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      Chapter 0: The Unlimited Gacha


      “Light, we’re kicking you out of the party.”


      “Huh?”


      I was so dumbfounded by what I’d just heard, that meek response was the best I could manage. The party in question, the Concord of the Tribes, was in the process of battling its way through the Abyss, the largest and toughest dungeon so far discovered in the realm, as well as the most notorious. I’d joined the quest as the party’s baggage carrier and gofer, and we were just in the middle of taking a break in a wide-open cavern to prepare ourselves for tackling the middle layer of the Abyss’s dangerous depths when Drago dropped the bombshell on me that I was being kicked out of the party. I let the rucksack I was carrying drop to the floor as I wiped the cold sweat from my brow.


      Drago, the leader of the party, was a dragonute: a half-dragon, half-human that walks upright on two legs. Even though he had the outward appearance of a very scary dragon, he was actually a kind, intelligent, and dependable leader. But it was looking like I’d caused trouble for Drago—and the rest of the party, for that matter—and I hadn’t realized until it was too late that I’d made them all angry with me.


      I hurriedly bowed my head in shame and blurted out an apology.


      “I-I’m so sorry, Mr. Drago! If you have a problem with me, I’ll be sure to fix it right away! Just please, don’t throw me out of the party!”


      “Pfft! Heh heh heh! We ain’t got no actual problem wit’cha, kid. We just don’t need ya anymore! We really gotta spell it out for ya?” Garou the wolfman piped up.


      “Honestly, I know you’re an inferior race, but I can’t stand how stupid you humans are,” Sasha the elf chimed in.


      “Hm, is this lack of understanding the result of your own personal ignorance, or is it characteristic of the entire human race? As a researcher, my curiosity is positively piqued,” Sionne the dark elf mused.


      All three of them looked down on me with scorn as I apologized profusely, their words devastating me even more than Drago’s declaration that I was being kicked out of the party.


      This realm is made up of nine races: humans, beastfolk, dragonutes, elves, dark elves, dwarves, demonkin, onifolk, and centaurs. Not all races were created equal, however. Humans, for instance, aren’t as strong as beastfolk or onifolk, nor are we as fast as centaurs. We aren’t as magically gifted as dragonutes, elves, or dark elves, nor do we live as long as those races. Humans aren’t as resourceful as dwarves, and we aren’t as clever as demonkin.
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      Because of this, in this realm, we humans are looked down on, discriminated against, and viewed as the most inferior of the races. In fact, the eight other races often referred to us as “inferiors” as shorthand. The Concord of the Tribes was different, however. The party was famous for rejecting bigotry and recruiting members of all races in an attempt to embrace the lofty aspiration of creating a world where all are equal.


      Garou, who looked like a wolf standing on two legs, would yell at any beastfolk who made fun of me when we were walking around town. Sasha, a beautiful elf with pointy ears and blonde hair cascading down her back, would console me whenever this discrimination brought tears to my eyes. Sionne, who had silver hair and tan skin, would help me study, teaching me everything she knew about drug making.


      But in that moment, they all seemed like complete strangers to me, belittling me and leering at me as if I were some kind of nasty insect or a pitiful animal they were about to start hunting. This whole situation was shocking to me, and I felt like I’d been whacked around the head with a blunt object out of nowhere.


      “Wh-Why would you three—” But before I could finish my question, I was cut off by the four party members who hadn’t spoken yet.


      “C’mon, do we really need to spend all day talking about this? We don’t need the kid, so let’s just kill him already. We can’t have another party waltzing in here and seeing us like this.”


      That was Naano, a dwarf with a shaggy beard that was tied to a point. He was urging everyone to kill me, acting as if he were merely tossing out a tool he didn’t need anymore. Naano had been the one who’d patiently taught me how to sharpen swords and keep armor maintained at the party’s manor.


      “Naano is right. I can barely stand breathing the same air as this inferior, so I would prefer it if we brought this to a conclusion soon.”


      That was Diablo, a tall, lanky, young demon with pale skin and devil horns growing out of his head. He had been the one who taught me proper table manners and etiquette. Sure, he had a habit of muttering the occasional snide remark directed toward me, but I’d never heard him speak about me with such indignation and murderous intent before.


      “Agreed. This is a complete waste of time.”


      The next to offer their thoughts on the matter was Oboro, an oni who’d taught me how to fight with my bare hands and melee weapons in his spare time. He wasn’t just a fellow party member to me, he was my mentor—an expert instructor in combat techniques. Yet, with just a few short words, he had dismissed me as a pest.


      “Hold your horses. This inferior’s taken up too much of our valuable time to dispose of him quickly. I’d feel much better if we made him feel every last ounce of our pain before bumping him off.”


      The last to speak up was Santor, a two-legged centaur who was the biggest of all the party members and who seemed to want me to die a slow, gruesome death. He had been the one who’d taught me how to use a bow and arrow and how to hit a moving target.


      I turned my gaze once more to the party leader, Drago, and fully aware that my teeth were chattering, I spluttered another question.


      “Th-This is a joke, right, Mr. Drago? It’s all an act, isn’t it? A prank at my expense? After all, there’s no reason for you to kill me, is there?”


      “Sure there is,” Drago said without missing a beat. “As it happens, we were told to kill you. Just to make sure.”


      “You’re killing me j-just to make sure?” I said, trembling. “Make sure of what? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


      “Light, you know that, unlike most other inferiors, you have a Gift.”


      “Uh, yeah. The Unlimited Gacha. But you all know it’s a useless Gift that only produces junk.”


      Once in a blue moon in this realm, a human gains what is known as a “Gift” when they turn ten, and I was lucky enough to be one of those humans. But the Gift I attained turned out to be this weird skill called the Unlimited Gacha. All I had to do to use this Gift was summon it up, push a gacha button, and out pops a card. Whatever’s on the card becomes a real-world item, which might seem really neat from the way I’m describing it, but trust me, it isn’t. I’d had this Gift for two years by this point and all I’d ever gotten from it was junk, such as moldy bread, a single sock with a hole in it, and a broken spoon. Talk about an utterly useless Gift.


      “Our superiors initially suspected you were a Master since you possessed this curious Gift called the Unlimited Gacha,” Drago explained. “So we brought you into the party in order to observe your Gift, your temperament, and your actions at close quarters. Unfortunately, your Gift only brought forth rubbish, and your stats remain at the same level as your other inferiors. As such, it has been determined that you are not a Master, and we were given orders from above to dispose of you. They wanted to eliminate any possibility of a calamity that may result from letting you wander around freely.”


      I wasn’t following even half of what he’d said! All I’d managed to glean from his explanation was that I wasn’t a Master and I was going to be done away with, just to be on the safe side. Also, what was a “Master,” anyway?


      “My nation was disappointed he wasn’t a Master, but it was a huge weight off my shoulders,” said Sasha. “If Light had been a Master, they would’ve ordered me to marry an inferior just so the bloodline would be theirs. Ugh, just thinking about it gives me goosebumps.”


      “Heh heh heh! The elven nation would be disappointed, wouldn’t they?” Garou said. “You elves and dark elves sure do love yer Masters, don’tcha?”


      “N-Nation?” I stuttered. Were these “superiors” Drago mentioned the authorities of a nation? Were Masters highly sought after by a nation? What did Masters do, anyway?


      Drago glared at Sasha and Garou, whose faces immediately turned grim as the two of them trembled with fear under his gaze. They knew better than to get on the wrong side of the highest-level member of the party. Naano, Diablo, and Oboro stared incredulously at the loose-lipped pair, while Santor let out a derisive snort. Relations between the beastfolk and the centaurs were every bit as bad as between the elves and dark elves, which likely explained why Santor’s first reaction to Garou’s predicament was to laugh.


      “I swear, elves and beastfolk always open their mouths before engaging their brains, don’t they?” said Naano.


      “Compared to inferiors, they have silver tongues. Though I think the way these two speak out of turn is more charming than it is offensive,” Diablo said mirthfully.


      “Not so charming if it causes trouble,” Oboro shot back.


      “Haw-haw! That’s beastfolk for you!” Santor sneered.


      Drago ignored the interjections of the other four and continued lecturing the two troublemakers. “You two need to exercise more discretion. What happens if our secret gets out?”


      “F-Forgive me, my leader,” said Sasha. “It was a slip of the tongue.”


      “Y-Yeah, sorry. Got a li’l carried away there,” Garou admitted. “Tell ya what: what if the two of us take care of the little puke for you? Then, our secret’ll stay nice and safe, yeah? It’ll be on us.”


      “Yes! What a great idea, Garou!” Sasha agreed. “His blood will be on our hands!”


      “Eek!” I shrieked as Garou jerked his arms out wide and flicked out the steel blades attached to his gauntlets. Sasha unslung her bow and took aim at me. They were really going to kill me!


      I started backing away slowly, then turned around and ran for it.


      “Aha ha ha!” Garou roared. “This here’s the Abyss, human! Even if ya do manage to get away from us, the monsters’ll finish ya off!”


      “Yes, but they won’t get a chance if we kill you first!” Sasha called out as she unleashed an arrow.


      “Gaaah!” I screamed in pain as the arrow speared through my left leg, and I fell to the ground, unable to run anymore. It was a really hard landing too, the jarring impact with the rock-littered floor of the cave-like dungeon drawing blood and turning the ground around me red. It was the arrow stuck in my leg that hurt the most, though.


      “Ah, nothin’ beats that look on their faces and all that screamin’! I really get a kick outta huntin’ humans for sport! Monsters and animals ain’t half as fun ’cause they can’t talk!”


      “Indeed, Garou,” Sionne agreed, nodding along to the wolfman’s sadistic remarks. “I enjoy hearing the screams of the inferiors I do my experiments on so much, I can’t help applying even more pressure to them in response. Light’s screams and pained expressions are especially delicious.”


      Sasha seemed repelled by the dark elf’s words. “Honestly, you dark elves are far too obsessed with experimentation. This is neither the time nor place. Our cover story is supposed to be that a monster landed a fatal blow on one of our party members while we were questing in the Abyss, the most dangerous dungeon in the world. But that won’t convince anyone if we take our sweet time over it and another party shows up before we finish the job!”


      “Okay, okay, I hear ya. Relax,” Garou replied before turning to me. “Truth is, kid, I wanted to toy wit’cha some more before wastin’ ya. On the other hand, ya did give us all a good laugh by taggin’ along like an idiot with no clue of what we were really up to. So I’ll put ya outta yer misery quick. Call it a ‘thank ya’ gift if ya like.”


      As casually as anything, Garou closed in for the kill as I lay there on the ground with an arrow through my leg, slavering, bleeding, and crying from the pain. I was in complete denial of the scene unfolding before my eyes.


      “No, no! This can’t be happening! The Concord of the Tribes is supposed to be good! You’re all imposters! You have to be fakes!”


      The fake Drago snapped back with invective of his own. “Nonsense! We dragonutes simply have too much pride to consort with you inferiors on equal terms. I only consented to this charade because I had orders from above.”


      “Aha ha ha!” the fake Garou howled with laughter. “Oh, man! This is the funniest thing I’ve seen in my life! Yer killin’ me!”


      The fake Sasha’s face wrinkled in disgust. “Why are you marveling over this display? I swear, humans are vile, revolting creatures! Why don’t the authorities just eradicate these inferiors once and for all?”


      The fake Sionne looked on impassively, as if she were watching a lab rat taking its final breath. “Light could have been very useful as an experimental subject, but alas, it is out of my hands. I suppose I can make up for it by purchasing a few young female inferiors and using them instead.”


      The fake Naano—who looked like he’d completely run out of patience—was egging on my killers to hurry up and finish the job. “C’mon, kill him already! This kid’s not a Master. He’s nothing to us! We’re burning daylight as we speak!”


      The fake Diablo shrugged in agreement. “Naano is quite correct. We are wasting precious time here. In any event, these inferiors look ghastly when they have lost all hope. Our best option is to kill him at once and leave this dungeon forthwith.”


      The fake Oboro chimed in as well, practically whispering as he spoke. “If none of you will kill him, I’ll have the honor.”


      The fake Santor bellowed angrily. “Damn it! I wanna kill him! Though I really want to pay him back for making my life hell first, by torturing him over and over! This is infuriating!”


      All the murderous fakes who had the same faces, voices, and mannerisms as the real party members were mocking me and laughing at me, but I didn’t want to die, so I tried to get away the best I could. With my leg hurt, however, I couldn’t run, so I crawled along the jagged, rock-littered floor of the cavern—the very act of which ripped open my skin and caused me to bleed even more. I ignored these new wounds and kept moving.


      I didn’t want to die, but in the back of my mind, I knew I was a goner. I had a power level of 15, which was high for a twelve-year-old and mostly due to the party helping me to level up, but if you were to ask what the power levels of the other members of the party were, well...


      Garou and Santor were both around 150, while Sasha, Sionne, and Naano were all around the 300 mark. Diablo and Oboro were nearer 400, while Drago’s level was up around 500. Humans were way behind the other races when it came to physical strength, magic, and lifespan—to name just a few traits where we were found to be lacking. All of this meant humans had the weakest overall levels of any race, while the others were able to reach much higher levels, thanks to their strength, magic, and longer lives. This sizable gap in levels was the main driving force behind the discrimination humans suffered in this realm, and it was this stark difference in our respective power levels which told me I didn’t have a hope in Hell of getting away from the much higher-leveled members of the party.


      Still, I carried on crawling for my life. Though as I struggled desperately to get away, more bad luck befell me. As my outstretched right hand touched the ground, a huge curtain of light exploded from underneath it.


      “Huh? Did he just trigger a teleportation trap?!”


      “Don’t let him get away! We have to kill hi—”


      In that instant, the sound of everybody’s voices cut off abruptly, and for a moment, all I saw was blinding white light.


      ✰✰✰


      “Urgh, I hurt all over.”


      Luckily for me, I’d managed to escape from the other party members, but unluckily for me, Sasha’s arrow was still wedged in my left leg and I was still scraped and bloodied from crawling across that rocky cavern floor. A momentary wave of relief washed over me on the realization that I’d made it to safety, though it was almost instantly followed by a second wave of total pain that tore through me without mercy.


      It looked like I’d ended up in another cavern in the same dungeon. Unlike the middle layer of the Abyss, this area was much darker. I flopped onto my back on the bare rock beneath me.


      “Mom, dad, big brother, Yume,” I mumbled to the air around me. “You were right. The city is a scary place. I wanna go home.”


      I hurt all over, I had an arrow in my leg, and the party members I’d trusted completely had humiliated me and tried to kill me. I felt crushed by their betrayal, and longed to be back with my family.


      I was born the second son of a poor farmer, and with my big brother being the one who would one day take over the family farm, I decided to leave home. My parents and siblings told me I didn’t have to go, but I’d made up my mind. My family would have one less mouth to feed, and there would be more food for my baby sister, Yume. I set out with a plan to make a name for myself in the city, but this was where I’d ended up. I’d be too ashamed to face my family after what had happened.


      But that wasn’t important right now. If I didn’t make it out of the Abyss, the most dangerous dungeon in the realm, I’d never see sunlight again, let alone reunite with my family.


      “Why’d they trick me and try to kill me?” I murmured. “I’m just a poor farm boy. What is a ‘Master,’ anyway? Why is some nation behind this? I don’t want to die—not until I know what’s going on. At any rate...”


      The lingering respect I felt for my party and my sheer anguish at being betrayed by them gave way to a burning desire for revenge.


      “I’ll make them suffer for what they did to me! I’ll kill them all! I can’t die here without paying them back! I won’t be able to die in peace until I’ve taken revenge against all those who betrayed me!”


      The inferno of vengeance welling up inside me eclipsed the pain coursing through my body. “But if I want my revenge, and to see my family again, I have to somehow stop this bleeding and get out of—”


      “Grrrrr...”


      The guttural growl that cut me off told me that my bad luck had struck again. A monster appeared out of the shadows in front of me, perhaps drawn by all the noise I was making, or perhaps because it had caught a whiff of my blood. It was a huge creature, maybe ten meters in length, and it walked on all fours. It had a tail that was thicker than my torso and that looked a lot like a snake, even down to having its own two eyes and a mouth. The snake-tail rippled its way through the air toward me. The monster stared at me with keen, menacing eyes as drool oozed from its mouth. Even if this had been an ordinary predator, I would’ve been done for, but I was in for a real shock when I saw the monster’s stats screen.


      “What?! Is this some kind of joke? This can’t be real!” I cried. “Level 1000?!”


      A person or creature can voluntarily activate their stats screens for others to see, which meant, by displaying its stats to me just to rub in how outmatched I was, the monster wasn’t just intimidating me physically, it was mentally tormenting me as well.


      I’d had it all wrong. I’d thought the teleportation trap had sent me back to somewhere near the entrance to the middle layer of the Abyss, but it turned out that it had actually transported me to the deepest part of the Abyss—a completely unexplored area that nobody in the world had set foot in. I assumed that had to be the case, because there was no way I’d be face-to-face with a Level 1000 monster otherwise!


      “I-I have to get out of here! But where do I go?!”


      I was a Level 15 human, so there was absolutely zero way I was escaping from the bottom-most levels of the Abyss. There was nowhere I could run to escape from the monster.


      “Grrrrr!”


      As if to confirm this, the creature let out another guttural growl and slowly advanced toward me, obviously fully aware of how hopeless my situation was. If the monster reached me, I’d probably suffer a fate worse than death on the wrong end of its carnivorous teeth.


      But I wasn’t dead yet.


      “I’m not going to die without finding out the truth, nor without seeing my family again, nor without getting revenge on the people who betrayed me!” I screamed. “I’m not going to die like some piece of garbage!”


      Unfortunately, because I’d left the rucksack back with my former party, I didn’t have a knife, a canteen, or even a piece of flint on me. The only thing I had was my god-given Gift. I smashed the Unlimited Gacha button repeatedly and prayed feverishly for something that might help me out of this, as my Gift was my one last hope for escaping this hopeless situation.


      “Huh?”


      “Grrr?”


      A large, magical seal that gave off a heavenly light emanated from my core, and the Level 1000 monster—which had been so cocksure up until just a second ago—stopped in its tracks in front of the mysterious brightness.


      “Grrr—graaw!”


      Whether due to intuition or instinct, the monster charged at me at top speed! Unsurprisingly for a Level 1000 creature, it closed the gap in an instant, and the monster’s gaping jaw was soon looming over me.

    

  

  
    [image: insert2]
  

  
    
      I guess this is the last thing I’m ever going to see, I thought to myself.


      Just as I’d given up all hope, a glow bright enough to illuminate every corner of the deepest part of the Abyss burst forth.


      “I shall not take kindly to any creature who bares its fangs at my master, even if the creature in question is a mere pup.”


      In the light, I could just about make out locks of raven hair fluttering. A moment later, the Level 1000 monster was minus a head and the rest of its body had been sliced and diced, as if the creature had already been carved into chunks from the moment it had wandered onto the scene.


      The speaker, who didn’t have a single speck of blood on her, stood between me and the dead monster. She had long, jet-black hair tied up into a ponytail and adorned with a long ribbon, and she was wearing a maid’s outfit, like the kind you’d see worn by servants in upper-crust households. She was also wearing pristine white gloves and stockings, and even her shoes were spotless.


      She was somewhat taller than the average human woman, and long eyelashes framed her large, round eyes, while her rose-colored lips were accentuated by a nose with a straight bridge. All of her features were perfectly proportioned, and her skin was so pale it was nearly translucent. It was as if a divine power had put every last effort into creating an exquisite doll.


      Her statuesque face alone would’ve been more than enough to attract attention, yet she was also very well-endowed, and the considerable chest area of her maid uniform billowed. No man would be able to resist trying to steal a glance at that bust. Yet her hips were so narrow, she looked like she might snap in half. Her limbs were long and slender and matched her stature perfectly. In short, she had a truly incredible physique.


      She turned to me, and her eyes trembled with pain as they landed on me. She then dropped to one knee, like a knight in the presence of a monarch.


      “Forgive me, master. I have taken it upon myself to heal your wounds. I was unable to endure the sight of those injuries to your precious skin and face. I hope you can pardon my presumptuousness.”


      “Wh-What? Ah! The pain! It’s gone?!”


      I checked myself over and found that someone or something had pulled the arrow out of my leg. In fact, I wasn’t wounded anywhere, and I wasn’t in any pain.


      “Master, may I ask to hear your name in your mellifluous voice?”


      “Huh? Uh, my name?” I said. “My name is Light.”


      “Master Light, Master Light, Master Light... What a remarkably distinguished name.” The woman clasped her hands tightly over her chest while repeating my name. “As is demanded by my honor as a maid, I shall live only to serve you, to devote myself to you, and I am prepared to die for you,” she continued. “On my honor as a maid, I swear absolute fealty to you, Master Light, and I pray that you will retain me.”


      “Uh, yeah...”


      “I thank you immeasurably, Master Light. As a bird can never be without its wings, and a tree never without its branches, you shall never be without me by your side, from now until your dying day.”


      The “yeah” I’d uttered had been more out of confusion than consent, but it felt too awkward to correct her after that.


      But never mind all that. Who was she? And what was she doing at the bottom level of the Abyss? What had that huge magical seal been about? When did she heal my wounds? And wouldn’t it be a good idea to leave this spot since the ground was drenched in the blood of that monster and the smell of it might attract other creatures?


      So many questions swam through my mind, but I was so disoriented that a single word didn’t pass my lips. The maid must have noticed my confusion at the situation, since she picked that moment to introduce herself.


      “Forgive me for not introducing myself before. I am the Super Ultra Rare card: Level 9999, Ever-Seeking Maid, Mei.”


      “A Super Ultra Rare card? Level 9999?”


      “Correct,” said Mei. “I am a Super Ultra Rare card that was brought forth by your Gift, the Unlimited Gacha. As long as I am here, I promise that the hordes of monsters dwelling in this dungeon shall never lay a single claw on your lovely skin.”


      Well, it had taken her less than a second to dispatch that Level 1000 monster, a creature so terrifying it was almost mythical, so I was probably safe with her, but I was still having trouble believing what I was seeing.


      “This is impossible. My Unlimited Gacha only ever produced junk items before. It’s never given me someone as amazing as you, Miss Mei. I mean, first of all, are people even meant to come out on gacha pulls?”


      “Master Light, you need not call your maid ‘Miss.’ You may simply call me by my given name, Mei.”


      Before I was betrayed, it was natural for me to use “Mr.” or “Miss” whenever I was talking to other members of the party. I wasn’t used to calling people by just their first names. “Wait, I can’t—”


      “I implore you.”


      Her firm voice and sad-looking eyes made it impossible for me to deny her request.


      “Okay, M-Mei.”


      “I thank you for accepting this humble request from your servant,” said Mei. “Your magnanimity befits you, Master Light, for you possess the magnitude of a ruler. And as such, your Gift, the Unlimited Gacha, should not have produced any failures. If you will allow me, I would like to examine your Gift using my Appraisal.”


      “A-Appraisal?” I replied. “Miss—I mean, Mei... You have the Gift of Appraisal?!”


      People with Appraisal were able to “assess” the attributes of other people and items, and the higher the level of the one possessing this Gift, the more that would be revealed to them. Among humans, Appraisal was a highly sought-after Gift since it guaranteed you work for life.


      “More precisely, it is one of several skills I possess,” said Mei. “May I be allowed to appraise you, Master Light?”


      “Uh, sure, go ahead.”


      “Then, if you will pardon me. Appraisal!” Mei announced. “Your attributes are concealed in such a way that no one below my power level could have determined them. You continue to amaze me, Master Light. I could hardly have imagined how much power you possess. Your Gift, the Unlimited Gacha, grants you limitless access to gacha cards,” she continued. “The probability of receiving a certain card changes with the amount of mana. Ranked from high to low, you can receive: EX cards, Super Ultra Rare cards, Ultra Rare cards, Super Super Super Rare cards, Super Super Rare cards, Super Rare cards, Rare cards, Normal cards, and Errors.”


      “Huh? What does all that mean?” This was definitely not something a poor little farm boy like me found easy to get his head around. Mei tried to fill in the blanks for me.


      “When a sorcerer casts a spell, that magic uses the mana from the air around them. The Unlimited Gacha appears to produce cards by absorbing that very same mana. However, there is not much mana on the surface world, so the chances of your Gift producing an SUR card like mine were infinitely close to zero. However, because there is much more mana in the lowest reaches of this dungeon, the chances of producing an SUR card increased dramatically.”


      “Okay, I think I get it,” I replied, having not understood half of what she’d said. The bit I did get was it looked like my Gift could produce cards as powerful as Mei on the bottom level of the Abyss.


      “You are certainly astonishing, Master Light,” Mei remarked. “You were unaware of the particulars of the Unlimited Gacha that I have since revealed using my Appraisal, yet you knew enough about your ability to travel to the very bottom of the Abyss and summoned me regardless. You are indeed the perfect master for me to serve and it is my honor as a maid to do so.”


      Mei paused, then continued.


      “But do you not think it was somewhat reckless for you to journey to these depths alone, given your current status?” Mei asked. “From this day forward, I will never leave your side, and I swear on my honor as a maid that you will never come to harm in such a manner again.”


      I could only respond with silence.


      “Master Light, whatever is the matter?”


      “Oh, no, it’s not what you think, Miss—I mean, Mei. I didn’t come to the Abyss by myself.”


      I went on to tell Mei the whole story of how I’d gotten my injuries and how I’d found myself at the bottom-most level of the world’s most notorious dungeon, but doing so made me recall how the companions I’d once trusted had betrayed me in such a horrible way, and I was unable to hold back the tears.


      Once I was done telling the tale, Mei embraced me tightly, and since she was taller than me, my face ended up being buried in her ample bosom. I’d been so focused on my feelings of despair that I didn’t at any point consider that a beautiful woman like Mei might hug me and smoosh my face in between her breasts. My submerged face, as well as the rest of my body, turned beet red. A scent sweeter than flowers filled my nostrils and made me dizzy with elation as Mei—who hadn’t noticed I was blushing—stroked my head over and over, and did what she could to console me.


      “A solitary maid like me could never understand how painful and degrading that was, and how angry you must feel after what you went through, Master Light,” said Mei. “However, you have the means to exact the most appropriate retribution against those who have proven themselves to be lower than animal droppings. Please simply give me the order, and within the hour, I will have the heads of those reprobates lined up before you!”


      “No, wait, Mei! You can’t!”


      “I understand that you are a gentle soul, Master Light, but I do not believe there is a need to show a shred of mercy to those villains.”


      I drew away from Mei’s chest and shook my head.


      “No, I’m not saying I want to show them mercy. I just want to grow stronger and take revenge on them myself. I also want to find out why a nation would seek out and befriend a so-called ‘Master,’ only to turn around and try to kill him. I guess you don’t think a human like me would be able to do any of that, do you, Mei?”


      “On the contrary. What you desire is what I desire, Master Light. If you wish to execute this act of vengeance on your own terms, then on my honor as a maid, I pledge to support you in that endeavor. However it comes to pass, it is my firm belief that you will succeed in having your revenge and uncovering the truth.”


      “Thank you, Mei,” I said, after a pause.


      “I am humbled by your words,” Mei replied.


      I’d been betrayed by a group of friends I’d trusted, but on the upside, it had led to my Unlimited Gacha giving birth to Mei, a woman who swore her undying loyalty to me. My party’s betrayal had angered me so much, it boiled my guts, and I’d felt so hurt by it, I’d wanted to die right there on the spot. But because I’d ended up in the bottom-most level of the Abyss, I’d met Mei, and now, I felt joy welling up from the bottom of my heart.


      Mei took out a handkerchief and wiped my tear-stained face. “To my most unbearable shame, I must inform you that I cannot help you fulfill your desires on my own. I ask that you use your Unlimited Gacha to summon other allies like me.”


      “What? But you’re incredibly powerful. I mean, your power level is 9999,” I responded, flustered by this suggestion. “Why would I need more allies?”


      “Indeed. I can tell you upon my honor as a maid that I am powerful enough to single-handedly lay waste to a nation or two with the utmost of ease. If it were simply vengeance you sought, that would not give me even a momentary pause. But in order to uncover the reasons behind your plight, my powers alone will be far from sufficient, and the most likely outcome would be that you never discover the truth.”


      “So in other words, you’re saying I can just use my Unlimited Gacha to summon other people like you?”


      The way Mei talked made it difficult to understand even half of what she said, but I did catch the part about summoning up more allies using my Unlimited Gacha, so I decided I’d run with that suggestion.


      On hearing that I was ready and willing to do this, Mei responded with a radiant smile.


      “Yes, your interpretation is quite correct. You should summon more allies with your Unlimited Gacha and build your own kingdom in this dungeon, Master Light.”


      I knew what the words “build your own kingdom” meant on the face of it, but because I couldn’t wrap my head around the concept, I pretended I hadn’t heard her say it. Following Mei’s advice, I began once again to push the button on my Unlimited Gacha in the deepest of the depths of the Abyss, the most notorious dungeon in the realm.


      ✰✰✰


      About three years had passed since that fateful day when I was betrayed by the comrades I’d trusted and met Mei at the bottom of the Abyss. What were once dark crags occupying that section of the dungeon had been transformed into a smooth, marble-like hallway. The magical lighting fixtures that lined the corridor shone brightly, chasing away any trace of darkness. As I, Light, walked through the hallway, the fairy maids that were lined up in a row on either side of me bowed their heads in deference. All of these maids were beautiful young girls of varying shapes and sizes, and if any one of them were to go up to the surface world, she would find herself in the middle of a throng of men either trying to court her, solicit her for her hand in marriage, or asking her to marry their sons.


      “At ease,” I said.


      “Thank you very much, master,” the maids replied, their voices bubbling with joy.


      I waved to them impassively as I passed between them, and even though I wasn’t particularly near the maids, the way the stone hallway was constructed and my elevated power level allowed me to listen in on their private conversations.


      “I can’t believe Master Light spoke to us! I feel so very lucky!”


      “I hope we didn’t use up all our luck today.”


      “Ah, Master Light is so handsome. I want to sniff his hair... No! Just a piece of his clothing would be enough!”


      “Are you some kind of pervert?!”


      “You’d sniff his clothes too if he let you.”


      “Of course I would!”


      “I’m fine with having nostrils full of his scent, but I’d rather have him stroke my hair.”


      “I want him to glance at me with a look of sheer disgust on his face!”


      “Now that’s going too far!”


      My face crinkled upwards slightly into an awkward grin as I listened in on their exchange. The maid walking beside me who I’d chosen to be my bodyguard turned to me, the veins on her forehead pulsating with rage. “Master Light, please give me permission to put an immediate end to the foolish prattling of these fairies.”


      “It’s fine. It doesn’t bother me. It just shows how devoted they are to me.”


      “Forgive me for overstepping,” the maid said, after a pause. The leniency I showed to the fairies caused her pulsating veins to disappear without a trace.


      As we continued to walk, we came to the end of the elegantly constructed corridor and entered an untouched wide, open space with dark crags that was more typical of the dungeon I dwelled in. This area served as my training ground, so I hadn’t altered it in any way. Here, I encountered the three people I was searching for. A short, silver-haired vampire girl threw both of her hands in the air and started venting at the girl next to her.


      “I thought I toldya I’m not stupid! Look, I even know my multiplications! One times one is one, one times two is two, one times three is four—”


      “See? You can’t even recite the multiplication table. Making a mistake multiplying by one proves just how unbelievably stupid you are,” said the young girl, who shrugged in resignation at the vampire. Her blonde hair was tied into two long bunches that stretched all the way down her back, and she wore a witch’s hat.


      The third girl, who was shorter than the other two, wore a hood with cat ears that fitted snugly over her head. She was currently meowing like a cat. It’s said three women can drive a man crazy with their chatter, but I liked how they livened up the place. It was a lot better than everyone being sullen and bleak all the time.


      I had my attendant hold back as I approached the three girls.


      “So this is where you’d all got to.”


      Reacting to my voice, the three girls turned toward me, their faces positively glowing.


      “Master Light! Didja come to see me? You’re so sweet!”


      The vampire girl was an SUR card summoned by my Unlimited Gacha: Level 9999, Ancestral Vampire Knight, Nazuna. Her bloodred irises contrasted sharply with her long, silver hair, and even though she was a shortie, her chest was very large indeed. At first blush, she had the look of a beautiful, sheltered heiress, but as soon as she opened her mouth, it was quickly apparent that she was full of life in a way that belied her blue-blooded outward appearance.


      Nazuna was a powerful knight who wore a heavy set of armor, though mostly just on her feet, arms, and shoulders. Armed with a broadsword longer than her body, she was capable of going toe-to-toe with any monster she encountered.


      “Nazuna, you know full well that Blessed Lord Light would never seek out a graceless pygmy like you,” the girl in the witch’s hat said, before turning to me. “Blessed Lord, I’m ready to have your holy child any time of the day or night. Come, let us away to the bedroom. A-A-And if we could, I’d greatly appreciate having some time to bathe so I can wash off this little bit of perspiration that seems to have broken out on me...”


      The girl blushed, her eyes turning seductively moist as she said this. She was also an SUR card summoned by my Unlimited Gacha: Level 9999, Forbidden Witch, Ellie. She was a master of all sorts of elements of sorcery, from magic and witchcraft to the dark arts and spirit charms.


      Aside from her lustrous blonde hair, another thing that was noticeable about Ellie was that she was around 160cm in height, but because she always wore her witch’s hat, she looked a lot taller than she actually was. She had a well-developed bust and a decent hourglass figure, while thick, creamy thighs that would catch the eye of any man peeked out through her irregularly-parted skirt. Naturally, her facial features were quite attractive too. Her large, doe-like eyes were so captivating, they seemed to draw you in, body and soul.


      She frequently invited me to her sleeping quarters, but she was actually a virgin with no experience in the bedroom. And despite her many solicitations, she was a bashful girl, who was quick to flush with embarrassment. Although her advances flattered me, I always turned her down. I’d rather steer well clear of having a child to look after. At least, not until after I’d fulfilled my objectives. Though, for the record, I was very flattered that a gorgeous girl like Ellie liked me.


      “Meow.”


      The third girl of the three mewed as she rubbed her head against me like a cat. Of course, she was also an SUR card brought forth by my Unlimited Gacha: Level 9999, Genius Monster Tamer, Aoyuki. As her name suggested, she had the ability to tame any magical beast, divine creature, cryptid, or rare animal. Aoyuki was the shortest of the three girls, and not only was she in a cat-eared hood, she also wore an extra-large collar around her neck. The collar was secured like a belt, and it was so long that it dangled behind her like a tail. Some people even thought she resembled a cat in her looks and her mannerisms.


      Aoyuki was a cute girl with a baby face framed by fanciful blue hair, and unlike the other two, her breasts were much more delicate things. Her arms and legs were skinny, though they were also long compared to her slight stature. She’d often mew and rub her head against me—like she was doing right at that moment—and I found her mannerisms so adorable, I’d always end up stroking her chin as if she were a real cat.


      “Mreeow,” Aoyuki purred with pleasure.


      “I didn’t just come here for you, Nazuna. I need to talk to all three of you,” I said. “Ellie, you can invite me to your room another time. Aoyuki, I need you to sit up straight and listen—”


      From out of the dark recesses, a four-legged monster suddenly appeared and plodded toward us. The beast was at least ten meters in length and had a snake-tail thicker than my torso. The seemingly sentient tail slithered and wriggled around like a serpent. I’d noticed the monster was lurking there when I came in, but after getting a proper look at it, I realized the creature resembled the brute I’d encountered when I’d first stumbled into the lowest reaches of the Abyss. My body instinctively froze due to the trauma of that encounter. Noticing how scared stiff I was, the three girls fell into formation in readiness to attack the monster, which was called a Snake Hellhound.


      “Ya really gonna disrespect my master in front of me like that? I ain’t gonna make your death quick, bub!” Nazuna barked as she effortlessly raised her broadsword, the pupils of her eyes stretching out vertically.
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