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Millions apply, only 100 make it to the actual competition and Jamie is one of those lucky few. There are 6 rounds, where they will test her ability to take the attentions of hundreds of marines, her ability to breed with alien species, and more. The prize? Becoming the mate of a Prince and live in luxury for the rest of her life. 




Trigger warning: Gang bang, medical alterations, aphrodisiacs, size difference, breeding with aliens, public sex
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The bit with the tree alien happened because I was mostly asleep working on the round before that and when I went to come back to writing the next day, I realized I had written about trees. So, tree aliens. Thanks mostly asleep brain. 






CHAPTER ONE




100 PARTICIPANTS LEFT




————————————




Jamie couldn’t believe she was here. The competition had been fierce. Literally millions of people had applied. Yet she’d made it to the first in person round, the final one hundred people. Even when she’d applied, she hadn’t thought, for real, that she would be selected. The first test had been her history and her family’s history. Then medical records, then medical exams. A physical, bloodwork, gods only know what. 




Then there were the measurements, every statistic was recorded. From her physical dimensions to the size of her vagina to her gag reflex. It was ridiculously comprehensive. They tested what aphrodisiacs worked on her and how much, and they tested her ovulation, then tested how much they could accelerate it. 




There were tests to see how she healed, then medications given to see if they could make that faster. She’d lost track of everything they’d done at this point. Her body felt amazing, though. She’d been informed that she was now ovulating every three days, which, considering the fastest they could get, was every two days was pretty darn good. 




They’d basically eliminated her gag reflex, installed a device in her rectum that produced lubricant, so it was self-lubricating, and probably more. She’d been flushed of every toxin and whatnot possible. As it stood right now, even if she failed out at this point, she could make a very good living as a high price whore anywhere in the galaxy. 




That wasn’t the goal, though. The goal was to be first. She wouldn’t just be set for life, but would be mated to one of the Direxi princes. In exchange for her carrying his heir and a spare, she would live as royalty forever. It was a heady thing to be trying for and considering all the Direxi princes were gorgeous, sleeping with them wouldn’t be a hardship. 




Now she was here. Suspended spread eagle and naked, in a zero grav pod in a massive building. There were 99 other pods, twenty-five to a floor, for four floors, arranged in a circle. Each pod was bathed in a green light. She had an IV in her hand that would make sure she got nutrients and fluids and had access to the button that would stop everything beside her other hand. 




It was almost time for the first in person test, the one that would eliminate half the contenders, the endurance test. The max time for this test was three weeks, which sounded obscenely long to Jamie, but what did she know? What she knew was there were about 400 marines crowded into the center of the circle in front of her and in groups of three, they would have access to her body for an hour each. 




The marines enhanced at this point to be the ultimate combat machines, but there was a side effect that no one seemed to care enough to fix. They were aggressively sexual, had basically no refractory period, and were very large. So for this test, the 100 finalists had to take the marines’ sexual attention for as long as they could hold out.




Jamie didn’t know what to think. She knew her body was as prepared for this as possible, but beyond that. She just hoped to be in the final 50 and thus be able to go on to the next round. The marines in the center seemed to organize into groups of three in front of each pod and a warmth started filling Jamie’s body. They must have started pumping in the drugs. 




She felt herself go languid and felt like her core was pulsing. Then a loud beep sounded and three massive naked men came into the room and were on her in a flash. They took advantage of the zero-g and one floated above her to feed his massive hard cock into her mouth while the other two pushed into the holes between her legs. 




Moaning as they filled her, Jamie realized another thing that had been done to her in all the tests and procedures before this. She was going to orgasm from penetration alone now. It felt fucking amazing. Better than any sex she’d had before. The men didn’t wait for her to get used to them, or even try to be gentle in any way. 




They just fucked her hard and fast. She took it and ended up orgasming right alongside them. For the next hour they fucked her, each time they came they swapped positions, and she lost count of how many times that happened in the hour. There was a beep, and they left, only to be replaced by another three who did the same thing. 




Over and over, they took her like this. All around the arena, the other hundred finalists were going through the same thing. After 12 hours, all the nearly 400 marines had a turn. Now the participants got a 30 minute break. Jamie just focused on breathing. She looked at the statistics at the top right of the door. It seemed 3 people had dropped out already. 




That wasn’t surprising. The reality of this test differed greatly from the imagined situation. At least some people would have had issues quickly. Before she was ready, the half hour was up. The arena had filled with another 400 or so men, and they quickly arranged themselves just as the last group had. 




This went on for days. At the end of each day they were cleaned off and cleaned out, making sure they didn’t get too filthy, a fact which Jamie was grateful for. Dried come wasn’t pleasant. The first day went quickly, so did the second. At her 4th break, the number of participants had dropped to 78 and there was a new line; fertilized eggs collected: 1.




 Belatedly Jamie remembered they had told her that as part of the end of the day cleaning, they’d be checking to see if she’d ovulated and collecting the egg if it had been fertilized. Seems she’d had one at some point that day. Neat. Overall, she was feeling pretty good still as she went into the third day. 




Each day that passed saw more people drop out. At the end of the first week, they finally had the 50th person drop out. Everyone that was left was going to the next round. Jamie breathed a sigh of relief. It would have sucked to be that last person cut, but now she didn’t need to worry about it. She would just do her best to do as good as she could in each round. 




Despite the fact that they were cutting people each round, your placement also made a difference. For some rounds, your overall placement determined what precisely happened, and a higher score meant you had a better chance of a good round. Besides, Jamie was competitive enough that she really wanted to see just how long she could last. 




The groups must have had at least some variation, but to Jamie, they all blended together. Three men, some talked to her, some talked to one another, some said nothing, but they all fucked her hard and fast. They came multiple times and didn’t stop. Jamie also came multiple times, her body reacting to the stimulation without conscious thought from her, or indeed, effort from her partners. 




At the end of the second week, there were 20 people left. That number dropped a few a day over the third week. Finally, on the last day possible, there were three people left. The count now included a countdown line, and Jamie watched as it counted the last 24 hours. At the first break, they’d lost one, making Jamie one of the final two. 




Then, the last 12 hour stretch was started. Jamie was delirious at this point, having been mostly awake for three weeks now, not to mention just how aggressively she’d been fucked. Her eyes focused on that countdown and she watched as 12 hours became 8, then 4, 3, 2. Then it all stopped. 




Jamie was confused at first. She hadn’t hit the button, hell; she hadn’t touched it once and had, in fact, regularly forgotten it existed. But the last group of men left once their hour was up and no one replaced them. She stared at the sign; it glowed red like it had the entire time. 




Days counted: 21

Hours left: 2.05

Fertilized eggs collected: 8

Contestants left: 1




Wait. Contestants left… one? Had the other person dropped out with only two hours left? Jamie was so exhausted she couldn’t think at this point. The lights came on white instead of the green they had been for three weeks now and people flooded into the room. Some of them started bringing her down out of the restraints, while others talked at her. 




There were congratulations on her win and discussions of what medical care she would need. Someone informed her that she had won a percentage of the bets on her and that she was now a very wealthy woman. It all washed over her as it sank in. She’d won. She hadn’t just gone on to the next round. She’d taken first in this one. 




Pleased, Jamie grinned. They carried her out of the pod and laid down on a stretcher. They wheeled her into the medical ward where a good proportion of the people following and talking at her were banned from entering. She was cleaned out and examined to see how much damage her body had taken. 




Turns out, quite a bit. The device in her rectum that ensured she was lubricated had been damaged. There were small tears in both her anus and her vagina. Her throat was very, very bruised. In fact, she had bruises all over her body from the marines grabbing her to anchor themselves to thrust in the zero-g. 




She also was extremely sleep deprived. So, they put her to sleep and over the next three days while she slept; they repaired most of the damage. Her accelerated healing took care of most of it. When she woke up, she was tender but nothing serious. The few places they had to stitch her up were all that really hurt at this point. 




It was also at this point the reality of that round had sunk in. She’d fucked something like 1500 men over three weeks. There were requests for interviews and there were notices about just how much money had been bet on her. Someone found out she got a percentage of that and there were stories about how she was now a multimillionaire. 




All of it was overwhelming and Jamie decided to just focus on healing and what the next round would bring. 



