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Prologue




Burnt Out Magical Girl.
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The ringing bells of an alarm clock is the first thing she hears in the day, the ungodly brain raking sound that causes our faithful heroine to reach under her bed and grab hold of her magic wand to shoot a bolt of lightning at the clock and obliterate it...making this the fifteenth alarm clock to bite the dust this month.

This is the initial beginnings of a morning routine for Earth's least favourite Magical Girl, Myra Makamae. A girl who has a natural disdain for her own existence, and is seemingly counting the days until she dies, not because she is exactly depressed per se, but more over, she is just not a fan of the public opinion surrounding her. So the mere thought of waking up yet again to face the world is much too daunting to say the least.

A stable reluctant streak brewed over years of grievances centred over her work ethic, coming to a head last year when a report stated that out of all 190,000,459 crimes committed within her home town of Endemic City she only managed to stop 3759 of them....So according to the same report, the girl can't do anything right apparently.

Regardless of the negative words, the hazing in the street, and the countless cups of piping hot coffee that gets thrown at her on a daily basis, she still perseveres, not because she wants to, but because her pet familiar, Dastan (a female chain smoking collie who can talk) forces her to, getting paid in magical energy by the hour to guide Myra...or something, it's hard to figure out her motivations, because she tends to lie a lot about the subject.

In the end, the point is, her job is to make sure Myra does two things...
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Heads to school everyday...

And...

Saves the world from certain destruction whenever it is in the slightest ounce of trouble...
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With today being a school day it is apparent which one is going to take priority now, as the collie enters the room and rips the blanket off of her client, tossing it to the side and waking her up with a follow up lecture, the poor familiar feels as though she may as well be talking to a pile of snapped twigs, since they'd likely give a better ovation to her arrival.

Dastan: Come on, wake up already, don't make me elbow drop you in the spine like some bad Loli Sister Wake Up Routine!

Myra, only really paying attention to bits and pieces of this warning through her vain attempts to hide her head underneath her pillow, contests the dog the best she can.

Myra: Come back when you evolve yourself some elbows, and then we'll talk.

Dastan knowing fine well the direction this is heading in, skips the negotiation steps and opts for her final resort, a.k.a the nuclear option of waking Myra up.

This entails heading to the opposite side of the room, picking up the remote for the near by television set, and putting it on to the horrific sight of a morning talk show programme featuring a mix of celebrity interviews, showbiz news, topical discussion, competitions, health, and more that opens with such a sunny saxophone intro theme that Myra is quick to shoot more sparkling lasers out of her wand destroy the television set as she screams.

Myra: I'm up! I'm up!...Please for the love of all that is freaking holy...never do that again.

Dastan: Remind me again why you hate that show so much?

Myra: It's too nice...I'm not made for pleasantries, book plugs, and Christmas shopping tips...

Dastan: You're right, you're made for saving the world and doing it with a bubbly smile. So are you ready to move, or am I gonna need to drag a second television set up here and make you suffer more?

Myra: Yeah, I somehow don't think my bi-polar father would be cool with that when he's planning on having his drinking buddies over for the proverbial “game” tonight.

Dastan: I'm sure he'd be chilled about it...

Myra: The hell he would, he's a fucking psycho.

Dastan: I've yet to see any evidence of that.

Suddenly, the door to Myra's bedroom swings open as her father, a 7 foot sailor with a think black beard and what seems to be a million tattoos on his arms, enters and stands over Myra's bed. Taking one look at the missing TV and surrounding blast residue, he takes a deep breath and then calmly asks.

Father: Where is your television set, my dear?

Myra: I may have reacted poorly to the morning wake up programming again, my bad.

Father: Your bad? Don't give me that garbage, GO OUT AND PAY FOR A NEW ONE RIGHT NOW!!!!

The burly troll of a man exploding in a fit of rage at this moment, hooks Myra in the face so hard that she is sent falling back on to her bed, and he then lifts the bed over head and throws it through the widow at a supreme velocity that has it landing with an explosive impact in the middle of the main road outside.

This leaves Myra tumbling along the ground for a few seconds until she comes to a slow stop by a street crossing. Just a she is about to sit up, she is run over by a sixteen wheel delivery truck, with the driver inside shouting at her with pure venom as he passes by.

Truck Driver: You call yourself a speed bump, you lazy bitch!? Get a real job!!!

Left crawling onto the pavement in agony at this stage, Myra trembles for a moment as Dastan draws close, looking her up and down trying to estimate the damages, and after concluding that they are "minimal" she is quick to concede to her previously incorrect assumption.

Dastan: OK, I'll be the first to admit, I had no clue your father was such a maniac, if it weren't for my fur? My face would probably be pretty red right now.

Myra: ...

Dastan: Are you even listening to me, Myra?

Myra: Kind of...I think I'm suffering from a lot of internal bleeding right now, so you'll forgive me if I'm slow on the uptake...

Dastan: Now hold on, you know as well as I do Magical Girls can't spend their days lying around worrying about a few scratches. I want you to take that negative hat off and put on your workman's cap, because we've got places to be today.

Myra: I was thinking I could maybe go to a hospital?

Dastan: No dice, because there's a bank robbery taking place on main street that requires our immediate attention...Come on! Get up! It's now or never!

Myra: I seriously don't think I can move....

Myra having this tested right away, has a glass milk bottle shattered over the back of her skull by a passing milk man who spits on her also, whilst speaking in a scathing manner.

Milkman: That's for not stopping the city bridge from burning down last week, LOSER!

Using this as motivational fuel for her, Dastan taps her paw off of the pavement twice and then says.

Dastan: See, if you don't move, that and more will happen over and over again. You can't afford to sit around and pass up chances to improve your P.R. status.

After saying this, a passing delivery drone drops a can of tomato soup on Myra's head just as she tries to stand, forcing her to face-plant off of the ground just in time for the rain to start, beating down off of her head and quickly drenching her.

This cold shower forces her to battle her way back up to her feet one last time, as she uses the walls of every building she passes as a crutch for the long ten block walk towards the previously mentioned bank, where there is a robbery in progress.

Of course, there are cops present in response to the alarms getting tripped within the bank. They are already in the midst of trying to negotiate with the crooks from a safe distance, using their cars as cover, whilst their superior speaks through a megaphone, trying to barter for the release of the hostages within.

Communications are quickly put on hold however, as the the Police Chief hears the rapidly encroaching sounds of an angry mob booing behind him, and upon turning to investigate why, he immediately spots the reason, Myra Makamae, bleeding from the nose and ear badly as she draws close.

In her current condition, she has her wand in hand, and looks as though she is simply trying to power through the pain she is in to save the hostages before she passes out. This is made difficult however, as the Police Chief instantly approaches her the moment she limps close enough to speak to him, and he screams in her ear.

Police Chief: What time do you call this, huh!? Are you on a fucking break or something!?!

He then draws a taser and rams it into her abdomen, much to the collective cheer of all surrounding civilians, police officers, and the crooks are even so impressed with it that they let 2 out of the 19 hostages go as a reward.

Though one would think the logical thing to do at this stage would be to continue beating Myra senseless to save the rest of them, the Police Chief instead opts to only kick her once more in the stomach as she falls down on all fours, and he barks orders at her.

Police Chief: Get in there and do your job, you no good volunteer-hero you!

Myra struggling to hear anything past then endless ringing in her ears at this stage however, doesn't register this command, and instead just moves toward the door under her own volition, turning to face Dastan by her side only once on her path to the bank entrance, seeing that the collie is saying something to her, but she can't easily figure out what.

By the time she finally makes her way through the front door of the bank, she raises her wand, looking ready to cast some magic spell to restrain all 26 of the armed gun men within, but unfortunately, she doesn't realise that the Police Chief forecasted her entrance to them during her slow advance, allowing them to be more than ready to open fire the second she raises her hand.

And for 7 whole minutes, all that anyone can see is bits and piece getting blown off of Myra Makame's body, as her living tissue is chainsawed off of her body with machine-gun fire, riddling the wall's floors and doors of the bank with Magical Girl blood, until her body is nothing more than a bullet mauled torso with a lifeless tear-filled face that collapses on the bank floor with a heartless bang.

Making this the day that Earth's least favourite Magical Girl, Myra Makamae, died.
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Chapter 1




The Rest Stop Between Realms.
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Unpopular Magical Girl Myra Makamae's death was met with nothing but ultimately average responses from the mortal world the moment it took place.
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The police reported it as a murder/suicide (for some reason).

The crooks just stepped around the corpse and left with their money, and were allowed to keep it because they did the world a favour in killing Myra Makamae.

The News had better things to report on 20 minutes after it happened.

The hostages had an after party with the robbers, motivated from developing Stockholm Syndrome ridiculously quick and falling in love.

And the rest of the world moved on, and will probably only think about Myra Makamae the next time their city is attacked by Golzek the Destroyer, or some other kind of colossal beast that fighter jets are incapable of besting....but even then, they'd probably still just complain about the bad job she could've done in thwarting such a threat as opposed to appreciating the finer points of having a legit Magical Girl there to save them...

––––––––
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All of it is academic in the end however, as she is now far from Earth, and is currently waking up screaming, all whilst sitting in a maroon-coloured chair within a white waiting room that is completely empty.

Barring herself and Dastan, there is no one else here, and in her infinite confusion, she looks ready to ask a million and one questions, but is first offered a coping mechanism as Dastan pushes a pack of cigarettes across the waiting room table towards Myra with her paw, as she says.

Dastan: Here, take one. Don't worry, they're pretty relaxed about the rules in this place, no one's gonna get on your case about smoking here.

Shrugging her shoulders before quickly taking a cigarette and lighting it, after taking one draw she leans back in her chair and calmly looks over her body briefly to confirm that she is indeed no longer a scattered mound of diced meat on a bank floor, and is fully intact.

With this immediate concern squared away, she finally throws the terrifying topic out on to the floor for discussion.

Myra: So...are we in heaven right now?

Dastan: Heaven? You wish...this is...not quite there.

Myra: Hell?

Dastan: Oh God no...You messed up once or twice, but you were also someone who saved millions of human lives over the years. They have to take these things into account.

Myra: Alright...but if we're both here...then does that mean you died too?

Dastan: Nope, I cannot die, because I'm technically not alive in the mortal sense. The bullets just zipped right through me. You were the only one who got your organs splattered across the walls of that joint.

Myra: Is that right?...Oh well...easy come, easy go. I was never a donor anyway, I had this distinct feeling like all of my Magical Girl insides would react poorly if they used it to preserve the life of an alcoholic for 2 more years via a transplant.

Dastan: I like that you're handling this well and all, but if I could ask you to take this just a pinch more seriously, that'd be great.

Myra: Why, I thought you said I was in the good books for saving human lives?

Dastan: Saving them from dying, yeah...But you were also unpleasant to look at for some of them.

Myra: Are you saying I'm ugly, you stupid fucking mutt!?

Dastan: No, I'm just saying, you lacked a lot of things that are considered really important in this day and age for being a hero/heroine in general.

Myra: Oh yeah, like what?

Dastan: Well for one thing, you didn't wield a strong social media presence, image is everything, and you didn't really set the world on fire with poignant online posts.

Myra: Fuck off, people don't get into heaven for good social media etiquette.

Dastan: Wanna bet, the last guy in this waiting room had over 100,000 followers on his favourite platform of choice...they didn't even register the fact that he ate living children out of a nursing ward, or that he sold what ever organs he couldn't finish to the slaughter houses for filler. They just read that he would take nice pictures and quote Sir Isaac Newton incorrectly to makes his words more relevant with today's culture, and that bought the son of a bitch a one-way ticket into heaven.

Myra: If you ask me? It sounds like heaven's standards are slipping.

Dastan: You're not wrong, which is kind of why you're in some deep trouble here.

Myra: Care to elaborate?

Dastan: I think it's worth pointing out, that when the bar lowers? Everyone gets a shot at entry, regardless of whether they deserve it or not, which means...depending on who is watching the gates...you might get a harsh judgment on the most miniscule element of your sins.

Myra: Hold on, does that mean we're in some kind of literal waiting room to get into heaven here?

Dastan: That'd be an accurate description of this place, yes.

Looking both ways around the empty waiting room, Myra grows rapidly more confused with each passing second and quickly implores the collie familiar to start making sense.

Myra: ...Then what the hell are we waiting on exactly!? We're the only people here!

Dastan: That is a weird one, it really goes against the old... "a person is murdered on Earth with every snap of a finger" quip, today is really slow in terms of death toll.

Myra: You mean I am, legit, the only person who has died on Earth today?

Dastan: Spooky, right? It's probably just that everyone is busy celebrating the fact that your dead.

Myra: Yeah, fuck you too.

Dastan: No, no, don't take it that way. I was just speaking objectively here. Crooks and super villains alike will be happy you're gone because now they can lie, cheat, steal, murder, and essentially take over the world at the leisure. And when it comes to the opposite "good" side of the spectrum? Namely all your police officers, military men, and general civilians, they've hated you ever since vloggers started pummelling you in their top 10 lists of worst Magical Girls. So they'll no doubt be doing their thing online right now, celebrating until something minorly interesting happens....which'll probably take all of about two seconds.

Myra: And how does this short attention span analysis of the civilian population explain the lack of death exactly?

Dastan: It doesn't, my point was finished when I said all the criminal elements would be busy partying, and no doubt plotting the untimely demise of civil order as we know it....Luckily for you? That's not your problem any more...though on reflection your death will likely be blamed for the whole thing, so you can rest easy knowing that your selfish demise will have brought about an extraodrinarly dark era of human history in their eyes.

Myra: Isn't there anything we can do?

Dastan: Nope. It's time to move on for you.

Myra: Move on? Like to...somewhere else outside of heaven and hell?

Dastan: We'll find out, buckle up..

Myra: Buckle up? With what, this is a waiting room, not a fucking humveeeeee!!!!!

Getting shot out of the room's ceiling on her seat, the chair flies all the way through the absent void of space until Myra crashes through the floor of a yet another stock, all-white building.

With no furniture present, and only a single window at the front, Myra is quick to dust the rubble off of herself and advance on the window that is at the back of this otherwise featureless space, with Dastan materialising at her side whilst she walks.

The moment she draws close enough to do so, she rings the bell on the desk, pulling the attention of a racoon wearing a green dealer's visor who jumps on to the seat by the desk, sitting atop the stack of encyclopedias present to help him reach as he speaks fluent English to Myra whilst introducing himself.

Bronze: Hey there, the mane's Bronze, how ya doin...

Myra: I...!?

Bronze: Don't answer that question, it's just a formality, I don't actually care.

Myra: OK...?

Bronze: Now, are you all that's here today?

Myra: Eh..I guess?

Dastan: It's been a slow day in terms of human demise overall.

Bronze: I wish I'd known, I would've extended my lunch break...(sighs)...Oh well, let's just take a look at the...one file...and see where we're at..

The racoon pulls up some type of record out of a brown folder, and he starts flicking through the pages, muttering things to himself as Myra nervously looks back and forth between the racoon and Dastan, feeling eerily unsettled by their lack of tension in this matter.

After some light reading, and some seemingly arbitrary key battering on the nearby typewriter, the racoon finally reaches a his own verdict as he pulls up a few points to Myra.

Bronze: This thing here where it says you failed to save a city in Europe from an vicious monster attack, what gives with that?

Myra: Oh...are you talking about my last run in with Golzek the Destroyer?

Bronze: I think we both know I am...

Myra: Well, you see... he's a monster who is taller than your average skyscraper, he carries a battle axe, and to top it all off? The fucker breathes fire and speaks in a really gravelly voice which is...kinda scary.

Bronze taking a moment to add her recent curse word to her permanent record against her, looks back up to her straight afterwards and pushes for more details.

Bronze: That still doesn't explain why you couldn't stop three famous bridges getting knocked down, and why six double decker buses needed to perish before you managed to topple the beast?

Myra: What the fuck are you talking about, I just told you, the beast is bigger than a dinosaur, and he eats developing sovereign nations for breakfast! The only reason all of the world's other super heroes and magical elements don't get shit for not taking him out clean is because they're all scared shitless of him and would rather tip-toe/fly around him whilst whistling nonchalantly as opposed to risk the bad PR of trying and failing to beat him.

Bronze: About that, it says out of the 164 times you fought him to protect nations around the world, you lost to him 4 times. Would you mind giving me a reason for this?

Myra: I've already said my reasons! The monster is hot shit on the battle field! I was the only one who ever told him to lay off the mortals and fought him over it! The cunt was bound to get wise to my tactics on a few occasions.

Bronze: It's still not what we'd call a consistent performance, is it?

Myra: I guess not, but did they mention in that report that on two of those instances where I lost to him, that it was in the middle of exam season, and I wasn't getting much sleep?

Bronze: No, but that doesn't really matter, there are much more proficient heroes with harder occupations than a mere school girl.

Myra: Well it's their fucking problem now, because I'm dead and Golzek is no doubt still ticking and eating explorers somewhere on his home island where they unleashed his curse in the very beginning...So I honestly don't care any more.

Bronze takes a moment to mark down Myra's lack of empathy for humanity's future blight, which leads Dastan to facepalm at this visible train-wreck, whilst Bronze moves on to listing quick fire points which Myra is just as quick to try to defend.

Bronze: It says here you posed naked for magazine shoot?

Myra: I was made to, my dad really wanted the rent money.

Bronze: It says you stole the pope's hat?

Myra: I was tasked with finding out if he kept a rabbit...or a bouquet of roses under there.

Bronze: You once manually adjusted the time of the great clock at the north end of the Palace of Westminster in London?

Myra: I was flying around the entire world to stop and asteroid from crashing into the planet, I didn't even know what country I was in...I still thought it was my home nation, so I manually fixed it for the time difference..

Bronze: You raced a rocket car across the great wall of China, AND used your powers to cheat and win?

Myra: To be fair, I thought it was for charity...but it turns out the cause was bogus, it was to get breast augmentations more accessible for the mainstream.  It wasn't until I started getting chased across the Atlantic ocean by scalpel wielding surgeons, with a surprising wealth of naval skills, that I realised what I'd gotten myself into.

Bronze: You didn't have a donor card?

Dastan: In her defence, we've already discussed the idea of post op patients exploding in a sea of sparkles as a result of her over-powered magical organs getting inserted, and...in the end, there wasn't much left to donate of her body with the mess she was left in.

Bronze: You stopped looking both ways before crossing the street?

Myra: Why would I? I can fly, I seldom crossed the street on the ground.

Bronze: This report claims you talked loudly in a library over 193 times in your life?

Myra: Define loud?

Bronze: You stuffed your bra at the homecoming dance.

Myra: What kind of fucking perverted report is that!?

Bronze: You've even been straight up banned in some countries!?

Myra: It's probably due to my revealing magical garbs most of the time. But you gotta admit, it also makes protecting them from Golzek difficult to say the least, when the shit heads are firing their AA-guns at me instead of the tower-sized monster, but whatever...

Bronze: I've read enough...

Myra: So am I getting into heaven now?

Bronze: Are you fuck!

Myra: Excuse me?

Bronze: What have you done in your life aside from saving a few million humans in your spare time?

Myra: I...eh... well...I guess if that doesn't impress you, I have nothing to offer as a retort.

Bronze: That's right you don't. And your sour attitude cobbled together with your glum report couldn't have come at a worse time for you.

Myra: Why?

Bronze: Well, heaven is pretty packed these days. And hell wouldn't fucking want you.

Myra: Are you mad with me or something?

Bronze: Nope, I don't really care, honestly.

Myra: Then why can't I just go in to heaven and play some backgammon with Jesus and Abe Lincoln?

Bronze: Do you even know those people?

Myra: No, I just figured it'd be a safe bet that they were both in there.

Bronze: Well I'm not at liberty to divulge that kind of information to you, since you're not getting in.

Dastan: Alright! We get it, too bad for heaven, and too good for hell. I take it that means there's only one of two options left, given her age?

Bronze: Correct, and since limbo is also pretty packed these days, you'll be going to Jupiter.

Myra: Very funny...

Bronze: You think I'm joking!?

Myra: I...eh...kinda was, until you started yelling at least.

Dastan: Just give her the rundown, Bronze. I kind of want to get some shut eye somewhere in the coming hours, and I'd rather know where sooner than later.

Myra: You're sticking with me Dastan!? I'm going to the fastest spinning planet in the solar system!? Is there even anything there aside from 67 moons and 50 kilometre dense cloud formations!?!

Dastan: Wow, who knew you were actually paying THAT much attention in classes back on Earth?

Bronze: And to answer your question, there is something there, yes.

Myra: What though? It was my understanding that when it comes to weather patterns, Jupiter hits nuclear extremes. The planet has storms that can grow to thousands of kilometres in diameter in the matter of hours, and it also experiences brutal wind-storms, lightning...to the point that it'd make colonization impossible.

Bronze: Maybe for humans. But God fixed the place up real nice to be a barely hospitable frost-ridden waste land via divine climate control.

Myra: Waste land?

Dastan: Don't freak out, it's just miserably cold there, nothing too terrifying. It's just from an outside
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