












WHAT IS MAGICAL GIRL RAISING PRO-
JECT?

Simple and fun for beginners, yet deep enough to keep experts
addicted!

Beautiful card art from world-renowned artists!

Highly animated characters like you’d find in an action game!

Five hundred character types and two thousand items! The com-
binations are infinite!

Completely free to play! No purchase required—ever!

Welcome to a world of dreams and magic!

This is Magical Girl Raising Project, an RPG where you can
become the ultimate magical girl! The Magical Kingdom has ap-
pointed you as Earth’s guardian—a cute, fashionable, and power-
ful heroine, who must use her powers to fight against the forces of
darkness! But don’t forget the magical pals, costumes, magic
items, and catchphrases you also have at your disposal. Defeat
enemies to gain magical candies and become the magical girl of
your dreams! The world is always in dire need of more of you, so
be brave and take the first step! Your dreams will surely come
true.



PROLOGUE

That night, Ako Hatoda was in a bind.

Having gone straight to her part-time job after school, it
wasn’t until she’d arrived at her front door, after walking home
along the road with the lone bus stop, that she realized she’d lost
her key. The small bit of metal would take forever to find under
the best of circumstances, not to mention it was night out. It was
fall, meaning the sun set earlier. Her only aids would be the weak
light of the streetlamps and the moon.

Of course, she could just wait until her aunt and uncle came
home to unlock the door. But that wouldn’t change the fact that
she’d lost the key… They’d have to change the locks in case some-
one picked it up and decided to use it. The last thing she wanted
to be was an inconvenience.

Three months ago, her father had been arrested for stabbing
her mother to death, and Ako’s uncle, her mother’s younger
brother, took her in. She knew how much of a burden she was…
She got to attend the same school, received an allowance, and
wanted for nothing, but she was a constant nuisance.

She’d once visited her father in jail, but he’d turned her away,
saying “Don’t ever come back.” At school, no one talked to Ako.
For some reason, everyone knew about the argument between her
parents that had turned deadly, and they whispered rumors
about her incessantly. But no one talked to her. Ako was just a
plague, a source of endless trouble for others.

So she decided to kill herself. Her mother had once com-



plained tiredly, “You’re as stubborn as your father,” but the deci-
sion she’d reached seemed wholly reasonable to Ako. Better this
than to remain a nuisance. She had slowly begun preparations for
her suicide. She’d disposed of all her personal effects, had written
her will, and had been steadily stealing her uncle’s sleeping pills
here and there so they wouldn’t be missed, hiding them in her
desk drawer. She only needed a little more to do the deed.

But now she’d gone and lost the key. The whole point of killing
herself was to keep from causing trouble, yet here she was caus-
ing even more. Disgusted with herself for being stupid enough to
lose her key at such a critical juncture, she sank down on the
doorstep, hugging her knees. In her mind, the missing key be-
came a symbol of everything bad in her life. It was all she could
think about, and tears started pouring from her eyes.

“Are you okay?”

The voice was out of place. Maybe not so much around a mid-
dle schooler like Ako, but not one you were likely to hear in a resi-
dential neighborhood at night, and especially not one this
adorable.

“If something’s wrong, please tell me. Like… being locked out
of the house because you lost your key?”

Ako looked up to see a girl so beautiful her heart raced just
looking at her. Her white skin was almost translucent against the
darkness of the night, her features all flawlessly arranged on her
perfect face. Her smile was slightly awkward, and the contrast
with her striking appearance made it that much lovelier.

Her outfit, however, was quite strange. At first glance, it
seemed like a school uniform, but the style was way too garish. In
fact, it was more like cosplay. She had a scarf fringed with frills
and a skirt adorned with white flowers. Her armbands were em-



blazoned with some kind of school insignia, but it wasn’t local.
The same crest decorated her knee-high socks—no, they were ac-
tually white boots. The moonlight illuminated her platinum-
blond hair, which was done up with a ribbon and flowers of
purest white.

The words “magical girl” popped into Ako’s head. Stunned,
she somehow managed to convey that she had, in fact, lost her
key. The girl nodded and said, “I’ll be right back,” then vanished
with a gust of wind, a fruity scent tickling Ako’s nose.

She had met a real magical girl.

Five minutes later, the girl returned, breathing heavily.

“Is this your key?”

It was indeed hers.

“Don’t go losing it again, now.”

The girl smiled, and Ako, captivated, stood to thank her.
Somehow, even though they looked nothing alike, her expression
reminded Ako of her mother, back when she still loved her father.
It was a cheerful smile that made others happy to see it.

She bowed and thanked the girl, but when she looked up, no
one was there. Her benefactor just had to have been a magical
girl. Ako’s spirits soared, and her heart felt warm. She didn’t feel
like dying anymore, now that she knew magical girls were real.
She’d been saved. Ako wondered if she could become one, too—if
she did, would people need her? The prospect was exciting. Did
someone out there need Ako?



CHAPTER 1
Black & White

After the government merged several municipalities four years
ago, the harbor metropolis of N City became the largest city in the
area. It encompassed the futuristic business sector, where
uniquely designed buildings jutted up around city hall; moun-
tainous villages, abandoned and left to rot; a great hospital,
equipped with the latest medical technology; and a massive fac-
tory that had gone bankrupt and had to be demolished. Alto-
gether, this formed a uniquely twisted city forced into being by
the government.

And six months ago, reports of “magical girls” started flooding
in from this N City.

As a car raced down the highway at blistering speeds well
above the speed limit, the driver heard a knock on the window.
He turned to look, thinking it was a rock, and discovered a smil-
ing witch riding a broomstick. “You should slow down,” she
warned.

As a truck bore down on a child chasing a ball into the street, a
girl clad in armor appeared between them and stopped the truck
with her bare hands, then disappeared without a word.

As a guy hit on some young women and refused to take no for
an answer, a girl with doglike ears ran up on all fours and
dragged him away.

The only thing witnesses could agree on was that the girls were



“too beautiful to be human.” Yet their appearances, their clothes,
and the situations in which they appeared were all scattered and
unrelated. No one could tell the story the same way twice.

At first, people laughed it off as overactive imaginations, tall
tales, and general BS. But the sightings continued pouring in, and
a video of “Two Angels In Flight Holding Hands” was even up-
loaded to a video-sharing website, causing the rumors to spread
like wildfire.

“It’s real!” “No, it’s gotta be a fake.” In the workplace, in
schools, on the Net—people everywhere were talking. Sometimes
self-professed recipients of their help stepped forward and shared
their stories, fanning the debate over the believability of the
videos and the existence of these girls.

One witness swore that upon asking one, “Who are you?” the
girl had answered, “I am a magical girl.” It was at this point the
“mystery girls” became “magical girls.” Fan sites and research
blogs cropped up one after another online, and aggregate sites
updated daily with news about the sightings. One of the latest was
particularly thrilling: A gunslinger girl like something straight out
of a Western had raided the apartment of a triad gangster in the
red-light district, beat up the bodyguards, and stolen all the
money and guns inside.

“Hey, doesn’t this sound like it actually happened?”

Three middle school girls sat waiting at a bus stop, one show-
ing the other two the screen of her smartphone. On it was an ag-
gregate site with the latest magical-girl reports.

“You really like that crap, don’t you? No way it’s real.”

“What? It seems totally real, don’t you think?”



“This article’s too believable. It’s like whoever wrote it was ac-
tually there.”

“Yocchan, you always shut me down. Fine, so what if it does
sound like they were there?”

“I shut you down because what you’re saying is stupid, Sumi.
If whoever posted it was actually involved, one of the gangsters or
the mystery girl herself would have to have written an article, and
they aren’t gonna do that. Plus, aren’t you too old for this?”

“Wouldn’t it be cool if they did exist, though?”

The third girl, watching her friends’ discussion, could no
longer keep quiet.

“Yocchan, Sumi, you’re both wrong. If magical girls were real,
they wouldn’t do stuff like that. They care about justice and help-
ing people in need.”

“Thanks for the flowery opinion.”

“Yuki, your world is all, like, rainbows and unicorns, huh? It’s
almost delusional.”

Behind the bus stop where the middle school girls argued over
the rumors was a seven-story office building, the Seventh Sankou
building. Atop its roof, a lone girl was considering the same arti-
cle. She wore a Japanese kimono, but one showing enough skin to
be a swimsuit. On her feet were extra-tall geta wooden slippers, a
shuriken pin in her hair—all in all, more of a costume than an
outfit. Only a magical girl would go out in public with such a
getup in N City.

“Is this for real…?” she asked, pointing at the article on her
magical phone. The heart-shaped screen shut off for a moment.



Then, a light shone forth to form the holographic image of a
sphere, hard and smooth like tile, floating in front of a lake back-
ground. Its right half was black, the left white, in an unsettling
design. From its body sprouted one wing that fluttered like a but-
terfly’s, scattering glittering scales into the air with every beat. Its
face was an emoji-like smile, frozen in place and never changing,
from which came a high, childlike voice.

This creature was Fav, a mascot character.

“It could be a fake, pon. Or it could be real, pon.” The sphere
did a flip and finished with a burst of sparkling scales. Blinded,
the girl averted her eyes. “Calamity Mary could do something like
this, pon. That silly girl loves to play the outlaw, so she tends to
pull crazy stunts, pon.”

Calamity Mary had laid claim to N City’s Jounan district. Mag-
ical girls would often call the area under their protection their
“land” or “home,” but she more fittingly called it her “territory.”
Her actions warranted unkind descriptors such as “vulgar,”
“crude,” “savage,” and more. Even the mascot had belittled her
with “outlaw.”

“So it’s true…?”

“Fav can’t possibly tell you that, pon. If Fav spilled the beans
every time someone asked what another magical girl was up to,
Fav would be a tattletale, pon. And fairies hate tattletales, pon.”

“Then what about this…?” She swiped a finger across the
screen to a new page. Sightings of the “girl in white” vastly out-
numbered those of all the other magical girls combined. She even
had her own special section of the site dedicated to her. “I think
that’s too many sightings.”

“Oh, Snow White’s page? She works the hardest of all, pon.
That’s just the tip of the iceberg, pon. She works double, even



triple what you see there for the good of the people, pon.” The
clearly inorganic black-and-white sphere with its organic-looking
wing did two more flips and landed on a flower. “Ripple, weren’t
you looking at that site before, pon?”

“Was I…?”

“Is a rivalry brewing, pon?”

“No… I’m just surprised she works so hard.”

“Rivalries are good in Fav’s opinion, pon. It’s a wonderful
thing to have everyone competing, pon.”

“Hmm…”

The girl, Ripple, looked away from her device, brought her
dangling legs together, and dived from the edge of the roof she’d
been sitting on, landing easily on the ground sixty feet below.

“Why’d you suddenly jump down, pon?”

“A pest is coming, so I just wanted to get out of the way…”

“A pest, pon?”

Ripple looked up from the valley between office buildings, and
Fav followed her line of sight. A point in the sky grew steadily
larger until it was recognizable as a person. Seeing who it was,
Fav called out, “Top Speed!”

Top Speed, a witch riding a broom, descended into the con-
crete forest and peered at the other girl’s face.

“How ya been, Ripple?” Ripple clicked her tongue loudly in re-
sponse, and Top Speed smiled wanly. “Prickly as ever.”

“I should have hidden faster…”



“We’re both magical girls—we should get along more!”

“Shut up…”

“Well, anyway.”

Ripple tsked in frustration again, but Top Speed paid her no
heed. She was a stubborn sort—one of the reasons Ripple disliked
her. That very stubbornness probably prevented Top Speed from
noticing, too.

“Have you seen this article?” Top Speed held out her magical
phone to show the news site she had been browsing. The gist of it
was that the costumes of the rumored altruists in N City, aka
“magical girls,” resembled the ones in the popular mobile game
Magical Girl Raising Project.

“A lot of people are connecting the dots. This could be bad,
don’t ya think?”

“It’s not a problem at all, pon.”

“Oh yeah?”

“If a magical girl was leaking information, that would be
against the rules and a big problem indeed, but Fav knows none
of you are so naughty, pon. News stories about us from regular
people are just free advertisement, pon. It’s wonderful, pon.”

The little sphere had a tendency to talk like a salesman. When
Ripple had first transformed, she’d pointed this out. Fav had un-
abashedly responded, “It’s more like HR than sales.”

About two months ago, Kano Sazanami had gained her cos-
tume and powers.

She’d heard the local legend that one in tens of thousands of



Magical Girl Raising Project players had become real magical
girls, but had never taken it seriously. From kindergarten through
middle school, people had insulted her for no reason at all, and
she’d always handled it by hurting them until they squealed and
submitted. But when she started high school, various obstacles
made it difficult to solve problems with violence.

The fifth would-be stepfather her mother brought home had
touched her butt, a disgrace she had replied to with her fist before
she packed her bags and left home. She found an empty apart-
ment to live in by herself, and as long as she stayed there, she
couldn’t afford to get fired from her part-time job. As she fought
through the mounting expenses, she also made sure to attend
high school so she could have a future.

In order to keep herself employed and in school, she needed a
hobby to relieve stress when things went sour. She also firmly be-
lieved that those who spent money on their hobbies were idiots,
which made Magical Girl Raising Project a perfect match. So she
added the game to her two other hobbies: reading manga in
bookshops (without buying) and reading at libraries.

When one company succeeded in lowering prices on their
smartphones, competing companies joined in on the price war.
Three years ago, smartphones had expanded to 90 percent of the
cell phone market, according to some reports. In the years to fol-
low, demand continued to rise until they controlled the entire cell
phone market.

And with the increase in smartphones came an upsurge in mo-
bile games designed for them. Most of these followed the model
of being free to download but requiring real money to progress
smoothly. But Magical Girl Raising Project was completely free-
to-play.

Kano had always scoffed at the immature boys at school talk-



ing about their games, but once she tried it herself, she was
hooked. She’d designed her own avatar, the in-game representa-
tion of her player, then jumped right into the game. By clearing
quests to help people and fight enemies, she could collect cards
for magic and items, strengthen her character, and take on more
difficult quests and adversaries.

Sticking religiously to sessions of thirty minutes a day, she
progressed at a snail’s pace. But she still enjoyed gathering the
cards for her perfect strategies and combos, combining them, and
winning battles. With its perfect balance of hard work and re-
ward, the game brought her pleasure, and to a newbie like Kano,
everything was fresh and original. She didn’t care much for magi-
cal girls, but she remembered how, back when she still had a TV,
she used to smile along with the girls on-screen—and realized she
had in fact used to love them. Strangely, she found herself revel-
ing in her memories. Multiplayer battles and co-ops she found
troublesome and irritating, so she opted to play against the AI
and clear quests in the story mode. Progress was slow but steady.
And a week after she’d started the game, something changed.

Fav, the mascot character floating inside the screen, began
talking to her.

“Congratulations, pon! You’ve been selected to become a true
magical girl, pon!”

Thinking it was some kind of new event, Kano rapidly skipped
through the dialogue. Suddenly, the screen shone brightly, and
the blinding light enveloped her. The next moment, she had
transformed—she had become her game avatar, Ripple.

Kano took three deep breaths, looked at her hands and feet,
then checked her entire body in the mirror. Then repeated the
process four more times. She wasn’t imagining things. She
pinched her cheek and felt the sharp pain—she wasn’t dreaming.



Searching for a realistic explanation, she decided she must have
been exhausted from school and work.

“This is going to be a problem,” she thought, and the next time
she looked in the mirror, she had detransformed. As a test, she
willed herself to change again, and she transformed in the light.
The same happened when she willed the costume away. She re-
peated both processes over and over, and still she saw Ripple in
the mirror. Her face, body—everything about her was different
from Kano, especially the salacious outfit she would never be
caught dead wearing. The transformation was so real and vivid
that she couldn’t possibly consider it a dream or hallucination.





She flexed her right hand repeatedly, then drove her fist into her
left hand. The sound wave and impact caused the windows to
shudder and the ceiling light’s pull cord to swing. Her fingers
were like beautiful works of art—finer, longer, and more graceful
than Kano’s—yet held great strength within. She kicked at the
floor lightly and almost hit her head on the ceiling. If she had
cracked it, the landlord would yell at her again. Her physical
power had increased by leaps and bounds, clearly no longer a
normal human’s.

Next, she examined her limbs and couldn’t find any scars,
bruises, or hairs—not even a mole or patch of dry skin. Her skin
was smooth and soft, and firm as ripe fruit. Inside her body, en-
ergy coursed through her like never before. Outside, throwing
knives and shuriken were sewn into her collar and sleeves. One
unlucky slip and she could really hurt herself.

The rumors were true. The Magical Girl Raising Project game
created magical girls.

She regarded the beautiful, perfect face in the mirror one more
time. What was she, a model or an actress or something?

“Hmm…” Even her voice was different, higher and clearer
than normal. She struck a few poses in the mirror—smiled
brightly, blew a kiss. Everything she tried just looked right. Yet it
was still a bit off from her idea of a true magical heroine. At the
very least, it didn’t feel orthodox.

“Something on your mind, pon?” the mascot asked from her
phone’s screen. Kano almost jumped, but somehow managed to
keep her shock from showing. She couldn’t do anything about the
blush on her cheeks after getting caught striking poses and smil-
ing in the mirror, though.

“Who are you…?” she asked, as calmly as possible.



“Fav is Fav, pon. If you played the game you should know who
Fav is, pon.”

“That’s not what I mean… What is your goal?”

“Fav provides support to girls who show potential, pon. If you
have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask, pon.”

He didn’t seem to be listening. Ripple clicked her tongue and
returned to the mirror. Staring back at her was, no matter how
you sliced it, a magical girl. That fact was unmistakable.

“People described them as ‘too beautiful to be human.’ Is this
really…”

“The ones you help will remember a little differently, pon. An
average face will suddenly become ‘too beautiful for this world,’
pon. Is this unacceptable, pon?”

“No…”

Kano’s avatar, Ripple, was based on a ninja—black hair, al-
mond eyes, and thin eyebrows. She’d chosen her accessories in an
attempt to compliment the half-kimono, half-swimsuit costume,
yet seeing herself in full now, she looked rather plain for a magi-
cal girl. She sported a red scarf, the ninja cliché, and a giant
shuriken hair clip that glinted silver. All else was a coordinated
black, from head to toe. The name “Ripple” she’d come up with
by translating her last name, Sazanami, into English, but in real
life the Japanese outfit and Western name simply clashed.

“Is it possible to change your avatar’s outfit?”

“Not at this stage, pon.”

“Oh, I see…”



“What’s the matter, pon? Something bothering you, pon?”

“No…”

Fav continued his explanation. Now that she had been chosen,
she was expected to help people in need. Kano had no interest in
helping others, but she couldn’t resist the allure of beauty, super-
human strength, and the unrestricted use of magic.

More than anything, she was bored with her life.

“Fav will be sure to give you all the support you need, pon. For
starters, take this magical phone, pon.”

“What kind of support?”

“Fav is friends with every magical girl, so if you ever want to
communicate, Fav can connect you, pon. Fav can also answer any
of your questions, pon.”

“What is a magical girl, anyway?”

“A magical girl is a magical girl, pon. Don’t you watch TV,
pon?”

“But what exactly does that mean?”

“The Magical Kingdom has granted you powers in order to
help people, pon.”

“For what reason? What is the Magical Kingdom’s goal?”

“Don’t you watch TV, pon?”

“Like I said…”

“You’re a magical girl now, and that’s final, pon. That is an ir-
reversible truth, pon. No matter what you ask, no matter what the



answer is, you are Ripple, pon.”

“What?” It was all incredibly fishy, but she couldn’t deny the
extraordinary phenomenon she was now a part of. With enough
effort, Kano could get into a good university, but effort alone
couldn’t make her into a magical girl. For that, she had needed a
fair amount of luck and latent talent. If she let this chance pass
her by, she’d most likely never get another one. So, after weighing
her options, she made the calculated decision to accept.

Kano reflected on her objective pro-and-con calculations. As a
self-professed realist, she was impressed at how calmly and col-
lectedly she had accepted such an unusual situation.

Fav spoke up, possibly sensing her thoughts. “If you cannot ac-
cept that magical girls exist, you wouldn’t have been chosen as
one in the first place, pon.”

She wasn’t allowed free rein right off the bat, though. When
Fav informed her she would need lessons from a more experi-
enced mentor, Kano became moody. Just imagining it rubbed her
the wrong way.

“Fav, you said you would be my support…”

“Fav would love to help as much as possible, but there is only
one of Fav, pon. Fav cannot do everything, pon.”

Kano remembered the game’s forced tutorials and how slow
and frustrating they were—simple button-clicking over and over,
clearly made for idiots with no imagination. She shut off her new
magical phone and clicked her tongue angrily. She could barely
stand to look at the heart-shaped screen.

Talking to others had never been Kano’s strong suit. To be
honest, others in general had never been her strong suit. She had
a deep dislike for people who herded together and thought they



were tougher for it. This was one of the reasons she’d started
playing Magical Girl Raising Project in the first place, so the
looming prospect of obnoxious human relationships upset her.

Her first impression of Top Speed, her mentor, was that she
seemed like an idiot. She wore a triangular witch’s hat and a
witchy dress and carried a magic broom. She was your generic
spellcaster, and even her face appeared more Western than Rip-
ple’s. Her big blue eyes, a classic magical-girl trait, darted about
busily as she tossed her flaxen braids. Only her long purple cape
and the charm hanging from her neck broke the witch archetype
in any way. The back of the cape, Ripple noticed, was embroi-
dered with the words “No Gratuitous Opinions.”

Oh, she’s an idiot, Kano thought to herself, and her appraisal
dropped even more. They’d agreed to meet on the roof of the Sev-
enth Sankou building, and as Top Speed landed she gave a big
smile and jabbed her right hand out in a thumbs-up.

“Nice to meet ya! I’m Top Speed. Good to have ya on board!”

“… Nice to meet you.”

“Where’s your energy, man? You eating right? Ha-ha-ha!”

She spoke like a guy and cackled like a fool. Ripple’s assess-
ment slipped down another level.

With a flourish, Top Speed spun and parked herself on the
guardrail and beckoned Ripple to sit beside her. Not wanting to
sit next to her, yet also not wanting to stand under her gaze, the
ninja chose the simplest option and leaned against the wall.

Top Speed then proceeded to explain all that being a magical
girl entailed. In essence, they used magic to help normal people,
and doing good deeds earned them magical candies.



“Good deeds…?”

“In the game, you’d defeat enemies and stuff, but in the real
world there ain’t much in the way of enemies to defeat, ya know?
I know it’s not glamorous, but honest work like this is best.” Top
Speed spoke with an air of experience, but Ripple just scoffed
silently.

Top Speed also taught her functions of the magical phone that
only they could use—although it was nearly identical to a regular
smartphone. The way Top Speed talked it up only added to Rip-
ple’s exasperation. She did not show this, of course, but silently
scoffed again.

Following instructions, Ripple used the device to bring up a
page with her personal data. Height, weight, and measurements—
it was all there. As Kano, she was an inch taller than the average
boy and solidly built, but when she transformed into Ripple,
everything about her became feminine. Under “Personality” was
written “Violent and unsociable,” and the fact that she agreed
with this just irritated her more. Under “Magic” was written
“Throws shuriken that always hit their target,” and this time she
audibly clicked her tongue.

“Hmm? What’s up?”

“I only have one kind of magic…”

It was so plain. Throwing shuriken was more of a ninja tech-
nique than a power. She could think of so many other ninja-like
things to do, like creating clone illusions or breathing fireballs.

“Magical girls only get one kind of magic, see. It was way eas-
ier in the game when you could use lotsa magic, but them’s the
breaks.”

That wasn’t the only depressing piece of information Top



Speed had to share, though. There were also two rules that all
magical girls had to follow: Never reveal yourself to a regular
human, and never talk about the rules or your powers to a regular
human. Those who broke these rules had their right to be magical
girls rescinded.

Once a week, they had an online meeting. While attendance
was not mandatory, it was a good idea to attend so as not to miss
some major announcement.

Certain members of their ranks were very territorial. The two
places to avoid in the city were Calamity Mary’s Jounan district
and Ruler’s Nishimonzen. The former loved to pick fights, and
the latter was just aggravating to listen to. Both were an equal
pain in the butt.

Top Speed regaled Ripple with stories. For instance, Sister
Nana had once stumbled into Calamity Mary’s territory and was
nearly killed for it. There was also the time a video of the Peaky
Angels had made its way to the Internet and caused a stir. The
more she talked, the more Ripple checked out. When her mentor
had finally finished, hopped onto her broom, and disappeared
into the night sky, Ripple clicked her tongue.

“Hey…”

“Yes, pon?”

“Who made her a mentor?”

“Friendly magical girls volunteer for the job, pon. Top Speed’s
explanation might have taken three times longer than normal,
but that just shows how thorough she was being, pon.”

So not only had she been the victim of an overzealous busy-
body, but she had also suffered through a longer-than-necessary
introduction. Ripple clicked her tongue louder than she had in



years. To her, Top Speed had gone from “idiotic mentor” to “idiot
trying to act like a mentor.”

For some reason, Top Speed kept coming back to visit Ripple.
Not even subtle sounds of dismay or saying to her face, “You
don’t have to come back” could stop her. She simply waved it
away with a, “You’re such a prickly pear.”

Realizing words wouldn’t reach her, Ripple decided to ignore
Top Speed. In the end, the witch would talk without interruption
until she’d had her fill, then leave for the day. One time she
brought a plastic container of boiled sweet potatoes, which Ripple
grudgingly tried and found delicious.

In summer, Kubegahama practically teemed with tourists, but by
fall it was a ghost town. When the sun set, not a soul could be
found wandering the streets. A very tall steel tower stood on a hill
overlooking the beach, and on this tower sat two girls in costume.
One of them wore a white school-uniform-esque outfit, and the
other looked at first glance like a knight from the Middle Ages,
but with a long tail. The two of them huddled close around a mag-
ical phone and spoke with the mascot character, Fav.

Magical girls preferred constructs like office buildings and
steel towers. These tall, deserted areas were good resting spots
where their outrageous outfits could go unnoticed. Few of them
could truly fly, but they all had the ability to run up building walls
as if they were flat ground.



“Be extra sure to come to the next chat meeting, pon.”

“Why?”

“There’s going to be an important announcement, pon.”

“I heard a new girl was joining. Is it that?”

“That, and a big event as a result, pon.”

“What kind of event?”

“You’ll have to show up to find out, pon.”

“Hmm.”

Snow White turned off her phone and rotated a little to the
side. She drew her knees close to La Pucelle’s, making it easier to
converse.

“Sou, Sou. Did you hear that?” she chirped.

“I did.”

In contrast with Snow White’s ill-fitting nonchalance, La Pu-
celle’s response had a tinge of melancholy to it.

“What do you think?”

“Chat attendance has been low lately, so maybe Fav is doing
this to get people to show up.”

“It’s low?”

“Yes. Yesterday only seven people showed up: you, me, Ne-
murin, Cranberry, Top Speed, Sister Nana, and Winterprison.”

“But that’s higher than before.”



“It’s still low. Can you recall even one time when everyone
showed up?”

Attendance at the once-a-week chat meeting was recom-
mended but not mandatory, which was causing a drop in atten-
dees, a situation Fav was always trying to remedy. He constantly
insisted that everyone should exchange information more, and
that they should be friendlier toward one another. Hardly anyone
listened.

Snow White and La Pucelle both had a high attendance rate.
They were huge fans of magical girls and jumped on every chance
to associate with others like them. Thanks to the chat meetings,
they had developed many friendships, so to them, at least, the
meetings had not been for nothing.

“That chat room is so tiny. I think it’d be really hard to squeeze
lots of people in.”

The weekly chat took place in an imaginary meeting room,
with each girl entering as a simplified version of her avatar.

“It’s not like we’ll be literally squeezed, so what’s the prob-
lem?”

“Still, Sou…”

“Also!”

La Pucelle jabbed her pointer finger at Snow White, who
stared blankly back.

“Don’t call me Sou when I’m transformed!”

“Oh! Sorry, So—” Snow White started to apologize but made
the same mistake again, so she laughed to try to cover it up. Her
infectious laugh caused La Pucelle, finger still extended, to start



giggling as well.

Koyuki Himekawa had always admired magical girls. As a
child, watching the adorable Hiyoko in the Hiyoko series had
been an emotional roller coaster. From there, she had moved on
to the Star Queen series and the Cutie Healer series. Watching
these brave girls fight against evil enthralled her. Her childhood
friend and fellow magic fan would also borrow older series from a
cousin for them to watch, which introduced her to girls like
Merry, Riccabel, and Miko. They used their powers to bring peo-
ple happiness and never faltered, no matter what the danger.
Koyuki even declared that when she grew up, she’d become a
magical girl just like them, which made her friend jealous, since
he could only hope to become a sorcerer.

As the years went on, more and more of her classmates began
to consider magical girls childish, but even in high school Koyuki
stubbornly stuck to her beliefs. To her, they weren’t just fiction—
they had become an irreplaceable part of her being. But she knew
people would only mock her wish to become one and help people
if she ever voiced it, and so she kept it to herself. But she just
couldn’t bring herself to abandon her dream.

It was in middle school that Koyuki first came across Magical
Girl Raising Project. It was inevitable that a girl who’d wished all
her life to become a magical do-gooder would learn of a game ru-
mored to grant that wish. Still, she didn’t start the game con-
vinced it would actually happen. Her reasoning was something
like, “It’s just a rumor that people actually transform, right?
Yeah, they’re just rumors. But it’s okay to just wish that they’re
true, right? I still like magical girl–themed games, anyway. Be-
sides, it’s free!” Twenty-eight days after starting the game, Koyuki
Himekawa became Snow White.

When she looked in the mirror, she could see the figure she’d
dreamed of since she was a child. She hadn’t just dreamed, but



had drawn it out on paper. She’d based the outfit on the school
uniform from the most popular manga at the time and, as the
name “Snow White” indicated, made her outfit entirely white and
decorated it with white flowers. While Koyuki had rarely been
called lovely, let alone beautiful, the girl in the mirror was truly
beautiful. Her skin was a translucent white, her eyelashes long.
Snow White was an entirely different person from Koyuki, but it
didn’t seem odd that they were one and the same.

She didn’t think she was dreaming, either. The experience was
surreal, for sure, but also overwhelmingly authentic. She jumped
and squealed with joy, smacking her head on the ceiling and then
falling on her butt. Her mother, surprised by the noise, came to
her room to investigate. Fortunately, Koyuki managed to change
back in the nick of time and convince her mother she had simply
tripped. As a normal human once more, she started to think that
maybe it all had been a dream, but then she transformed again.

And there stood the magical girl Snow White.

“Yes… Yes… Yesss!”

“Congratulations, pon.”

“Yes! Yes! Yesss! Thank you, Fav! I’m so excited to start!”

She spent the rest of that day smiling so widely her mother
began to worry she’d hit her head. That night she snuck out to
school, careful not to get caught by her parents. Late at night in
the empty school yard, she hopped, leaped, kicked, punched,
flipped, and somersaulted, slowly unleashing more and more of
the power welling within her, discovering new moves she could
never have done before. She had really become the heroine from
her imagination. When the realization finally hit her, joy and ex-
citement overwhelmed her without giving her a moment to
breathe.



She did a somersault again, and her skirt flipped up. Perhaps
she should have made it a little longer—compared to her school
uniform, it was extremely short. She made a mental note to keep
her actions more restrained in front of others.

“Oh, can I use any magic?”

“You should check the personal data on your magical phone
for that, pon.”

She turned on her new gadget and consulted the page listing
various details on Snow White.

“Hey, Fav.”

“Yes, pon?”

“Under personality it says ‘clumsy’ and ‘strong sense of jus-
tice,’ which is fine, but what’s this ‘tendency to daydream’?”

“Humans find it difficult to view themselves objectively, pon.”

“Really…?”

Under “Magic” was written, “Can hear the thoughts of those in
need,” the perfect ability for Koyuki’s ideal, the champion of the
people. She was so grateful to the ones who made this possible.
Thank you, Magical Kingdom. Thank you for giving me this
wonderful power.

That day marked Snow White’s debut. Every night she’d sneak
out her window to look for people to help: a middle schooler
who’d lost her house key, a university student who’d had their car
stolen, and a businessman under pressure for money, to name a
few. There were also many troubles she couldn’t do anything
about, like concealing adultery, a boy unsure of whether or not to
confess to the girl he had a crush on, or a retiree desperate for



their pension.

Hearing the thoughts of those in need was the only special
ability she possessed, so the only way she could help was to roll
up her sleeves and join the fray with her magically enhanced
arms, legs, eyes, and ears. However, the problems that could be
solved this way were endless, and so work was never in short sup-
ply. Only two days after her first transformation, she was earning
magical candies left and right, and the candy warehouse in her
phone was filled with bottles—and she hadn’t even met her men-
tor yet.

At her first chat session, the girls welcomed her with open
arms. There was Top Speed, her avatar dressed like a witch; Sis-
ter Nana, clad like a nun; Weiss Winterprison, dressed in a long
scarf; Nemurin, wearing pajamas; Musician of the Forest, Cran-
berry, draped in flowers; and La Pucelle in knight’s armor. Top
Speed shared her experiences, cracking jokes the whole time,
while every now and again Sister Nana would interject with her
own. Nemurin hardly spoke, saying she preferred to listen to
what others had done. The silent Winterprison simply stood at
Sister Nana’s side as Cranberry played music from her chair in
the corner.

Just as the meeting was about to adjourn, La Pucelle ap-
proached Snow White. As it turned out, she was in charge of the
area just next to Snow White’s and had volunteered to be her
mentor. They agreed to meet at midnight the next day at the
tallest steel tower by the Kubegahama beach.

Koyuki had never met another magical girl in real life before,
and the excitement caused her to space out even more during
class. She received three warnings from her teacher that day, and
even her friends worried something was wrong. Becoming a mag-
ical girl hadn’t changed Koyuki’s passion for them in the slightest,
and now she was going to meet and talk to one face-to-face. And



not as a fan and celebrity, but as fellow heroes. It was impossible
to calm her racing heart.

That night, she made sure not to be late by arriving fifteen
minutes early, but when she climbed the steel tower she found La
Pucelle already there. Magical girls possessed great night vision,
so even on that moonless night, she could see clear as day the
lone knight standing at the top of the tower. Her armor consisted
of wrist guards, a breast guard, and shin guards, with a giant
sword more than a foot wide and a yard long slung across her
back. An image of a fiercely roaring dragon decorated the sheath.
Hornlike hair decorations and a tail accessory extending from her
waist completed the dragon imagery.

Her magical girliness—her femininity—however, was still quite
apparent even under all that armor. Where some might cover up,
she left her cleavage and thighs clearly visible. Her hair was done
up just so, barely touching her shoulders, with a few strands dan-
gling from each side of her head. La Pucelle heard Snow White
arrive and shifted her gaze from the ocean to Snow White. Her
expression was regal, but she also seemed uncomfortable. Snow
White panicked, thinking she’d shown up late.

“U-um, it’s nice to meet you… Well, we’ve talked before, via
chat, so it’s nice to meet you in person? Is that okay? Anyway, it’s
nice to meet you!”

It wasn’t a very good greeting. In fact, it was fair to call it terri-
ble. And Snow White, head bowed deeply, knew that more than
anyone.

She glanced at La Pucelle. Arms crossed, the other girl gave
three deep nods. “I knew it,” she said with a husky voice.
“Koyuki?”

Question marks flickered in Snow White’s mind at hearing her



name from this person she’d never met.

“H-how do you know my real name?”

“I knew it was you. It’s me, Souta.”

“Huh?”

“Souta Kishibe. We went to the same school until two years
ago. Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten me.”

“Wh-wh-whaaaaaaaaat?!”

The reason Souta Kishibe had realized Snow White’s true
identity was simple—she closely resembled the drawing of a mag-
ical girl Koyuki had labeled her “grown-up self.” Souta, her child-
hood friend, had seen her draw it—even memorized it. The first
time he saw Snow White’s avatar, he had suspected it might be
her. Meeting her in person just confirmed it.

The reason Koyuki Himekawa hadn’t realized La Pucelle’s real
identity was equally simple. She never could have imagined that
tan, energetic, soccer-loving boy as a regal female knight. Even
knowing the transformation could change one’s body, clothes,
age, and physical prowess, she had never guessed it could also
change one’s gender. The two of them sat next to each other on
the steel tower and chatted until the sun was nearly risen, rekin-
dling their old friendship.

“So was it Magical Girl Raising Project for you, too, Koyuki?”

“Yeah. One day Fav just started talking to me. I thought it was
some sort of event, and the next thing I knew I was a magical girl.
How long have you had powers, Sou?”

“About a month, I think. Man, I’m so surprised you ended up
one.”



“Hey, I’ve always loved them! I’m more surprised at you.”

“I’ve always loved them, too, you know. I just didn’t tell any-
one,” Souta said. There was a world of difference between boys
and girls liking this sort of thing. In middle school, a girl would be
considered odd, while a boy would be considered a pervert. He’d
had to walk a town over to get his fix at the DVD rental shop
where no one knew him and conceal his manga and light novels
inside his school desk, hiding like a Christian in the Edo period.

“Sou, I thought you forgot all about magical girls and went for
soccer instead.”

They’d been forced to go to different middle schools because
they lived in different districts, but Koyuki had seen Souta run-
ning during early-morning practice many times.





“Soccer’s fun, but it can’t scratch the same itch.”

“I wonder if there are any other boy magical girls.”

“According to Fav, I’m the only one in the area, and even glob-
ally it’s pretty rare.”

“Are you really a girl now?”

“When I transform, I’m completely female. Yeah, no doubt
about that.”

For some reason, La Pucelle’s cheeks reddened slightly with
embarrassment.

They made two rules: to work together, and to always stay in
character, even when they were alone. And so the Snow White–
La Pucelle duo was formed. Voices from those in trouble reached
Snow White’s ears, no matter how big or small the problem.
Using her magic, she roamed the city searching for people to
help. La Pucelle became her partner, but her magic was not as
peaceful as Snow White’s. It was much more violent. La Pucelle
appointed herself the role of bodyguard, insisting she would pro-
tect Snow White if something ever happened. Not that anything
could threaten a magical girl.



CHAT #1

The goal of Magical Girl Raising Project’s chat function was to
allow the players to communicate through their avatars. Thus, the
weekly chats also made use of this function. The chat room, mod-
eled after a conference room, opened its doors, and one after an-
other, the little characters made their way inside.

Cranberry has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Magicaloid 44 has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Swim Swim has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Top Speed has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Magicaloid 44: Greetings

Top Speed: Sup

Cranberry:

Snow White has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Tama has entered the Magical Kingdom.



Nemurin has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Snow White: Good evening! Nice to see you all!

Swim Swim: Yo

Tama: Arf!

Ripple has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Top Speed: Wow, look who finally decided to show!

La Pucelle has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Nemurin: Hi

Magicaloid 44: Greetings, rare character

Ruler has entered the Magical Kingdom.

La Pucelle: Good evening, ladies

Calamity Mary has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Ruler: Evening.

Sister Nana has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Winterprison has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Sister Nana: Good evening, everyone. Blessings to you all.

Winterprison: Hey



Minael has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Yunael has entered the Magical Kingdom.

Calamity Mary: This message cannot be displayed due to
bad language.

Yunael: Hiya!

Minael: Yay!

Fav has entered the Magical Kingdom.

The chat room was crammed with avatars.

Musician of the Forest, Cranberry flopped back onto the bed
she’d been sitting on, magical phone in hand, and rolled over the
old sheets onto her stomach. Her hair, fixed with a flower-shaped
clip, flipped up softly and brushed against her waist.

If the top of a tall building was the perfect resting spot for
magical girls, then an abandoned cabin in the middle of the
mountains was the perfect residence for them. Someone like
Cranberry, who had no life in the human world, needed only soli-
tude and a roof over her head. The resort hotel near the peak of
Mount Takanami, abandoned halfway through construction, had
fit her needs for over half a year. No one knew she was there.

Thanks to Fav’s insistence that there would be an important
announcement, no one had attempted to skip out on that week’s
chat. Some, like Ripple, were clearly there against their will and
remained sullenly silent without even an attempt at a greeting,
but still, every magical girl active in N City was accounted for.
This had never happened once since the weekly chats had begun,



and the small room was packed like a can of sardines.

Top Speed: Hey, weren’t we getting a new girl?

Fav: Oh, that’s next week, pon

Fav: Although, this conversation does involve her…

In total, there were fifteen magical girls active in N City, which
meant adding a new one the following week would bring the total
to sixteen. That was too much, even for a metropolis like N City.
The mana that powered their magic depended on the land and
was, consequently, a limited resource. The addition of another
would drain mana from the land even faster and deplete it in no
time.

After summing up the current situation, Fav eagerly made his
big announcement.

Fav: And so, we’ll be cutting down on the number of magical
girls, pon. Half—eight—is our goal, pon

The room was silent as the girls processed what Fav had just
said. A moment later, a storm of criticism, a tide of complaints,
and an endless stream of questions and concerns followed. The
size of a rock is most understandable from the splash it makes.
Speech bubbles from the avatars covered the screen, filled with
everything from all caps to colored text, and it became nearly im-
possible to see anything in the already tiny chat room. Fav bowed
and apologized over and over. He even seemed to be shedding
fewer scales than normal.

Exactly what method would they use to cut down the num-
bers?

Fav: This magical girl chat is held once every week, pon



Fav: so once a week we will announce who has been cut here

Fav: for eight weeks until eight of you have been let go, pon

Fav: The one with the fewest magical candies

Fav: will be the one to go, pon

Cranberry was well aware that nobody was about to say, “Who
do you think you are, pretending like nothing’s wrong when we’re
in this thanks to your incompetence? If that’s how it is, I quit!”
They had all joyously accepted their new status as magical girls.
Tasting such great power and then losing it would upset anyone.
The higher they rose, the harder they fell, and the deeper they de-
spaired.

Fav: To repeat:

Fav: Once a week, the girl with the fewest magical candies will
be cut, pon

Fav: So please work your hardest to gather lots of candies,
pon

Fav: Fav is very, very sorry for the inconvenience, pon

Fav: Oh, and

Fav: there has been an update to your phones, so please be
sure to check that out, pon

Fav: That’s all, pon

Fav: See you here in one week

Cranberry logged out from the chat, turned off her device, and
threw it at her pillow.



In the week after the chat, magical-girl sightings spread like wild-
fire. The Internet was blowing up.

A princess chased away a scary dog.

Twin angels flew through the sky to recover a lost balloon.

A girl in a white school uniform helped push a car out of a
ditch.

The farther they spread their activities, the more chances there
were for them to be seen. They were desperate to gather as much
magical candy as possible to increase their chances of ending up
in the final eight, which drove up reckless exposure, traffic for
news sites, and public awareness.

“Whatcha lookin’ at, Ripple?”

Ripple, sitting on the roof of an office building, heard a voice
from above. She continued to stare at her magical phone, neither
answering nor turning toward the sound.

“Oh, is that the news? Everyone’s working so hard now, huh?”

Top Speed alighted next to her, and Ripple finally turned her
head.

“Snow White’s really working her butt off. Geez, save some for
the rest of us, right?”

Sightings of the white magical girl were leaps and bounds
ahead of sightings of the others. She wasn’t even doing anything



spectacular. Her assistance came in small, everyday actions like
picking up dropped change, ferrying forgotten lunches, and re-
minding people to zip up their flies. Was helping with mundane
difficulties a magical girl’s true purpose? Or was she simply not
capable of undertaking greater issues? According to the Internet,
at least, it appeared to be the former.

Snow White was the pure and righteous heroine little girls
dreamed of becoming—the exact opposite of Ripple, who brushed
off praise for her work by saying she was simply “in it for the
candy.” It wasn’t that Ripple didn’t want to serve the community,
but she was too embarrassed to say otherwise. However, maybe
boldly declaring, “I want to help others!” and actually doing so
was the correct way to be a magical girl, she mused.

“Ripple, you’re really focused on Snow White, ain’t ya? She
your rival?”

Ripple clicked her tongue sharply. The voice felt like cold
water jolting her out of her reverie.

“I thought you considered Calamity Mary your rival.”

Another disapproving click. And who exactly was responsible
for that mess in the first place?

A few days after Ripple had first transformed, Calamity Mary
had come knocking on the roof of the Seventh Sankou building,
Ripple’s and Top Speed’s de facto meeting point. Light as a but-
terfly, she had leaped to them from a neighboring building. As
she landed on the roof, Ripple noticed she looked exactly as the
rumors stated: like a cowgirl. Not really magical girl–esque, she
thought, though she didn’t have any room to judge.

Calamity Mary’s business with them was quite simple.

“You, little girl. Ripple, was it?”



She appeared to be in her second or third year of high school,
and she was much more well-endowed than either Ripple or Top
Speed. Her breasts and butt were huge. Ripple looked like she
was in middle school, which made the “little girl” comment some-
what understandable, she reasoned. So, while it did irk her a bit,
she kept her cool and give a small nod.

Calamity Mary flicked her cowboy hat.

“I told Fav I’d be mentoring the next newbie.”

“Oh, y’see, I made Fav promise me a long time ago that if a
new girl was assigned to a neighborhood near me, I’d get to men-
tor her. Good neighbors and all that, right?”

Ripple had been assigned to Nakayado, the center of an area
once famous as a castle town, while Top Speed’s area was the
northern section of Kitayado. Naturally, they were next to each
other.

“It was a really long time ago, so that must be why Fav came to
me first. I had no idea you two had an agreement. I’m so, so
sorry.”

“Oh?”

Calamity Mary continued to stare at Ripple, sparing no con-
cern for Top Speed groveling with her hat in her hands. Ripple
glared back. The uncivilized staring was upsetting enough with-
out Top Speed kowtowing to someone who was ignoring her en-
tirely.

In a flash, Calamity Mary’s gun left its holster and fired at Rip-
ple, who whipped out the sword from the sheath on her back and
deflected the incoming bullet. Not a tenth of a second had passed
before it was over. Flustered, Top Speed raised her head.



“What’re you two doing?”

“Ain’t it obvious? Huh, little lady?”

Ripple glared hard at the pistol in Calamity Mary’s right hand.
Red smoke rose from the long black barrel. It was clearly no ordi-
nary gun. Magic, maybe? Her sword-wielding hand was still
numb.

Top Speed inserted herself between the two and spread her
hands to both sides.

“Please, sis! Peace! Newbies always need to be taught respect!
I’ll scold her later, so please put down that gun. I’m begging ya!”
she shouted in Mary’s direction, then whispered to Ripple, “And
you, put that away. Someone could get hurt!”

Calamity Mary spun her pistol before dropping it into its hol-
ster, and Ripple returned her sword to her back. Top Speed gave
a sigh of relief.

“Peace, girls. Peace. We’re all magical girls here, right? Com-
rades?”

Ripple didn’t know what Calamity Mary was thinking, but she
doubted she’d holstered her gun because they were comrades like
Top Speed had suggested. She didn’t consider Mary a comrade,
and most likely the feeling was mutual.

“Well, all right. I’ll yell at Fav later.” And with that, Calamity
Mary grabbed on to the guardrail and flipped over it with ease. At
that moment, Ripple’s heart pounded again—in the other girl’s
hand was a pistol, aimed at her. She’d totally missed the draw.

Multiple shots rang out. One bullet flew toward Top Speed
while two flew toward her. Ripple grabbed her mentor by the col-
lar and forced her down, simultaneously drawing her sword again



and deflecting the bullets from a crouch. She came back up ready
to retaliate with the throwing knives hidden in her sheath, but
Calamity Mary was already gone.

“You two, I swear.”

Top Speed stood herself up, rubbing her nose and forehead
like she’d hit them.

“Why’re ya so quick to pull the trigger? Have some damn re-
straint! Ever heard of it?”

“If someone picks a fight… you have to retaliate…”

“Well, learn to choose your battles! If you go starting shit every
time she gets on your nerves, you won’t live long!”

Ripple clicked her tongue. She was rattled and upset—first,
with Top Speed for doing nothing the entire time. Second, with
Calamity Mary and her bizarre willingness to fire at others with-
out hesitation. And third, with herself for her terror at facing a
gun, despite her tough act. She couldn’t stand, her heart raced,
and her sweat flowed like rivers, but somehow she barely man-
aged not to cry.

Her right hand tingled from the impact of deflecting the bul-
lets. When she’d become a magical girl and realized how strong
she’d become, she had been so sure she couldn’t be killed. Turns
out she’d been wrong. Normal humans couldn’t kill her. Most
likely not even a disease or traffic accident could. But no matter
how sturdy and resilient she was, another one like her could in-
jure her. All of this made her angry.

“You’re a sword with no sheath, like I used to be. Things could
get bad if I left you alone. You could get up to some serious dan-
ger,” Top Speed said, exasperated. That know-it-all look, those
crossed arms, the lecturing—Ripple angrily clicked her tongue



again.

Every evening after five o’clock, students packed into the ham-
burger shop in front of the train station and filled it with a thou-
sand different conversations. The air bubbled with excitement
and laughter, but the everyday chaos always stayed under control.
The employees and customers were all used to it. Amid the hustle
and bustle, three middle school girls occupying the three window
seats near the door carried on their conversation like normal.
One of them gestured at her smartphone and talked excitedly.

“The sightings are pouring in like crazy! See? Magical girls just
have to exist!”

“Sumi… are you still going on about this?”

“Not even you can deny it when there are so many witness re-
ports, Yocchan! They totally exist! So totally exist!”

“Of course I’ll deny it. There’s no freaking way.”

“H-hey, Yocchan, why don’t you believe in them?”

“You tell her, Koyuki! You speak for all the dreamers out
there!”

“I dunno how to explain it. It’s just plain embarrassing.”

“Why is it embarrassing?”



“Wow, Koyuki, why’re you so curious?”

“I just am!”

“Like, in anime and stuff, when a girl transforms there’s a sec-
ond where she’s completely naked, right? It’s like, are you an ex-
hibitionist or something?”

“That doesn’t happen! The media’s lying to you!”

“Calm down, now. We’re only talking about cartoons here,
right?”

“Why are you two talking about anime, anyway? This stuff is
happening in real life. There are eyewitnesses and everything.”

“There’s no way people can grow wings and fly or get hit by a
dump truck and just walk it off.”

“C’mon, Yocchan, dream a little. If something may or may not
be real, it’s just more fun to think it’s real.”

“Sumi, you need to come back to Earth. Reality is important.”

“I’m not delusional, okay? I just think it would be cool if they
existed, even if I know how reality works. Yocchan, you’re miss-
ing out with that attitude. The Internet’s going nuts! There’s info
on magical girls everywhere! My favorite’s this one, the one in
white. She seems real down-to-earth. I’d be relieved if she came
to my rescue. She’s, like, chicken soup for the soul.”

“Koyuki, why are you grinning?”

“I-I’m not! I’m not grinning at all!”



A week later—only seven days, and yet the anticipation had made
them feel so long to Cranberry. A glance at any aggregate site re-
vealed just how hard the other girls had been working. None of
them wanted to be cut. Cranberry navigated to the chat on her
magical phone and logged in.

Attendance was unusually high, similar to last time. Right
away, Nemurin was unceremoniously named as the one among
them with the least magical candy. She didn’t seem particularly
tortured or regretful about the results, just a little embarrassed.
While the vast majority of the girls wanted to wield the great
power they’d been given, she preferred to listen to their tales of
adventure. Cranberry couldn’t recall a week where Nemurin
hadn’t been there, and she was always easy to talk to.

But through her perfect attendance, her relationships with the
others ran deep. Unlike Cranberry, simply there to be there, she
had never missed an opportunity to chat or listen. Everyone knew
her. Snow White, Top Speed, and Sister Nana were the most torn
up about saying good-bye.

“I’ll be watching you guys on the Internet. I’ll always be cheer-
ing for you!”

To which Fav responded, “Well, good-bye, pon.” And the
pajama-wearing avatar was gone.

Then the top earner was also announced, which ended up
being Snow White by a landslide.

“Everyone, try to emulate Snow White, pon,” Fav said, ending



the chat. One by one the girls left, until it was just Fav and Cran-
berry. She had a question she wanted answered.

Cranberry: I have one question, if you don’t mind

Fav: What is it, pon?

Cranberry: What exactly happens when one loses the right
to be a magical girl?

Fav: Girls who have been cut die, pon

Cranberry: Do you mean that figuratively? As in, they die as
magical girls?

Fav: It’s a biological death, pon

A franker answer there wasn’t. Cranberry logged out without
responding and tossed her magical phone at her pillow, just as
she had a week ago. Chat logs were available even to those not
present, which meant soon all the magical girls would learn what
she and Fav had discussed. This would fundamentally change the
implication of “getting the ax,” not to mention the meaning of the
game they were playing. Cranberry crossed her hands behind her
head and rolled onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling.



CHAPTER 2
The Princess And Her Four Followers

Magical girls weren’t so different from normal humans, in terms
of their species. They were human, and humans could become
magical girls. But the ones who made that leap could no longer be
compared with normal people. Magic allowed them to draw forth
exponentially more power.

“To lose the right to become a magical girl is to lose one’s
essence as a living being. In other words, death, pon.”

“But that’s exactly the problem! I’d rather go back to being
normal than die!”

“Complain all you like, there’s nothing that can be done now,
pon.”

“Nothing that can be done?!”

“Magical girls are natural-born warriors—their destiny is to
fight, pon. Unflinching in the face of danger, they use brains,
courage, and magic to overcome any crisis. The stronger the foe,
the greater the joy—”

Snow White shut off her magical phone, abruptly ending her
conversation with Fav. A few days ago she’d read through the logs
and found the conversation between Cranberry and the mascot,
which had led to a never-ending argument that only spun its
wheels. When she said she’d rather quit than die, Fav revealed
that if she quit she’d die anyway.



“You should have warned us!”

“No one forced you to pick up the game.”

On and on the argument stretched. They were like two parallel
lines, never meeting in the middle.

Snow White sighed. She couldn’t tell anyone what she was.
Doing so would mean she’d forfeit her powers and die. She
couldn’t even tell her parents or friends her life would end, or
she’d perish on the spot.

Two days after the chat, a small blurb in the obituary section
of the local newspaper revealed that a twenty-four-year-old fe-
male, one Nemu Sanjou, had passed. Her time of death was the
time the chat had ended, and the cause of death was a sudden
heart attack despite no history of illness. All these factors led to
one conclusion. It had to have been Nemurin.

We’re really… gonna die.

Snow White sighed again, then gazed out at the horizon. With
her magically improved eyesight, she could see every detail of the
ocean, even from atop the steel tower. Dozens of fishing boats
were setting out for the open ocean. They get to be so carefree,
and I have to deal with this. She felt an unreasonable anger in-
side, but knowing it was irrational just made her depressed.

I’ve just been worrying about myself. I’m putting my own life
above Nemurin’s death. We talked so much, and we were such
good friends, but after some crying and a night’s sleep all I can
think about is myself. I feel guilty. I’m scared to die. My stomach
hurts. I wanna throw up. But I don’t wanna die. I don’t wanna
die. I don’t wanna die. I don’t wanna die. I’m scared to die.

An electronic beeping brought her back to reality. Next to her
was La Pucelle, fiddling with her magical device.



“What are you doing?”

She heard a noise like a level-up chime from an RPG.

“Mind checking your magical phone for me?”

“Sure, but… what are you doing?”

She turned on her phone and checked the screen. Displayed
were the time, humidity, temperature, her magical candy total…

“Huh?”

Assuming her memory wasn’t off, she’d had more candy the
previous night. Yet somehow her total had been cut in half.

“Wait, what the heck happened? Oh my gosh!”

“Calm down. I’ll send them back.”

Again came the level-up sound, and Snow White’s candy total
was the same as she remembered.

“What is this?”

“Fav told us there’d been an update to the magical phones.
They added the ability to share magical candy. You can do it even
if the other phone is off. It takes a little while to complete the
transfer, though.”

“Oh… So?”

“It’s probably Fav’s way of telling us to work together to get
more candy, considering the timing of the update.”

Snow White studied the knight sitting next to her. Even with
the cold and cloudy night sky as a background, her face was noble
and beautiful—and just a little bit excited.



“Sou, are you gonna go get candy?”

“Stop calling me Sou. And if I don’t gather candy I’m gonna
get the ax, literally. So it’s better than nothing.”

“You’re not scared or anything?”

“Are you scared, Snow White?”

“Sure I am. I don’t want to let anyone else die, or die myself.
Then I wouldn’t be able to see my parents, my friends, I wouldn’t
be able to watch magical-girl anime, eat good food, see cool stuff,
laugh…”

“I know it’s scary. I’m scared, too. Who wouldn’t be?”

La Pucelle’s expression hardened. Startled, Snow White tried
to distance herself, but La Pucelle placed a hand on hers. Snow
White swallowed, finding herself unable to reject her.

“But if we let the fear paralyze us, it’ll be us on the chopping
block next. You don’t want that, do you? So let’s work hard to-
gether.”

She would have been right at home with the girls on TV she’d
cheered for all those years—ready to challenge even the strongest
enemy with a heart determined to protect those important to her.
Were the others thinking the same thing? Were they steeling their
resolves, just as La Pucelle had? Snow White felt like the odd one
out for being so scared. Was she the strange one? What would
Nemurin say? Snow White recalled her smiling face, all ears to
yet another story of adventure. She wiped her eyes with her
sleeve.

“Don’t cry, Snow White.”

La Pucelle drew her sword from its sheath, offered the handle



to her, and took a knee. The blade was nearly two feet long, its
steel sparkling.

“My sworn friend Snow White, I vow to be your sword, no
matter what befalls me.”

Her words and actions seemed rehearsed, but her eyes were
sincere. Despite being told not to cry, Snow White couldn’t sup-
press the great big tears spilling forth. She hugged La Pucelle
tightly and put her lips to her ear.

“Thank you…”

Sensing the warmth of La Pucelle’s body, her face began to
burn. She glanced at her friend, whose cheeks also seemed to
burn a deep shade of red.

Ripple had no idea what Top Speed liked about her, but she was
acutely aware of her new title—partner. In chat, the witch went
on about “my partner this” and “my partner that” and then made
sure to let Ripple know, even though she never asked. It annoyed
her. The only sounds from her mouth were tongue clicks. But the
ninja never turned her away or yelled at, abused, or hit her, in-
stead choosing to let her talk. Top Speed, taking Ripple’s silence
as approval, showed up almost daily to pick her up for a night of
candy gathering. But Ripple hadn’t simply caved. She wouldn’t be
putting herself through hell for no good reason.



Ripple’s pinpoint accurate shuriken only helped those in need
if they were in a very dangerous situation, and those didn’t hap-
pen every day. Ripple’s only recourse was to use her enhanced
physical abilities, something any other magical girl could do. She
had no special advantage.

Top Speed, on the other hand, had the unique ability of flight,
thanks to her magic broomstick, Rapid Swallow. This was far
more useful than Ripple’s ability to throw things. It wasn’t a mat-
ter of helping people more easily—it was much easier to search
from the skies for chances to lend a hand.

When she heard about Nemurin’s death, Top Speed raged and
cried. Ripple, however, calmly considered what actions to take in
the future. Of course, she couldn’t deny she was angry at the mys-
terious force putting her life in danger, and the fear of death was
so painful she wanted to clutch at her chest to suppress it. But
still, she did her best to remain calm. She had to gather candy like
her life depended on it, because it literally did. Everything that
could be used, should be used. If Top Speed provided a unique
advantage, she had no choice but to put up with the irritation in
silence.

From Rapid Swallow’s rear seat, she zoomed around her des-
ignated area earning points. Top Speed’s dedication to survival
was greater than expected. “I can’t die,” she’d declared to Ripple
with an oddly serious expression. The silence she got in response
had prompted an addendum. “I just need at least another six
months,” she’d whispered. Ripple questioned this oddly specific
amount of time, but Top Speed simply smiled wryly and didn’t
answer. She wrote it off as more babbling.

“So today we’ll be flying along the national highway, okay?”

“Roger…”



“I wish there was a place we could earn a little more points,
though.”

Ripple had suggested the red-light district would be more
profitable, but the largest one in the city was in the Jounan dis-
trict. That was Calamity Mary’s territory, and Top Speed had
firmly rejected the idea. Ripple had questioned her lack of dedica-
tion, considering they could die if they failed, but Top Speed in-
sisted it made no sense to put themselves in danger when the goal
was to live longer. In the end, they settled on making do with the
districts they’d been assigned.

Nakayado and Kitayado had respectable populations, but the
militaristic air of their castle-town days was long gone. Truth-
fully, the people were quite mellow. This was not a bad thing—in
fact, she preferred this—but that naturally came with a lower
number of opportunities to assist.

The two of them stayed up all night searching for problems to
solve, even skipping meals, and generally kept quite busy. Of
course, once a magical girl was transformed, hunger and fatigue
became nonfactors. But above all, they didn’t want to die.

While “annoying but useful, thus worth putting up with” was
Ripple’s appraisal of Top Speed, something she’d obviously never
say out loud, she couldn’t help but raise that evaluation a little
every time they landed on the roof of the Seventh Sankou build-
ing after a ride on her magic broomstick.

Since each girl had her own unique ability, forming a team
with trustworthy people was the best way to gather candy effi-
ciently. But for Ripple, who preferred to be alone and had always
avoided contact with her colleagues other than Top Speed, this
was no easy task.

For this reason, Top Speed flew in two more of their number.



With her wide network of connections as a regular chat attendee,
it was no surprise she knew a few who could be trusted not to
stab them in the back, at least.

The two introduced themselves as Sister Nana and Weiss Win-
terprison. Sister Nana’s appearance was obviously that of a nun.
Her costume resembled the traditional habit, especially the veil
and long skirt, and her face had an air of kindness to it. Yet a real
nun would never allow a thigh-high slit on her skirt or wear a
garter belt on top of white stockings. Ripple wondered if it was
just magical-girl style to inspire lust with normally impossible
combinations.
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