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The RJP Readers series provides graded reading material for students of English at 12 levels of difficulty.

🟥  A1.1  Beginner or Noob

🔴 A1.2  False Beginner or Learner

🟧 A2.1  Lower Elementary or Shopper

🟠 A2.2  Upper Elementary or Gamer

🟨 B1.1  Lower Intermediate 1 or Tourist

🟡 B1.2  Lower Intermediate 2 or Capable

🟩 B2.1  Upper Intermediate 1 or Competent

🟢 B2.2  Upper Intermediate 2 or Fluent

🟦 C1.1  Lower Advanced or Ace

🔵 C1.2  Upper Advanced or Master

🟪 C2.1  Lower Proficiency or Expert

🟣 C2.2  Upper Proficiency or Pro
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B1.2 The Last Game
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Level: 🟡 B1.2 (Capable)

Inspired by: The Most Dangerous Game by Richard Connell

Modern version: A popular gaming streamer is invited to try a secret, high-stakes VR game. But the game isn’t just virtual—and losing has consequences.

Setting: Near-future tech world
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Episode 1: The Invite
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No one knows his real name—not even his fans.

Online, he’s RAZE.

Three million followers. Top-five global rankings. Famous for headshots, speedruns, and that one viral clip where he beat an impossible boss blindfolded.

“RAZE ISN’T HUMAN,” the comments had said.
“He’s code in a hoodie.”
RAZE leaned into it. He never showed his face. Never streamed from home. Always in shadow, always in control.

That’s why the email catches him off guard.

Subject line:
The Last Game – You’re Invited
The body is short.

We’ve been watching. You’re fast. Focused. Unbreakable.

One game. One night. No rules.

If you win, you walk away with a prize no leaderboard can touch.

Accept? Reply YES.

—H.A.R.D. Systems

RAZE reads it three times.

Then checks the sender. It’s encrypted, bouncing through dozens of proxies. Not traceable.

He should delete it.

Instead, he replies.

YES

The reply comes exactly one minute later.

Coordinates.
11:30 p.m.
Come alone.
Wear no devices.
Phone off.
Game gear provided.
And just like that, he’s in.

That night, RAZE stands outside an old warehouse in the industrial part of the city.

No signs. No lights. Just a tall, rusted door and a keypad.

He hesitates for the first time.

Then the door buzzes and opens on its own.

Inside, a single spotlight shines on a chair.

Next to it: a sleek headset and gloves—tech he doesn’t recognize.

No screens. No console. Just gear and silence.

A voice echoes through the space, calm and genderless.

“Sit. Begin.”

RAZE swallows and steps forward.

The moment the headset clicks on, the world vanishes.

Then it builds again—slowly, in layers.

Stone. Wind. Grass.

He blinks and finds himself standing in a forest clearing under a blood-red sky.

Birds shriek overhead. The air smells like metal and ash.

A HUD appears in the corner of his vision:
Welcome to The Last Game
Level: One
Objective: Survive
Opponents Remaining: Unknown
A voice whispers in his ear—not the same one from the warehouse. This one is lower, colder.

“Move fast, player. You’re not alone.”

He turns.

Footsteps.

Not coded. Not random.

Human.

Real.
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Episode 2: No Pause Button
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RAZE ducks behind a tree, heart pounding.

Footsteps. Real ones. Crunching on dirt and dry leaves.

Whoever—or whatever—is moving, they’re close.

He scans the clearing. The environment is next-level—better than any VR he’s ever tested. The temperature shifts with the wind. His gloves pick up texture from the tree bark. He can smell smoke.

This isn’t a game.

Or, if it is, it’s running on tech the world hasn’t seen.

He whispers, “Show HUD.”

The display appears again:

Level: One – Survive
Health: 100%
Ammo: 0
Inventory: Empty
No map. No weapon. No clues.

Just survive.

The footsteps grow louder.

RAZE sprints.

The forest is tight and twisted, like something out of a horror game. Branches grab at his hoodie. Roots trip his steps. But he moves fast. Always has.

Behind him, something chases.

Not shouting.

Not mechanical.

Breathing.

He doesn’t look back.

Instead, he slides down a slope and rolls behind a fallen log. His shoulder slams into the ground. The pain is sharp—too sharp for VR.

He groans.

Pain level: Moderate. No damage deducted.

So it tracks pain separately. Great.

The footsteps stop.

RAZE holds his breath.

Then he hears it.

A voice, not human.

Low. Raspy.

“I see you, player.”

A figure appears on the ridge above.

Tall. Wearing armor—modern, tactical. A mask covers its face.

It holds something like a crossbow, but sleeker. Tech-based.

RAZE freezes.

The figure scans the trees, then walks away, slow and deliberate.

Not rushing. Hunting.

Once it’s gone, RAZE exhales.

Okay. Not friendly NPCs. Definitely not random code.

This feels... personal.

He opens his inventory again.

Still empty.

Then, out of nowhere, a small icon appears: [Item Nearby]

He crawls toward it. Finds a locked supply crate half-buried in the dirt.

“Open crate,” he says.

Nothing happens.

He reaches for it manually.

It opens with a hiss.

Inside: a simple knife. Not glowing. Not epic-tier. Just sharp.

He takes it.

HUD updates:

Weapon: Knife (Tier I)
Combat Mode Unlocked
“About time,” he mutters.

Then the voice returns.

“One weapon. One life. Choose well.”

RAZE moves carefully through the trees, knife gripped tight.

He still doesn’t know how many opponents are in the game. Just that one of them nearly ended him already.

There are no usernames. No chat.

Just silence.

He’s played battle royale games his whole life. But this isn’t about stats. This is about instinct.

He hears rustling ahead and crouches.

Another player?

He approaches slowly—and sees her.

A girl, maybe 18 or 19, sitting beside a small fire she’s built herself. Short hair. Focused eyes. A cracked headset like his.

He raises his knife.

She doesn’t move.

“I see you,” she says calmly.

He lowers the blade.

“You’re real?” he asks.

She nods. “Same as you.”

“Who are you?”

“Player name: Nova. Real name: not important. You can call me the one who hasn’t died yet.”

“How long have you been here?”

She glances at the sky. “Long enough to stop counting.”

RAZE stares at her. “You’re stuck?”

She nods. “The game doesn’t end until there’s one left.”

“One what?”

“Player.”

RAZE’s stomach drops.

“This is a deathmatch.”

Nova raises an eyebrow. “You didn’t figure that out?”

“I thought it was a test. An elite level. A prize.”

She laughs once. “The prize is getting out alive.”

They sit by the fire. RAZE keeps his knife nearby.

“You can’t log off?” he asks.

“No menu. No options. No exit.”

“But someone’s running this.”

Nova nods. “H.A.R.D. Systems. Whoever they are. They built it. They control it.”

“And the headset?”

“Neuronal  link. Direct to the brain. Real-time feedback. Pain, memory, emotion—all part of the system.”

RAZE swallows. “This shouldn’t be possible.”

“It is,” Nova says. “And now we’re in it.”

Suddenly, a screech cuts through the air.

Both of them jump.

On the horizon, a flare explodes—blood red.

Nova stands. “Someone just got eliminated.”

“How do you know?”

“Because that’s what it always looks like.”

She turns to him. “We should move. The more players go down, the tighter the map gets.”

“What happens when it’s just us?”

She looks him dead in the eye.

“Then one of us doesn’t leave.”

They move through the trees in silence.

RAZE wants to ask more questions, but there’s no time.

A new sound echoes—clicking, mechanical. Something fast.

They duck as a drone passes overhead. Not part of any game he’s ever played. It scans the area with a red laser grid, then flies off.

“Tracking us?” he asks.

“Probably,” Nova says. “The game watches everything.”

RAZE wipes sweat from his brow.

No pause button.

No logout.

No room for mistakes.

Just survive.
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Episode 3: Friendly Fire
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The forest thins as RAZE and Nova reach a ridge.

Below them: ruins. Crumbling stone walls, broken rooftops, collapsed staircases covered in moss. It looks like a medieval town dropped into a warzone.

RAZE scans the area.

“Cover’s decent,” he says.

“Too decent,” Nova replies. “Perfect place for an ambush.”

She’s right. But they’re exposed out here. And sooner or later, someone will find them.

They move down the slope in silence.

RAZE keeps one hand on his knife. Nova’s got a short blade now too—rusted, but sharp. Neither of them has found a gun yet.

He doesn’t know if he should hope for one or not.

Inside the ruins, they split up—just for a minute. RAZE checks a collapsed shop while Nova circles the far end.

The silence gets heavier the deeper he goes.

The game is tracking him. He can feel it.

Then—

[New Item Nearby]

He turns, finds another crate—half-buried under a fallen beam.

This one opens without a lock.

Inside: a pistol.

Lightweight. One clip. Six rounds.

RAZE holds it carefully. The HUD updates:

Weapon: Pistol (Tier II)
Ammo: 6/6
Combat Advantage: +15%
He doesn’t like the sound of that. Advantage over what?

Or who?

A scream cuts through the silence.

Nova.

RAZE sprints through the ruins, gun ready.

He rounds a corner and finds her crouched, holding her arm. Blood drips from her sleeve.

Behind her lies a body.

Another player.

Dead.

Male. Mask half-broken. A blade still
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