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Chapter 1: Can a Security Guard Write Novels?
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March 17, 1995 (Heisei 7).

At dusk, in front of the headquarters of Kodansha Corporation, located at 2 Chome-12-2 Otowa, Bunkyo City, Tokyo.

Hashimoto Yudai sat in the security room, carefully observing everyone entering and exiting the main gate, ensuring they were wearing the correct identification badges.

Technically, this security job didn’t require such vigilance.

However, it was 1995, just three years after the burst of Japan’s economic bubble. The entire society was still steeped in a gloomy atmosphere of recession, despair, and stagnation.

Hashimoto Yudai didn’t understand economics, but from reading newspapers, he knew that after the bubble burst, the value of real estate and stocks plummeted overnight. Thousands of people went bankrupt, and some even chose to end their own lives.

Parks were filled with vacant-eyed homeless people, and jobless university graduates were everywhere.

In such an environment, human nature was bound to twist and deteriorate.

Just last June, nine criminals had used forged ID badges to infiltrate a company in Matsumoto City, Nagano Prefecture.

Once inside, those bastards released a large quantity of an unknown noxious gas, resulting in seven deaths and 660 injuries.

That incident led to the entire security team of the company being dismissed.

Hashimoto Yudai had no intention of making the same mistake—after all, in this era, even holding a diploma from the University of Tokyo didn’t guarantee a decent job!

Besides, he was nearing retirement!

As the latest wave of people entering and exiting dissipated, he planned to step inside to fetch his thermos. Just as he turned around, his peripheral vision caught sight of a man approaching the gate without an ID badge.

Immediately, Hashimoto Yudai spun back around, gripping the security room door handle with his left hand while his right hand instinctively reached for the retractable baton on his waist. However, this heightened alertness vanished within a second.

Instead, his face broke into a warm smile.

"Kitagawa-san, leaving work so early today?" Hashimoto Yudai stepped out of the room, smiling as he greeted the young man.

This 22-year-old named Kitagawa Shu was someone he had only recently become acquainted with.

Their first encounter was about half a month ago.

That evening, Kitagawa Shu, dressed in a security uniform just like himself, had wobbled over to the Kodansha headquarters' gate, claiming he wanted to look around. Hashimoto had firmly turned him away.

It had been an awkward situation, but Kitagawa Shu possessed a composure that belied his age. Despite being refused entry, he wasn’t offended. Instead, he lit a cigarette, engaged in small talk, and effortlessly dissolved the tension.

For the following week, Kitagawa Shu frequented the area, quickly befriending the security guards at Kodansha.

During one casual conversation, Hashimoto Yudai discovered that this well-spoken, seemingly well-educated young man was actually a security guard at a record company just down the street.

Same job, working for a top-tier company, and holding similar worldviews—Hashimoto found himself resonating with this young man.

Over time, they became close friends despite the age gap.

After exchanging greetings, the two stood at the Kodansha headquarters entrance, chatting idly—during the last hour before clocking out, office workers in the business district would be especially diligent, meaning few employees would be coming or going.

This hour was their rare moment of respite before things became hectic again.

Whenever chatting with Kitagawa Shu, Hashimoto Yudai always felt that, as a security guard at a prestigious publishing house, he ought to carry himself with a certain literary aura—just to distinguish himself from security guards at other companies.

Thus, he loved bringing up topics related to Japanese literature or sharing gossip from the editorial department to impress Kitagawa Shu.

He felt a great sense of satisfaction whenever he saw the handsome young man’s surprised expressions at his insights.

"...The Gunzo editorial department has been really busy lately. I heard they’ve already started planning this year’s Gunzo New Writers’ Award. You’ve heard of that prize, haven’t you, Kitagawa-san?"

Glancing at the towering skyscraper behind him, Hashimoto Yudai’s eyes gleamed with envy.

If anything in this bleak society still held unwavering value, it was undoubtedly the dazzling gem of pure literature within the grand halls of Japanese literature!

And Gunzo, Kodansha’s pure literature magazine, was the brightest facet of that gem!

"Of course, I know it. It’s one of the five major public literary awards. My grades were terrible back in school, but even I’ve heard of it," Kitagawa Shu chuckled.

Despite his youthful features, his striking looks rivaled top-tier celebrities. His sharp facial contours radiated youthful vitality.

Standing at 178 cm, he would undoubtedly be a heartthrob on any school campus.

That smile momentarily made Hashimoto Yudai feel as if he were speaking to a rising film star.

"Exactly! Though it’s on par with the other four major awards, I tell you, this year, Gunzo might just take the top spot!"

Hashimoto Yudai spoke with enthusiasm, gesturing animatedly.

In Japanese, ichiban (いちばん) means "first" or "best." He believed this year’s Gunzo New Writers’ Award might break the long-standing balance among the five awards, making it the dominant prize!

If anyone else had said this, Kitagawa Shu would have dismissed it as boasting.

But Hashimoto Yudai was different.

Kodansha’s security team consisted of eight members. Over the past two weeks, Kitagawa Shu had befriended all of them to gather insider information about the Gunzo editorial department.

Among them, the soon-to-retire Hashimoto Yudai was the most honest. Aside from his fondness for literary discussions, he never exaggerated. His gossip always turned out to be reliable—

Most had already been verified by Kitagawa Shu himself.

"Why do you think so? The five awards have been neck and neck for years," Kitagawa Shu asked, feigning curiosity.

Seeing his eager expression, Hashimoto Yudai felt immensely gratified. He took a sip from his thermos and grinned.

"Kitagawa-san, do you know how many submissions Gunzo New Writers’ Award receives each year?"

"Five hundred?" Kitagawa Shu threw out a random number, though he knew the real figure was closer to five thousand.

After all, in his past life, he had been a graduate student at the University of Tokyo’s Faculty of Letters. Knowledge about Japanese pure literature had been a key exam subject!

"Be bolder," Hashimoto encouraged.

"Just tell me, Hashimoto-san. I’m not great at guessing games," Kitagawa Shu shrugged.

"In recent years, the number has been around five thousand. Hey, don’t look so shocked! It’s one of the five major literary awards—don’t underestimate it!" Hashimoto Yudai chuckled, patting Kitagawa Shu’s shoulder.

"Guessing games aren’t my strong suit? No wonder I keep getting dumped," Kitagawa Shu joked.

"Haha, being handsome is no match for having a silver tongue. Remember that, Kitagawa-san!"

The thought of the stunningly good-looking Kitagawa Shu frequently getting dumped inexplicably brought Hashimoto Yudai a sense of satisfaction.

The conversation soon returned to the literary award.

"This year, the number might double, or even more!" Hashimoto leaned in, lowering his voice. "Yesterday after work, I overheard Editor-in-Chief Murasaka and Deputy Editor-in-Chief Yasuhara discussing the idea of doubling the prize money to attract more talented submissions!"

To Hashimoto Yudai, double the prize money meant double the submissions, which logically increased the likelihood of discovering outstanding works.

Gunzo had always been on equal footing with the other four major awards, but with an influx of great works, wouldn’t it naturally rise to the top?

Flawless logic!
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Chapter 2: Why Can’t a Security Guard Write a Good Novel?
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5:15 PM, Kodansha Headquarters Building, Security Office.

"Good evening, Hashimoto-san. Do I have any letters today?"

A young girl with slightly curled red hair approached. She had a sweet, youthful face, exuding a student-like air, yet she wore a rather revealing open-necked knit jumpsuit, which was considered quite bold in this era.

Beside her stood a short, plain-looking man with a slightly portly figure. His hands were clasped behind his back, giving off the demeanor of a high-ranking official.

He gave Hashimoto Yudai a slight nod, acknowledging his presence without saying a word.

"Good evening, Deputy Chief Editor Yasuhara, Miss Tanaka. Let me check for you right away..." Hashimoto Yudai nodded in response and was about to turn back into the security office when he saw the girl had already rushed inside, rummaging through the pile of letters on her own.

A trace of displeasure flashed across his face. This girl, Tanaka Midori, wasn’t even a full-time employee—just an intern recruited from Nihon University—yet she completely lacked a sense of propriety.

This kind of overstepping behavior was not the first time.

"Sigh, still nothing!" Tanaka Midori slumped over the desk, making a dejected face at Deputy Editor Yasuhara through the window. "I thought I might start receiving thank-you letters from authors like you do, Yasuhara-sensei!"

"You've only been interning for less than half a year. Not receiving letters from authors is perfectly normal. Once you become a full-time employee and work diligently, that day will come. Don't rush it."

As Yasuhara Aki spoke, his gaze subtly dropped to Tanaka Midori’s chest. Because of her posture and the low-cut knit outfit, a delicate, enticing view was revealed.

Standing nearby, Hashimoto Yudai was always observant and perceptive. When he heard Yasuhara Aki casually say, "Once you become a full-time employee...", his initial dissatisfaction and contempt toward Tanaka Midori instantly vanished.

Yasuhara Aki held significant influence over personnel matters in the editorial department. His words practically confirmed Tanaka Midori’s transition to a permanent position!

If she became a full-time employee, the situation would change entirely.

In the Japanese workplace, hierarchy—whether it be between seniors and juniors or full-time and temporary staff—was extremely important.

A full-time editor at Gunzo was someone a mere security guard like him had no right to look down on or complain about.

Offending a full-time employee could very well lead to dismissal.

Thus, even as he saw Tanaka Midori continue to rudely sift through other letters, Hashimoto Yudai maintained a polite smile, waiting silently.

"Wow! There are actually three thank-you letters for Yasuhara-sensei! And one of them is from Takeda Yuriko-sensei! That’s incredible!"

Tanaka Midori exaggerated her expressions as she picked up the three letters, her eyes full of admiration for Yasuhara Aki.

Suddenly, a letter slipped from her grasp. She glanced down.

The sender’s name and address... could it be him?

She carefully checked again, and her expression darkened, filled with mixed emotions.

Kitagawa Shu.

That name, paired with that familiar address—it had to be him!

The sender was none other than her ex-boyfriend, Kitagawa Shu!

Holding the manuscript, Tanaka Midori's memories of the past, already somewhat blurred, started resurfacing.

In her recollection, Kitagawa Shu had absolutely no literary talent. He couldn’t even write a decent essay in high school language exams, let alone a proper novel.

Besides, weren’t submissions for the Newcomer Award supposed to be sent to the designated submission email?

How did Kitagawa Shu manage to sneak his manuscript in with the letters meant for employees?

As she recalled their breakup, his tearful pleading, and his relentless attempts to reconcile for months afterward, the memories became clearer.

He knew she was interning at Gunzo's editorial department.

Was he trying to get her attention through this submission? Was he still clinging to those pathetic and childish behaviors?

But it had been so long since their breakup—why was he still haunting her?

Sure, they had lived together before. Yes, he had paid for her three years of university tuition. And yes, he had even taken out a loan for her.

But that was his own choice!

Damn it!

If she had known his family would fall into ruin due to the economic bubble burst, she never would have agreed to live with him and let him pay for her education in the first place!

"Current occupation... security guard?"

Tanaka Midori saw the "security guard" label under the occupation field and was even more stunned.

What kind of joke was this? A security guard writing a novel?

Had their breakup and his supposed suicide attempt driven him completely insane?

With a sneer, she squeezed the envelope in her hands. She didn’t even bother to open it and tossed it aside casually. Then, clutching Yasuhara Aki’s three letters, she put on a bright smile and ran out of the security office.

"Tanaka-san, are you done yet?" Yasuhara Aki was getting impatient outside, checking his watch frequently.

"All done, all done!" Tanaka Midori beamed as she ran over. "Yasuhara-sensei, let’s go have steak! I’m starving!"

"Alright, let’s go then."

Yasuhara Aki let his Rolex-adorned hand drop slightly, nodded at Hashimoto Yudai, and then, as Hashimoto bowed deeply at ninety degrees, he and Tanaka Midori strolled out of the building.

As soon as they left Kodansha headquarters, Tanaka Midori furtively scanned her surroundings. After ensuring no colleagues were nearby, she slipped her arm around Yasuhara Aki’s and leaned in closer.

"Yasuhara-sensei, thanks to you, I was able to snatch Otake-san away from Saito-senpai! He might even win the Newcomer Award this year! Oh, and also, please take care of my transition to a full-time role~"

Feeling the warmth and softness against his arm, Yasuhara Aki’s stern face gradually relaxed into a smile.

"This is a minor matter. Midori-chan, once you’re officially hired, you must work hard! You’re just a student from an average private university, and with the job market the way it is, even Tokyo University graduates struggle to enter our editorial department.

I had to pull quite a few strings to persuade Chief Editor Murasong and HR. Don’t let me down!

By the way, I’ll be counting on you tonight as well."

"Oh, Yasuhara-sensei, you’re so bad~"

Tanaka Midori’s face lit up with a perfectly practiced coy smile, and as their conversation continued, Kitagawa Shu’s submission was entirely forgotten.

"Why can’t a security guard write a good novel? I personally believe literature is simply a tool to express one's inner world. As long as one has a rich and profound soul, even someone like Hashimoto-san, who works as a security guard, could write an excellent novel!"

The elegant office lady standing before him spoke earnestly. Then, realizing the possible misunderstanding in her words, she quickly clasped her hands together and apologized to him.

"Ah, sorry, Hashimoto-san! I didn’t mean to offend you."

"Haha, Saito-sensei, no need to apologize. I didn’t take it that way at all. In fact, your words were quite enlightening! If only Kitagawa-san could hear them—your encouragement would surely be more effective than my clumsy attempts at motivation!"

Hashimoto Yudai chuckled.

The urban beauty in front of him had shoulder-length chestnut hair, with two twin ponytails cascading down her back, making her appear both cute and intellectual.

With tea-colored eyes and a strikingly attractive face, she was leagues ahead of Tanaka Midori.

Unlike Tanaka Midori, Saito Rena had joined Gunzo’s editorial team straight from university.

She was poised, considerate, warm, diligent... Hashimoto Yudai's limited vocabulary couldn’t do justice to her many virtues.
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Chapter 3: Hear the Wind Sing
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With just a simple sentence, the manuscript ingeniously connected two seemingly unrelated concepts—literature and despair.

Concise yet thought-provoking.

Saito Reina immediately felt the urge to keep reading.

Inside the submission envelope was a thick stack of pages, written on that cheap yellow draft paper commonly used by students.

Just like the writer’s handwriting, it gave off a sense of crudeness and cheapness.

But the content on the draft paper was anything but crude or cheap.

There were no chapter titles, just a section labeled "Chapter 01."

With just a quick glance, Reina noticed that this manuscript was unlike most of the ones she had read before. No—unlike any of them.

The writer started with a reflection on the struggles and doubts encountered in the writing process:

"At the end of the day, writing is not a form of self-diagnosis. At most, it is a small attempt at self-rehabilitation."

"Being candid is extremely difficult. The more one tries to be straightforward, the deeper their words sink into darkness."

Saito Reina muttered these two lines under her breath, savoring their meaning. The more she thought about them, the more she felt that writing was precisely like this.

As a devoted enthusiast of pure literature, she had picked up the pen many times herself. Yet, just as this manuscript described—

"Every time I sit down to write, I often fall into despair because the scope of what I can express is far too limited."

This unknown author seemed to be trying to articulate his yearning for writing and his frustrations through a straightforward, easy-to-understand style.

Reina had never encountered such raw, heartfelt writing before.

Contemporary literary works, heavily influenced by modern and contemporary literary giants, often mirrored the economic depression of the times. As a result, most literature had become obscure, filled with societal critiques.

In fact, the editors at Gunzo unanimously believed that to become a recognized literary figure in the last decade, one's writing had to be sufficiently "classical"—the more complex and dense the novel, the better.

This light and straightforward writing style completely defied the current literary norms.

And yet, strangely enough, it felt rather refreshing.

As she read on, the first half of "Chapter 01" described how the author had found answers to many of his questions from a foreign writer named Hatfield.

The manuscript also mentioned that the author had been inspired to start writing after reading Hatfield’s novels, deeply influenced by his literary philosophies.

"To engage in writing, one must first determine the distance between oneself and the world. What is needed is not sentiment, but measurement." — (What's Wrong with Feeling Good?, 1936)

This line was excerpted from a book Hatfield had written in 1936. According to the author, it was the key to resolving his writing doubts.

"This line... is truly profound. It feels like a sudden revelation," Reina couldn’t help but praise.

Yet what frustrated her was that she had never heard of this brilliant foreign writer before!

During her time at the University of Tokyo, she had often visited the library to read foreign literature, consuming nearly everything available.

And yet, she had never once come across an author named Hatfield.

Regardless, Reina felt compelled to seek out this writer’s works.

However, what surprised her even more was that, despite Kitagawa-san's apparent admiration for Hatfield, he described his books as "awkwardly written, convoluted in structure, and shallow in substance."

"On a sunny Sunday morning in June 1938, he held a portrait of Hitler under his right arm, a folded umbrella in his left, and leaped from the rooftop of a New York skyscraper. Just like in life, his death went largely unnoticed."

This was how Hatfield’s fate was described in the novel.

Reina felt a slight sense of regret, along with a touch of disbelief.

Such an eccentric and dramatic suicide—eerily picturesque, almost like a scene from a comic book. Could it really be true?

Her curiosity grew stronger. She decided she would ask her colleagues about it or search for Hatfield’s works in a larger library or literary club.

Continuing with "Hear the Wind Sing."

The middle and latter portions of "Chapter 01" finally shifted into storytelling.

The opening scene featured "I" and a young man named Mouse grumbling in a bar, voicing complaints like "All rich people are bastards."

The content wasn’t complex or obscure at all. In fact, Reina felt as though she were reading popular fiction.

Once again, it was a completely different writing approach from contemporary pure literature.

In the story, two kindred spirits engaged in casual banter with Jay, the Chinese bar owner, their conversation meandering without a clear destination.

Yet, between the lines, there was a touch of absurdity, a peculiar atmosphere.

For example, the manuscript described:

"That summer, Mouse and I drank an insane amount of beer—enough to fill a 25-meter swimming pool. The peanut shells we discarded could have covered the entire floor of the jazz bar in a five-centimeter-thick layer."

This kind of playful, humorous writing was almost unheard of in Japan’s literary scene at the time. If it were published, critics would likely dismiss it as juvenile diary writing, utterly lacking in classicism.

So far, the manuscript contained no elaborate embellishments.

The language was simple, crisp, and straightforward—just as the author had declared at the start. This was his pursuit of a new path in pure literature.

Yet this was an act of defiance against the entire literary establishment!

A novel this rebellious, yet it gave Reina a reading experience unlike any other.

Just reading Chapter 01 made her desperate to continue.

But she knew she couldn’t.

Night had already fallen. While reading, colleagues had occasionally passed by and greeted her. At some point, the greetings had stopped. The lights in the adjacent buildings had all gone out. Only the dim glow of street lamps and the faint light from the security room remained.

Looking up, she saw Hashimoto Yudai, still clutching his thermos with his usual obsequious smile. He should have gone home long ago, but her indulgence had forced him to stay overtime.

A strong sense of guilt welled up inside her.

Reina immediately pressed her palms together and apologized, "Ah, I’m really sorry, Hashimoto-san. I got so engrossed in reading that I made you stay late."

"Ah, no, no, working overtime is part of the job. You don’t need to apologize, Saito-sensei. But... actually, I’m quite curious. This manuscript... what do you think?"

Hashimoto Yudai had been sneakily watching her. He could tell how captivated she was by this manuscript—it made him both curious and amazed.

Could Kitagawa-san really be a genius?!

"I... I’m not sure yet." Reina admitted honestly.

"You... don’t know?" Hashimoto looked puzzled.

Reina nodded. "Yes, I can’t quite grasp this style. This approach... Anyway, I’d like to take the manuscript home to review it more carefully. Is that alright?"

"Of course! If Kitagawa-san knew you were personally reviewing his work, he’d be ecstatic!" Hashimoto could already imagine Kitagawa’s face when he broke the news.

Even if his submission didn’t get accepted, just having Saito-sensei thoroughly read it—let alone take it home for further review—was a dream come true for any aspiring writer.

"Then I’ll take the liberty of bringing it with me." Reina carefully placed the draft back into the envelope, then solemnly tucked it into her handbag. Bidding Hashimoto farewell, she strode off down the street.

She desperately wanted to finish reading it right there.

I need to see what happens next! I need to see what happens next! I need to see what happens next!

A devilish voice whispered in her ear.

But she couldn’t.

If she missed the last train home, she’d have to walk a long way to the subway station.

Taxis? Out of the question. The bubble economy was long gone.
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Chapter 4: That Talented Yet Destitute Man
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The author of the novel that had Saito Reina singing praises, Kitagawa Shu, was currently in his rented apartment, holding a plump British Shorthair cat named Pete for warmth while swiftly translating an English novel titled The Lost Three Hours.

In Tokyo's March, daytime temperatures could reach around 13 degrees Celsius, but nighttime lows often dropped below 5 degrees.

This tiny rental unit had no electrical appliances, making it impossible to keep warm at night. To make matters worse, cracks in the windows and doors allowed the cold wind to seep in. Left with no choice, he had to huddle with his cat for warmth.

Originally named Xu Xiu, he was a native of China and a graduate student at the University of Tokyo’s Faculty of Literature. One night, while pulling an all-nighter to finish his thesis, he closed his eyes for a brief moment—only to wake up inexplicably in 1995 Tokyo.

When he opened his eyes, he found a thick rope wrapped around his neck. Immediately after, an influx of countless foreign memories surged into his mind.

The original owner of this body, Kitagawa Shu, had been burdened with unpayable debts due to the burst of the economic bubble. Heartbroken over a failed romance and unable to bear the weight of his circumstances, he had chosen to end his life by hanging himself.

Just as Xu Xiu thought his journey through time was about to end before it even began, his childhood friend, Wagatsuma Yumeko, burst through the door and saved him from the fatal noose.

Fearing that he might attempt suicide again, Wagatsuma Yumeko took him in, letting him stay at her rental apartment in Adachi Ward—

A solution that ensured he had food, shelter, and someone to watch over him just in case.

And so, after crossing over, Xu Xiu began living under the identity of Kitagawa Shu, cohabiting with his childhood friend.

Since he was already here, he decided to accept his fate.

After reviewing the original owner's memories and circumstances, Kitagawa Shu couldn't help but sigh at his predecessor's turbulent and unfortunate life.

Before the economic bubble burst, the original Kitagawa family had made a fortune in real estate investments. His parents, intoxicated by a life of luxury, became deeply indulgent in extravagance, while he enjoyed the privileges of a well-known rich kid in high school.

He not only dated a beautiful, curvaceous girlfriend with ease but also quickly advanced to an intimate relationship shortly after they got together.

At nineteen, he failed his university entrance exams. With his girlfriend’s unwavering support, he pulled himself through the setback and regarded her as the only light in his life.

When she got accepted into Nihon University, he, in a moment of reckless determination, insisted on retaking the entrance exam for the same university, despite struggling even with a short-term college.

His parents disapproved, so he moved out and started living with his girlfriend.

During this time, he juggled his exam preparations while financially supporting his girlfriend’s university studies.

Nihon University was a private institution with expensive tuition fees, and his girlfriend’s lavish lifestyle only added to the costs. She had no income of her own and relied entirely on him.

But then, disaster struck.

The sudden collapse of the economic bubble shattered his family's fortunes overnight. His parents, overwhelmed by despair, both took their own lives, leaving behind enormous mortgage debts that fell entirely on Kitagawa Shu.

In an instant, he transformed from a privileged "high-rich-handsome" young man to a "high-debt-handsome" one.

Stripped of everything, he planned to work and rent a place while continuing to prepare for university alongside his girlfriend.

But when his girlfriend, by then a senior interning at Gunzou magazine, learned about his financial ruin, she abandoned him without hesitation.

Devastated, he tried desperately to win her back but failed. After months of depression, he lost all hope and decided to end his life.

That was when Xu Xiu arrived.

No parents, an attractive appearance, and a childhood friend who remained unwaveringly loyal to him despite his miserable state—

This was practically the standard template for a web novel protagonist in the post-2000s era.

Unfortunately, it was only 1995. Kitagawa Shu was still burdened with the immense debts left by his parents, along with the loans he foolishly took out to support his ex-girlfriend.

But since he had become Kitagawa Shu now, he decided to let go of the past.

His top priority was survival in this era of economic stagnation.

Thus, unlike the original Kitagawa Shu, who wasted away in his apartment, he immediately went out and found a job.

If he continued lying around doing nothing, there was a real possibility that Wagatsuma Yumeko would eventually wise up and kick him out. Or worse, if he defaulted on his bank loans, the debt collectors might send him straight to prison.

He couldn’t afford to ruin his hard-earned second chance at life!

Luckily, fortune favored him. With his gift of gab, he quickly landed a security job at King Records, earning a monthly salary of 60,000 yen!

But considering the 100-million-yen mortgage left by his parents (the house was sold to support his ex-girlfriend) and the additional 5-million-yen loan he had taken out for her expenses, this income was a drop in the ocean.

He had to repay a staggering 320,000 yen per month!

He needed money—lots of it.

So, after analyzing the state of Japan’s literary world, Kitagawa Shu took only a minute to decide: he would become a literary plagiarist to make money.

At least this aligned with his past studies, making his university degree somewhat useful.

Thankfully, his previous education in literature gave him a solid understanding of Japan’s literary scene.

Although many famous authors and works were missing in this world, the fundamental mechanisms of the industry remained unchanged.

In Japan, there were two main paths to becoming a published writer:


	Winning a newcomer award.

	Submitting manuscripts to publishers for direct publication.



In reality, the second option was mostly reserved for established authors with deep connections to publishing houses.

For a newcomer, the only options were either gambling on unknown, low-tier publishers or spending a fortune to self-publish.

More often than not, writers who took this route ended up dealing with the worst-case scenario—a shady, no-name publisher demanding exorbitant fees for self-publication, only to have their work flop miserably, leaving them bankrupt.

Thus, the most reliable way to break into the literary world was through a reputable newcomer award.

Unlike in China, Japan in 1995 already had over 200 different literary newcomer awards, with an average of 300 entries per award.

This meant that more than 60,000 aspiring writers entered these contests each year, but only about 200 of them actually debuted.

And of those, fewer than ten managed to stay in the industry for more than a year.

As for those who ultimately won major literary prizes and achieved nationwide fame, the odds were about one in five to ten years.

The chances were even slimmer than winning the lottery—but still better than finding a well-paying job with just a high school diploma.

Since he had chosen to be a literary plagiarist for money, Kitagawa Shu naturally aimed for the safest debut route and the fastest way to earn income.

And the perfect choice? One of the two top-earning authors in modern Japanese literature: Haruki Murakami.

Murakami had risen to fame in 1979 after winning the Gunzou Newcomer Award with Hear the Wind Sing.

Through careful investigation, Kitagawa Shu confirmed that in this version of Japan, there was no famous writer named Haruki Murakami. Moreover, the 1979 Gunzou Newcomer Award had been won by someone else.

Having set his target, he spent half a month using his off-hours to write the entire 46,000-word Hear the Wind Sing on scrap paper.

Today, he submitted it to Gunzou magazine.

As for why he didn’t choose the other literary giant, Keigo Higashino, it was because detective novels were still in their infancy in this timeline. They were even looked down upon by the mainstream literary scene. It would take years before they became profitable.

He couldn’t afford to wait that long!

At the moment, he couldn’t even afford a typewriter to type out his manuscript.

But Kitagawa Shu wasn’t about to put all his eggs in one basket.

Starting in March, multiple major literary newcomer awards would open for submissions. Even if he failed this time, he still had many chances to debut.

He chose the Gunzou Newcomer Award because Hear the Wind Sing had won it in real life—and because, in 1995, the award’s prize money had doubled.

The more money, the better.

And Kitagawa Shu had absolute confidence in Hear the Wind Sing.
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Chapter 5: I Hope You Can Move Out Soon, Okay?
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"I'm home, Shuu-kun!"

A sweet and lively voice echoed from the entrance, carrying a slight nasal tone that made it sound quite endearing.

Kitagawa Shuu immediately got up while holding the chubby Pete and walked over, responding naturally, "You're back, Yumeko. You worked hard today."

"It's so cold! Yumeko-chan, your place is way too shabby! How do you not even have a heater? And that guy! How does he still have the nerve to keep living here? Today, I'm going to make sure he moves out!"

Before Iwazume Yumeko could even respond, a beautiful face suddenly appeared, followed by a pair of long, fair legs that instantly wedged themselves between the two, separating them.

"Aiya, Rei-chan, let's talk about this after we go inside, okay~?" Iwazume Yumeko gently shook her best friend, Jabami Rei's arm, her voice soft and coaxing.

"Ugh! You're actually using your cutesy act against me for this random guy?!"

The tall Jabami Rei spoke in an exaggerated Kansai accent, as if quoting lines straight out of a manga. Under Iwazume Yumeko's persistent nudging, she reluctantly stepped inside.

The two removed their shoes, put on indoor slippers, and sat down on either side of a small table.

Kitagawa Shuu, still holding Pete, poured two cups of hot tea, pushing them toward the girls while taking the opportunity to observe Yumeko and her unexpected guest.

Iwazume Yumeko was a petite girl with an angelic face but an unexpectedly curvaceous figure.

Though not an overly shy person, whenever Kitagawa Shuu looked at her like this, she would quickly lower her head in embarrassment.

It was hard to imagine that such a girl would have boldly extended a helping hand when Kitagawa Shuu was at rock bottom, even allowing him to move in with her.

Jabami Rei, on the other hand, was the complete opposite of Yumeko.

She stood over 170 cm tall, had black, shoulder-length layered hair, and was dressed in a brown leather jacket over a white T-shirt, paired with dark jeans and boots—like a model straight out of a fashion magazine.

Her features strongly resembled Ayaka Miyoshi, carrying a cool and edgy vibe.

The two had attended the same high school as Kitagawa Shuu but were two years younger. Now, they were both top students at the University of Tokyo’s Faculty of Literature.

"Jabami-san, please have some tea," Kitagawa Shuu said, smiling as he extended the cup like a polite host.

"Hmph~" Jabami Rei was unimpressed. She shot him a sharp glare, clearly unfriendly.

Back in high school, she had always disliked Yumeko’s "pretty but useless" childhood friend and had done everything she could to keep them apart.

But Yumeko, as if she had swallowed a weight stone, was unwavering in her dedication to Kitagawa Shuu.

It wasn't until Kitagawa Shuu got a girlfriend and moved in with her that Yumeko finally retreated.

She had thought that was the end of it.

But no! After his relationship fell apart, this former playboy had latched onto Yumeko again, leeching off her like a parasite!

The moment Jabami Rei heard about this, she was livid, feeling as though her precious cabbage had been snatched by a pig.

A few months ago, she had met Kitagawa Shuu once. He had looked like a complete loser—wasting away in his rented apartment, doing absolutely nothing.

And when she learned that Kitagawa Shuu had fallen into despair after being dumped by his ex, to the point of attempting suicide, she was even more convinced.

There was no way she could let such a man stay by Yumeko’s side.

He had to go today!

She glared at Kitagawa Shuu, already passing judgment in her heart.

Kitagawa Shuu ignored Jabami Rei, who was mentally tearing him to shreds, and instead turned to Yumeko. "Yumeko, have you eaten? Should I make you some instant noodles?"

"No need, Rei-chan and I already ate outside." Yumeko’s already flushed face turned even redder as she quickly shook her head.

Her mind was a mess right now.

If she had known this would happen, she would never have agreed to Rei coming over!

It was all because she let her guard down and mentioned Shuu-kun over dinner.

Thinking back to the conversation, when Rei had been passionately berating Kitagawa Shuu, Yumeko had weakly interjected, "Shuu-kun found a job. He’s been working really hard, you know."

That single sentence had set Jabami Rei off like a bomb.

She had paid the bill immediately and insisted on following Yumeko home, determined to drive out this parasite once and for all.

Yet now, the man in question wasn’t reacting the way she expected.

Jabami Rei had anticipated rage, frustration, or at least some embarrassment. Instead, Kitagawa Shuu’s calm expression didn’t change at all.

The Kitagawa Shuu she remembered would have been furious if his pride was insulted like this. If it were a few months ago, he would have already exploded.

But now, looking into his deep eyes, she felt an unfamiliar energy.

Could Yumeko-chan be right? Had he truly turned over a new leaf?

No, no, no. He must be faking it, just to keep sucking the life out of my Yumeko-chan!

Jabami Rei straightened her posture, her gaze sharp. She went on the offensive.

"Kitagawa-san, I hope you can move out as soon as possible, okay?"

"Ah, Rei-chan, Shuu-kun..." Yumeko hadn’t expected Rei to be so direct.

She glanced between Rei and Kitagawa Shuu, momentarily at a loss.

She feared Kitagawa Shuu would get angry and start an argument with Rei—because he had a history of doing things like that.

But this time, she only saw him smile.

"I'm afraid that won't be possible."

Kitagawa Shuu smiled, his gaze steady and fearless as he looked into Jabami Rei's eyes.

"Besides, isn’t this something Yumeko should decide?"

Yumeko nodded furiously in agreement. "Rei-chan, listen! Shuu-kun really has changed! Not only did he find a job, but he’s also earning money by translating novels!"

Jabami Rei was stunned.

Translating novels? That must be a trick to fool gullible Yumeko!

Literary translators held respected positions in publishing houses. Even her senior classmates from the Faculty of Literature struggled to land such jobs.

What made a high school graduate like Kitagawa Shuu qualified?

"I don’t believe it!" Jabami Rei shook her head firmly.

"Rei-chan, look!" Yumeko carefully handed over some draft papers from the desk.

"Three Lost Hours..." Rei read the English text before glancing at the Japanese translation.

She flipped through the papers quickly. The last few pages were still fresh with ink.

If this was an act, it was incredibly well-prepared.

Her English wasn’t perfect, but she was still a student at the University of Tokyo. She could tell at a glance that Kitagawa Shuu's translation was solid—at least at a professional level.

Had his English really improved this much in just a few months?

Kitagawa Shuu casually added, "This is a short story by F. Scott Fitzgerald. You might know his famous work The Great Gatsby..."

"Okay, okay! No need to lecture me!" Rei cut him off, waving the papers.

Her gaze fell on Yumeko, who was looking at her nervously, as if worried about what she would do next.

Jabami Rei felt an overwhelming frustration.

After a long silence, she downed her tea in one gulp and slammed the cup onto the table.

"Fine. But remember your words today!"

She stood up sharply, her expression cold again. "At least stop making Yumeko work three jobs to support you!"

With that, she turned on her heel and left.

Kitagawa Shuu and Yumeko exchanged relieved smiles.
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Chapter 6: This Author Is a Bit Different from What I Imagined
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The next day.

As usual, Reina Saito arrived at the company entrance an hour early.

Today, Hashimoto Yudai, who was also on duty, arrived late, pushing his old bicycle sluggishly. Seeing her already waiting at the door, he immediately quickened his pace and greeted her with a bright smile.

"Good morning, Saito-sensei! I hope you haven’t been waiting long."

In Japan, there is no concept of starting work early. Even in the post-bubble economic downturn, the white-collar workers of these large corporations still strictly adhered to the ironclad rule of the 9-to-5 workday.

They believed in a simple principle: only when you treat yourself as a person will capitalists treat you the same.

The Japanese workplace was filled with this air of freedom, yet it also contained a rigid hierarchy that was difficult for foreigners to understand.

Somehow, these two contrasting elements coexisted harmoniously—just like Japan itself, full of contradictions yet fascinating.

Of course, there were always exceptions.

Reina Saito, whose performance was rather poor, was one such exception.

"It's nothing. I just arrived myself," Reina Saito replied with a smile, then reached into her handbag and took out a manuscript, her expression somewhat complicated.

Instinctively, Hashimoto Yudai reached out to take the manuscript, feeling a slight pang of disappointment.

So, it was returned after all.

Well, that was expected. If Kitagawa-san truly had the talent of a real writer, he wouldn’t still be an unknown security guard.

Still, the fact that his manuscript had been personally reviewed by Saito-sensei meant he had already surpassed 90% of new writers across the country!

Then, to his surprise, his outstretched hand grasped at nothing.

Reina Saito made no move to return the manuscript.

"Saito-sensei?" Hashimoto Yudai was confused by her reaction. First, he quickly unlocked the door and invited her into the security office to warm up with some hot tea.

The Tokyo morning in March was still a bit chilly.

Reina Saito cupped her hands around the paper cup, exhaling warm air into it. Through the security office window, she could faintly see the dark circles under her eyes.

Even makeup couldn’t fully conceal them...

Last night, she had stayed up reading Kitagawa Shu’s Hear the Wind Sing. It was only 46,000 words in total, yet it had taken her the entire night.

Since graduating, the last time she had pulled an all-nighter reviewing a manuscript was during her internship. Back then, she had been thrilled to have joined Gunzo and would even take manuscripts home after work.

That passion was unique to fresh hires. Unfortunately, it had faded within three months.

But last night, she had felt it once more.

"If it's a rejection, I can inform Kitagawa-san directly..." Hashimoto Yudai looked at Reina Saito, guessing that the manuscript was probably terrible. But considering its origin and her connection with Kitagawa-san, she was hesitating to say it outright.

So, that was the conclusion?

Although he hadn’t had high hopes, a part of him still wished that a fellow security guard could earn recognition from professional editors.

In today's Japan, literary figures shone like dazzling stars in an otherwise dark sky.

Even if they weren’t as scorching as the sun, their light was far better than being lost in endless darkness.

For most people, the stars were out of reach.

That was precisely why everyone wanted to get closer to them.

"No. I actually think this manuscript is quite good. But there are some details I’d like to discuss in person with this Kitagawa-san," Reina Saito shook her head quickly. "Can you get in touch with him?"

Was there a chance?

There was really a chance!

And Saito-sensei even wanted to meet in person!

Hashimoto Yudai's hands trembled slightly from excitement.

It almost felt like he was the one who had written the manuscript.

After a few moments of shock, he quickly nodded. "Yes, yes! He works at King Records nearby. If needed, I can go get him right now..."

Before he could finish speaking, he saw a familiar tall figure strolling over.

It was none other than Kitagawa Shu, dressed in the same security guard uniform, his looks rivaling top male celebrities.

Last night, Jabami Rei had given him an ultimatum. Though Kitagawa Shu hadn't taken it seriously, it did make him more aware of how tough Itou Yumeko's situation was.

Adachi Ward was on the outskirts of Tokyo, often referred to as the city’s “slum.” Even so, the apartment they rented cost 56,000 yen per month, not including utilities, maintenance, and other fees.

To support both herself and Kitagawa Shu, Yumeko, still a sophomore in university, had to work three part-time jobs after classes.

That was why she always came home later than Kitagawa Shu.

The burden of life had always rested on her frail shoulders, yet she had never once complained to him.

When he first arrived in this world, completely focused on work and copying books, Kitagawa Shu hadn’t paid much attention to these things.

Looking back now, she really was pushing herself too hard.

So, Kitagawa Shu had become more proactive.

Taking advantage of a free moment before work, he decided to stop by Kodansha to check on his manuscript—maybe he could get some new information.

And then he saw this scene.

A beautiful woman, clearly a full-time employee, stood next to Hashimoto Yudai, who was anxiously waving at him. Eventually, he just stuck his head out of the window and yelled.

Kitagawa Shu stepped into the security office, where Hashimoto Yudai quickly introduced him to Reina Saito.

Such a young editor.

Such a young writer!

Both of them had the same thought.

"Nice to meet you, Kitagawa-san," Reina Saito bowed slightly with a warm smile. The twin ponytails behind her head swayed gently as she bent at the waist.

"Likewise. Pleased to meet you," Kitagawa Shu withdrew his instinctively outstretched hand and returned the greeting with a smile.

Formal Japanese greetings usually involved bowing, but he was more accustomed to handshakes. Even after more than half a month in this world, he still hadn’t gotten used to it.

After all, as a security guard, he rarely encountered formal settings like this. Most of the time, he was the one bowing while others ignored him, or they just exchanged brief nods.

Worried that Kitagawa Shu might miss this golden opportunity, Hashimoto Yudai kept dropping hints, repeatedly emphasizing Reina Saito's position and intentions.

His well-meaning actions, however, could have backfired in this situation.

After all, Reina Saito was a full-time editor at Gunzo, holding a far higher status than either of them. She was the one in control.

Luckily, she didn’t seem like the type to look down on people. If she were, she wouldn’t have even bothered reading the manuscript seriously.

And while Hashimoto Yudai’s approach was clumsy, Kitagawa Shu still appreciated his kindness. So, he let him finish speaking before turning to Reina Saito. "What advice do you have for me, Saito-sensei?"

"This isn't the best place to talk. If you don’t mind, I’d like to invite you to our meeting room for a more detailed discussion. Would that be alright?"

Reina Saito had too many questions about Hear the Wind Sing—she felt like they wouldn’t be resolved quickly. So, she simply invited Kitagawa Shu to Kodansha’s headquarters.

Hearing this, Kitagawa Shu knew this was serious. He smiled and nodded. "Of course. But I need to be back by 9 AM for work. I hope you understand."

He glanced at the wall clock—8:12 AM.

Reina Saito paused before realizing he was a security guard and had to be there to receive employees. She smiled. "That’s fine. I won’t take too much of your time."

Off to the side, Hashimoto Yudai was sweating nervously.

Hey, if you get signed, Saito-sensei will be your future editor, you know!
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Chapter 7: You Mean You Made All This Up?
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The headquarters of Kodansha appeared from the outside as a collection of six- to seven-story modern buildings—nothing particularly impressive in the highly developed city of Tokyo.

From its exterior alone, one would never guess that this publishing giant managed over 50 different magazines, published around 2,000 new books annually, achieved a total annual book and magazine sales revenue of 120 billion yen, and employed approximately 1,000 full-time staff.

Saito Reina led Kitagawa Shu into the building. It was still early in the morning, and not a single other employee was in sight.

"This elevator leads up to the editorial offices of Shonen Magazine. We’ll be walking from here."

Saito Reina, in a pleasant mood, introduced Kodansha’s organizational structure and departmental layout to Kitagawa Shu as they walked.

Kodansha was most renowned for its manga editorial departments.

After all, alongside Shueisha and Shogakukan, it formed the "Big Three" of Japan’s manga publishing industry, boasting legendary titles like Ghost in the Shell, Slam Dunk, Parasyte, and Initial D.

Compared to Shonen Magazine, the pure literature magazine Gunzo was relatively lesser known. It was founded in 1946 by Kodansha’s fourth president, Nomura Shoichi, who was regarded as the "Restorer of Kodansha."

Yet, shortly after its inception, Gunzo was ranked among Japan’s five major literary magazines, and its Gunzo New Writers Award became a gateway for aspiring authors into the Japanese literary world.

Upon stepping into the Gunzo editorial office, Kitagawa Shu immediately noticed a faint fragrance of orchids. A communal bookshelf by the entrance displayed neatly arranged issues of Gunzo, with lower shelves holding the winning works of the Gunzo New Writers Award. Since its founding in 1946, a total of 49 new writers had earned this prestigious honor.

Most of them had since become pillars of the Japanese literary scene.

Curious, Kitagawa Shu crouched down to browse through the names: Oshima Hikaru, Oda Mamiko, Yamada Yuri...

Great. Not a single one was familiar to him.

And no Murakami Haruki either.

Even better.

"Kitagawa-san?"

Standing at the doorway to the meeting room, Saito Reina glanced back and was momentarily reminded of herself when she first arrived at this place.

Back then, she too had crouched down just like Kitagawa Shu, running her hands over these books, fantasizing that one day her own work would be displayed among them.

Unfortunately, after over a year of reviewing manuscripts and interacting with various authors, she had finally come to a realization.

She simply did not have the talent for this profession.

"Ah, my apologies, Saito-sensei. Seeing these books, I couldn’t help but stop and pay my respects... These are all esteemed predecessors I deeply admire."

Kitagawa Shu uttered this blatant lie with a straight face.

Saito Reina chuckled, pushed open the meeting room door, and gestured for him to enter. "Perhaps one day, Kitagawa-san’s work will be displayed here as well."

"That would be an impossible dream." Kitagawa Shu smiled, holding the door open for her before stepping inside and gently closing it behind him.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
T OcCULEe Guard,
Secret N ovehst






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





