s look, not Yukari’s. Yes, and this added a new article of clothing to the striptease I was about to perform.

The red light flickered on. The viewers flooded in. There were more of them. They remembered. They were waiting. They were inviting their friends and acquaintances.

“And night falls again, and again we are together, my dark angels,” Onu-chan’s whisper was lower, more velvety than last time. I could barely hear a tremor of Yukari in it. “Did you miss your Kitty?”

The chat exploded. Every message was like a touch—some searing, others teasing.

“Onu-chan! Finally! We’ve been going crazy!”

“We remember how you treated us last time, Kitty! Waiting for the banquet to continue!”

“Your courage is inspiring! Don’t stop!”

“What’s on the program tonight, our little sinner?”

“Filthy little slut, where are you, I’ll come right now!!!”

I allowed myself a smile, one they could partially see beneath the bottom of the mask, but I knew each of them was picturing my face beneath it in their own way. “Tonight... tonight Onu-chan wants to give you a dance,” I slowly ran a finger along a button on my jacket. “A dance just for you. A dance on the edge... of everything.”

Slowly, savoring every moment, I began to unbutton the jacket. The cool metal felt pleasant against my fingertips. One. Two. Three. The jacket’s fabric was thin, and I could feel my skin tensing underneath it in anticipation. I saw on the screen how my hands moved, how the white t-shirt beneath the jacket was revealed. This was a prelude. And they knew it.

The jacket slid from my shoulders, and I folded it carefully, placing it on the clean surface of the desk. Now it was just the t-shirt, clinging to my breasts, to every curve, every hollow. I took a deep breath, and the fabric stretched even tighter.

And then, just as slowly as last time, but now without that panicked resolve, instead with a conscious, almost ritualistic calm, I pulled the t-shirt upward. It rustled, catching on my body, forcing me to arch my back, to raise my arms. A second of darkness as it passed over my head, messing up the wig and threatening to pull the mask off with it. I adjusted them with a now confident, even practiced, hand.

And there. Again. I was topless. The cool air of the classroom touched my bare breasts, and my skin instantly responded with taut, hard points at my nipples.

This time, there was no shock. There was... a strange, perverse pride. I saw myself on the screen—white, firm skin, pink areolas, heavy breasts that swayed slightly with my breath. It was beautiful. Forbiddingly beautiful.

I began to move. Tentatively at first, just swaying my hips, shifting my weight from one foot to the other. I tried to remember the movements I’d seen in music videos, in movies. I tried to understand what it meant to “move erotically.” I arched my back, trying to emphasize the curve of my waist, I leaned forward, letting the hair of the wig slide over my shoulders and breasts. I checked every movement against my “reflection” on the screen. Sometimes I thought I looked clumsy, angular. Other times—that this was it, the very movement that made them, on the other side of the screen, hold their breath.

My breasts... they lived a life of their own. With every bend, every turn, they swayed, they shifted, they bounced. I could feel their weight, their softness, the firmness of the skin. I used to be ashamed of their size, I used to hide them. Now, they were my main weapon, my primary argument in this game. And I began to enjoy this feeling—the feeling of my own fullness, my femininity, my power over their gazes.

The chat was relentless. It was a solid stream of admiration, crude lust, and instructions.

“Yeah, baby, move like that!”

“Your breasts are driving me crazy!”

“Show us more curves!”

“You’re so hot, Onu-chan!”

I was barely reading individual messages anymore. I felt their collective energy, their desire, and it guided me like an experienced conductor.

And in that moment, when I was completely absorbed in this strange dance, this dialogue of bodies and anonymous desires, one message broke through the general noise. It was short. Sharp.

“You’re brave for a nonentity!”

I froze. The music that had been playing only in my head screeched to a halt.

Brave. For a nonentity.

The words were a slap in the face. Cold, sobering.

A nonentity. Yukari. The one who failed her exams. The one who washes dishes. The one hiding from life. Is this about me? Or about that other one, Onu-chan, who now stands half-naked before a hundred strangers? Is this a compliment or an insult? Or both at once?

Hurt, sharp and sudden, burned my throat. And then... then came something else. A wicked, desperate resolve.

Oh, is that so? A nonentity? Well, this nonentity is about to show you something.

I continued to dance, but now my movements became sharper, more flagrant. I stared directly into the camera, and in my eyes behind the slits of the mask, a devilish fire danced. I arched my back more deeply, I touched my hips, my breasts—not gently, but almost roughly, as if testing my own resilience, as if teasing them, these anonymous judges.

And that’s when I felt it. That same ache, low in my belly. It began as a light, barely noticeable pulse, and then it started to build, turning into a deep, nagging heat that spread in waves throughout my body. It wasn't like the sharp arousal from friction or caresses. This was something different—profound, primal, demanding... what? I didn’t know. But this feeling made me move even more flagrantly, more frenetically. It mingled with the anger, with the hurt, with that strange, perverse triumph. I am a nonentity, but I am making you watch! I am making you want me!

I don’t remember how long it went on. A few minutes, maybe. Maybe half an hour. I was in a kind of trance, submitting to this inner fire and outer pressure. The heat low in my belly became almost unbearable. It demanded release, some kind of resolution.

Finally, I stopped, breathing heavily. My body was covered in a sheen of sweat, the hair of the wig was tangled. I looked at myself on the screen. Wild. Disheveled. And incredibly alive.

“That’s... all for tonight, kittens,” I whispered, my voice hoarse. “Come back... next time. If you dare.”

I turned off the camera. The red light died.

Silence. It crashed down on me, heavy, viscous. I leaned against the wall, feeling my legs tremble. The desire low in my belly hadn't faded; it throbbed, reminding me of its presence. I slowly lowered my hand, touching the fabric of my white panties. They were damp. Very damp.

My body... it had responded. To this dance, to these gazes, to that humiliating, yet somehow arousing word—“nonentity.”

Shock. Anger. Shame. And... a burning curiosity.

I got home on autopilot. My head was empty, but my body remembered everything. Every curve, every touch, every word from the chat.

Once in my room, I threw the netbook onto the bed in a rage. Nonentity! The word rang in my ears. I sat in the darkness for a long time, hugging my knees, feeling the hurt mix with a strange, bitter triumph.

And only later, when the anger had subsided, giving way to a viscous, aching heat, did I begin to relax... That phrase spun in my head, giving me no peace. Who are they, these "nonentities"? People who are afraid to live? Who hide from the world? And me? I had been hiding too. Until Onu-chan appeared. And Onu-chan... she wasn't afraid. Or was her fear of a different kind? The fear of not being noticed? Of being underestimated?

I opened the netbook. The forums. The discussion of tonight’s stream had already begun. There was even more of it. They were dissecting my movements. My breasts. My courage. But I wasn't reading the words that described my body, but the ones filled with astonishment.

“This nonentity will be the death of me with her audacity.”

Nonentity. The word wasn't demeaning, no. It was intoxicating. Someone had written in a foreign language, I translated it, he was arguing: “She is not a nonentity, she is a goddess, she just hasn't spread her wings yet.”

I stripped. Completely. My skin still held the memory of the classroom’s cold air and my body’s heat. I lay in bed, illuminated by the netbook screen. And I continued to read.

Their words were fuel. Every message, every comment, every fantasy they expressed fanned that same fire within me, that heat down there, the one I had felt in the abandoned college.

My hand moved down on its own. My fingers moved not lazily, but viciously, almost roughly, as if I were punishing and rewarding myself at the same time for this audacity. I caressed myself, remembering not only my movements, but also their words. “Nonentity.” The word echoed in my head, mixing with the moans I tried to stifle with my pillow. I imagined them watching me, their fingers gliding over their screens or keyboards, typing those messages. I read their desires and enacted them on myself.

“Imagine I’m there now, in that dusty room, and I’m touching you... everywhere...” I read, and my fingers became bolder, more insistent. I felt the moisture gathering between my legs, my body responding to every touch, every thought.

“Your moans, Kitty... we want to hear your moans...”

I bit my lip, but a quiet sound, desired by so many but unheard by them, still escaped.

I didn't bring myself to orgasm. Sharply throwing my arms out, I stretched out on the bed. The desire slowly subsided. I lay for a long time, staring at the ceiling. It was finally gone, leaving behind a pleasant weakness and... clarity.

“Nonentity”? No. I was no longer a nonentity. I was Onu-chan. And I was Yukari. And they were both capable of so much.

Yes! I took the netbook again. Not to read. But to write.

Ideas. Places. Fantasies. The ones they suggested. And the ones being born in my own head.

A lighthouse by a stormy sea. An abandoned onsen in the mountains, or a grove whispered about in legends. A deserted amusement park, sleeping under the moon. Or maybe... an undergound tunnel?

Each of them could become the stage for a new, even bolder performance.

The evening fragrance of Onu-chan was becoming stronger, more intoxicating. And I knew that this fragrance would never fade from my life.
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