Sexified – Chapter VI: A Whole New Level!

By Oxriff
The Sexified stories tell the story of a former secretary, Rachel, who after being subjected to a cruel experiment gains the ability to transform into the “stunning sex goddess” Elle whenever she gets horny! This is a sequel to “Sexified V: Paradise”, taking place just a few weeks after those events: The government wants payback and will stop at nothing to recapture her!

Author’s note:


I missed writing these stories and Amix’s take (Sexified: Rachel’s Legacy) made me think of other scenarios after Part V: Paradise. Enjoy, and please leave a comment. It sucks to see thousands of downloads but only a handful of comments for each story. Also feel free to write more stories based on this universe. 

This can be read stand-alone for the BE, but otherwise there are several references to the previous Sexified stories, also available on Overflowingbra.com. Enjoy ;)  

Prologue:

Rachel’s dream was to have her milk, which transformed those who ingested it into sex-drones at her command, rain all over the world, using a weather control system her scientists had developed. The project was successful and the rains were quick to take effect. The whole world screeched to a halt after the rains started falling… Or, should we say, almost the whole world. The Pentagon wasn’t done with Rachel and knew that now was the best time to try and recapture her, now that she thought she was untouchable.

Elle was finally exhausted. The rain had started falling just three weeks before, and every major city had fallen under its effect. People all around the world had tasted milk from her own breast and been Sexified, they had finally experienced the joys of savage, hypersensitive sex as she had been doing since her first transformation, all that time ago. War, business and politics became minor concerns, she thought as she lay down on the tattered remains of her bed. For three weeks she had been fucking non-stop with Sexified men and women from Punta Sol. She was going through people at a rate of almost a hundred per night, but finally she had climaxed, and it was beautiful. The earth-shattering final orgasm had made her forget about the fact that her mega-orgy had pretty much demolished the interiors of her palace. If you want to sleep you need a bed and if you want to eat you need a kitchen, but if you just want to fuck you don’t need anything, she thought. Life was beautiful. She fell asleep and her body returned to its plain original form, lying on the floor, covered in sweat and semen and surrounded by over a hundred other exhausted bodies.

They struck in the dead of night. Rachel was woken up by several loud crashes, coming not only from the main entrance in the ground floor but also from windows all around the palace. The crashes were soon replaced by the sound of screaming, screams of pain rather than shrieks of pleasure as she had become accustomed to hearing in the past days. Someone was breaking in… trying to take over her island! Desperate, she tried to wake up the people in her room, but they were KO. She tried pouring them milk from the small tank she kept in the room, but the people had absorbed too much of it and would only begin transforming after a few hours. In a final, desperate move, she tried drinking it herself, but delicious as it was her own milk or the synthetic formula derived from it had not effect on her… Rachel could hear steps coming closer and closer to her door! She lay down beside the other bodies and faked unconsciousness just as soldiers burst in and quickly surrounded her entire room. A minute as they appeared to stand still. Two minutes. Finally, she heard footsteps, they were leaving! From her limited point of view, lying face down on the floor of the dark room, she saw two legs walk towards her… and across her. She was safe…. Or so she thought! Two powerful hands grabbed her by her shoulders and flipped her up like a pillow. She stared into the cold, merciless grey eyes of a soldier, his mouth and nose covered by a mask.

“Rachel Drake. Did you really think you could fool us? Did you really think we wouldn’t notice you in the middle of all these bodies, just because your own body is plain and unnoticeable itself?” said another man, unseen, somewhere near the entrance to room. His voice seemed oddly familiar.

“Who are you?! What do you want?!” she squeaked, trembling.

“Who we are doesn’t concern you, only what we came here to do. We came here to put an end to your plans and to make you pay for trying to fool the Pentagon. Cover her up and take her downstairs.”

She was strapped into a straight jacket and carried out of the room and down the two flights of stairs, out the main entrance and into the front courtyard. A clear, bleak, starless sky confronted her as she stared up, without a single cloud in the horizon… a typical Punta Sol night, before the rains started. 

“There… there are no clouds… what happened?”

“We happened. Your weather control system has been shut down and we are working to get the world back to normalcy” said the voice she heard in her room. She could see the man’s figure, but it was blurred out by the powerful headlights of the SUVs in the courtyard.

“They are killing my dream… they are killing me,” she thought. She couldn’t let them. She wouldn’t let them! She tried to focus, to think sexy thoughts, but it was nowhere near enough to get her there… she had to get almost halfway to an orgasm to trigger a transformation. She licked around her lips, searching for cum… “Elle loves cum,” she thought, just before she spat it out. It tasted horrid to her. She couldn’t touch herself inside the straightjacket. There was no way out.

They took her to the main lab complex. It was completely empty, gutted of all equipment.

“Your technology will be put to good use by us, don’t worry,” said the familiar voice, suddenly. She looked over her shoulder to see that it belonged to none other than Stetson!

“B-But I k-k-killed you!! What’s going on?!”

“You’d be amazed at the kind of technology we possess at the Pentagon,” said Stetson in his ice-cold tone, “You’ll be even more amazed, I suspect, when you see that I wasn’t the only one brought back from the dead after your little rampage. Almost every person of any consequence from the SEX project is back, and eager to finish what they started.”

“Except for…”

“Holly,” completed Stetson. “We know you killed here right here in this building. That’s precisely why we brought you here, so you can be taught a lesson. Release her.”

Rachel was expecting a savage, Sexified Holly to pounce on her out of some dark corner, but she saw that Stetson was referring to her when she felt the restraints on the straightjacket being released, leaving her stark naked.

“Before we go back to the States for you to start doing what you were created to do, we thought we’d have some fun.”

Before she could even react, a soldier forced open her jaw and stuck an inhaler inside, pressing it several times. It felt just like… the arousal gas! Immediately she felt her body heating up!

“Oohhh… You’re making me horny…” she said, struggling to speak as she became more and more aroused, “You’ll… Ohhhhhhhh…. love me when I’m horny!”

Within moments everything became a blur to her, as she was overcome by sexual ecstasy, finally triggering a transformation!

She began panting and sweating profusely, dropping to all fours. She arched down her back, making her butt stick out. “Uuuuuuuugghhhh, oh God! Oh God!” she screamed as her legs began to grow longer and longer, toning as they grew and soon becoming a pair of stunning supermodel legs, her buttocks tightened as the waves of pleasure hit her, she got to her knees and cupped her butt as it sculpted itself into perfection, toning, tightening and gaining definition under her hands, which in turn turned softer and with longer fingers, with lengthening fingernails, she dropped to the floor again and turned around, facing up, her hands caressing her hips and torso as they began to shift, her hips gloriously filling out and her waist falling in, she thrust her pelvis up and down repeatedly as if she was being fucked, she kicked her legs trying to shake off the massive sexual energy she was producing, her face morphed into a hotter version of her own: her mousy nose rose ever so slightly, her cheekbones rose to give her the arrogant, dominating look of a woman who knows she is a goddess, her lips puffed up as her mouth watered, craving semen, and her black eyes grew larger and her eyelashes became long and sensuous. Her moans were now coming out not in a shy, squeaky tone, but in a sultry purr that would drive any man crazy. Finally, her hands moved to her breasts, holding her hardening nipples between index and middle finger, their heightened sensitivity driving her to new realms of pleasure, and her flat chest began to expand, growing and growing and growing as she screamed in ecstasy, stopping around the size of large grapefruits. During her transformation she had also grown in size, becoming over 3 times as tall as she’d normally be when Sexified, with corresponding strength increase. She felt the power surge through her veins, she was unstoppable! They would regret this and she would finish Stetson once and for all!

She got up and looked at the soldiers, her breasts as if miraculously held up by an invisible (and vey lucky) pair of hands.

Something was off, though. The soldiers weren’t running, nor were they attacking. Their masks protected them from her pheromones.

“We took the liberty to train some of our men to use the milk to their advantage. Observe,” said Stetson, now wearing a mask.

Some of the men took off their masks and gulped down some milk. Within moments they too were transformed and had ripped apart their clothes, towering over even her and displaying muscles that would make the Hulk blush and penises that even Elle wouldn’t be able to fit inside her.

“This time, the pleasure will be all ours!” said one of the soldiers. Immediately 6 transformed soldiers charged her and put her in position to get fucked from every hole! They forced her down and two of them entered her from behind at the same time, while two others forced their penises into her mouth, the four of them thrusting savagely. The other two just masturbated and came in her face, somehow shooting out 10-ropers every other minute.


Elle, the sex goddess, Elle, the most powerful woman on earth, Elle was being brutally raped like no one had ever been raped before. They pounded her vigorously for what seemed like an eternity, they beat her constantly and called her a whore, they entered her from both sides at once, two and three of them at a time, humiliating her and hurting her.


Finally, at sunrise, they stopped and stood back, evaluating their damage as they returned to normal form. She was bleeding, she who had bulletproof skin. She was aching all over and was covered head to toe in cum. Beaten, raped and exhausted, she collapsed on the floor, turning back into Rachel.

“Stupid whore, thinking you could forget about us,” said Stetson, delivering a brutal kick to her chest, “Slut! You thought you could just Sexify and turn the tables again?! If I get my way every day you’re not out on field work you’ll be fucked like this, like the whore you are!” he finished, spitting on her.

Rachel woke up in the main lab complex. She was back into the straight jacket. Squinting because of the bright lights, she could see that she was inside a glass cage… just like the one they put her in when they first began to experiment on her. The lab, which was gutted when she last saw it, was now full of brand new equipment.

“Ah, glad to see you’re back with us,” said Stetson, wearing a white lab coat on his body and a scowl on his face. The soldiers had been replaced by lab staff, many of whom she still remembered from the first experiments. “Before we bring you back into the States to start operational duty, we’re going to find out more about what you can do.”

The days that followed had been pure hell. They aroused her with gas released inside her cage, but even Sexified she was powerless. The glass was bulletproof and the first time she transformed she attempted to escape, prompting Stetson to summon soldiers to brutally force her into submission. After that, she knew that she would only be leaving the cage when they wanted her to.

They tested everything about her, including the minimum stimulation level required to trigger a Sexification, the upper limits of her strength and endurance and the different forms she transformed into. Every bone in her body ached, her head was constantly pounding and wounds and bruises abounded, cured only by successive transformations. By this point they had even let her take off the straight jacket, because they knew she wouldn’t try anything else. They had broken her.

She could see the data they gathered projected onto a large screen:

If the subject goes past a certain level of arousal (a relatively low threshold – just 45/100 in the Stetson human scale, where 100 is an orgasm), she loses all self-control to her sex drive. The chemicals have altered and conditioned her body to react in such a way to arousal that after the threshold, her sex drive is jump started as her arousal levels grow exponentially, easily breaking the Stetson human scale and entering the Sexified scale, the minimum level of which we estimate to be around 2000/100, enough to kill a normal woman more than 80 times over out of excessive body heat and heartbeat alone. What happens upon entering the Sexified threshold is no more than the subject’s body reacting to the extremely high levels of arousal and pleasure it subjects itself to in the first place: internally, the organs gain superhuman levels of performance, sexual sensitivity is greatly increased, pheromone production increases along with the production of sexual energy, which allows for superior strength without the usual proportional muscle growth, her skin’s composition is strengthened to the point of becoming bullet-proof and her brain is rewired to cope with the heightened sensations and makes room for a sixth sense, the ability to sense sexual energy; externally her body fine-tunes itself to become a perfectly adapted sex machine – every muscle, every fibre  is toned to optimal sexual performance, while facial features are altered based on the subject’s own preconceptions of physical beauty. Breast size increases due to the lactation in the Sexified state.

The subject has developed the ability to control her transformations to the point of being able to change her appearance at will and without the need for sexual stimulation, but in doing so she gains no additional strength. She has also grown in size, reaching up to 7 meters in height with enough sexual stimulation, and with a proportional increase in strength. Our soldiers have been known to grow to similar proportions, but more due to steroid-conditioning than in reaction to stimulation. We have so far been unable to ascertain whether this is the maximum size.

In short, the chemical treatment she was subjected to in the S.E.X. project has two interconnected effects:

1. After the 45/100 threshold, it allows her to reach the extraordinary levels of the Sexified threshold without recourse to additional arousal. Her body takes itself there.

2. Upon reaching the Sexified threshold, the chemicals cause her body to adapt and sexually optimise, rather than to succumb to sensory overload.

The subject has trained herself to gain self-control after Sexification, but still needs to sexually satisfy herself minimally. Too little satisfaction and she loses power, too much and she is driven to orgasm and reverts back to her normal state. By maintaining a balance she can stay in her transformed state for an undetermined amount of time.

“A Stetson ‘scale’ to measure arousal levels? Where do these people get off, reducing the joys of sex to numbers and graphs?” she thought. Her musings were interrupted by Stetson’s voice.

“As you can see, your potential is vast. You’re quite unremarkable and worthless as your normal self, but transformed you can be the weapon that ensures that our country remains a superpower.” He smiled. “The tests are complete. Take her to the plane, we’re going back to Washington!”

She was strapped back into the straight jacket and marched into the back of a carrier plane. Two soldiers walked ahead of her, the rest were behind her in line and Stetson completed the sad parade. It was over. Her rape was just a taste of things to come, once they reprogrammed her she would be their slave.

“There is no way out,” she thought to herself, the message echoing in her pounding skull. Tears began to form in her eyes when she noticed something: Milk concentrate! A few individual containers were on a counter. She couldn’t reach out and grab them, of course, but she could try something else…

“Uff!” she stammered as she tripped and brought the containers on the counter crashing down on top of her. One of them started to leak, releasing a few drops on the floor, which she just barely managed to lick and slurp before a soldier picked her up and slapped her viciously.

“On your feet!” he screamed, manhandling her as he propped her back on her feet and pushed her along, while two other soldiers put the containers back on the counter, not noticing the small leak.

They sat her down and strapped her onto a chair before strapping themselves in for takeoff.

A few drops weren’t enough to trigger a full-on, orgasmic transformation but they were enough to get her going. The soldiers didn’t notice as Rachel writhed with pleasure inside her straight jacket. They didn’t notice her suppressed moans, passing them off as weeping sighs. They didn’t notice the sweat that was beginning to build up on the floor under her feet, dripping down from her heating body. They didn’t notice her legs lengthen and stretch out…

Inside the straight jacket, there was a lot going on. A slower transformation had been triggered, and Rachel could already feel its effects. She struggled to stay still as sexual energy built up within her and focused to contain her moans of pleasure. The blistering pain from her wounds subsided as they healed.

She moaned softly, her face reddening slightly as sweat and heat built up inside the stifling straight jacket. She could feel her body shift and change, her senses beginning to overflow due to her heightening sensitivity. Her widening hips and perkier butt were grinding against the fabric, making her even hornier. Her breasts began to grow larger and larger, her nipples becoming rock hard spires. “MMmmmmm…” she moaned as the increased sensitivity of her made them sent a barrage of pleasure signals to her brain! They finally noticed when her breasts broke out of the straight jacket as her face contorted as it transformed into a picture of perfection set in a frame of sexual ecstasy, her pouty lips parted as an almost musical moan left her mouth, her eyes closed in throes of pleasure, revealing two large, shining, blue stars when she reopened them, her hair a beautiful honey-coloured mane. She finally flexed and opened her powerful arms and legs, ripping apart the straight jacket and seatbelts in one smooth motion, like a butterfly leaving her cocoon, revealing a gorgeous, petite body, just a few inches taller than she originally was, but shaped and toned to a point that would make a Perfect 10 or Victoria’s Secret girl jealous. At this point the plane was already airborne and the soldiers were already up, some of them chugging down their milk containers.

“No!” said Stetson, “too much added weight! You’re going to make us crash!”

The pilot turned around brusquely, trying to make an emergency landing on the island before every soldier hulked up and sent the plane crashing into the Caribbean Sea. He managed to land on a highway without a moment to spare – instantly the floor where Elle stood, surrounded by soldiers, gave way and they fell onto the tarmac below. As she picked herself up, the soldiers wasted to time in trying to subdue her again…

It could have been the urgency of the situation. It could have been the effect of the milk concentrate, which she had never tried. It could have been the adrenalin rush from the fact that the plane almost crashed into the ocean. She didn’t know or care why it happened, but something got a hold of her and flipped all the switches like she had never felt before, not even in her hottest transformations.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh…” she moaned, panting. “Oh God. Oh God. Oh God oh God oh God ooohhhhhhh MY FUCKING GOD!”

She though she knew what it was to be horny, but she was wrong. She had never felt anything like this. Her brain was focused on a single thing, sex, as every single brain cell was screaming “FUCK ME” in unison, and it was a matter of nanoseconds until another transformation was triggered!

She collapsed on the floor and started sweating profusely, her body heat reaching insane levels, to the point where it caused distortion in the air around her, her breathing became more and more uneasy as she could hardly stop moaning and soon screaming with pleasure. Her legs grew and became two long, slender pillars pulsing with strength, the legs of a goddess, she arched her back in a pleasure spasm as the heat continued to flow from her pussy through her body, which was morphing even further, every passing moment her already glorious curves accentuating to a level far, far beyond perfection and into divinity, she stuck out her ass as it toned and tightened, taking on a perfect heart shape, and finally her breasts exploded outward as they flooded with milk, two large, glorious, perfectly shaped large orange-sized mounds of flesh, her nipples rock-hard and hypersensitive spires. But it was still not over – she then grew and grew and grew until she was almost 20 metres tall, a veritable monument to lust, sex and sensuality, her sweat and pussy juice making her positively glow.

“FUCK ME NOW!” screamed the goddess, gasping, her voice at once a melodious song and a barking command. Elle wanted the soldiers inside her, three and four at a time; she needed it more than she needed to breathe!

As if the sight of a statuesque, raven-haired 20-metre tall beauty, naked, wet and panting wasn’t enough, Her pheromones overpowered even the transformed soldiers’ will. They charged, not to subdue to satisfy Her. Elle was a goddess in their minds and they were Her servants.

They crawled on top of her and every step they took towards her bosom was felt like an earth-shattering wave of pleasure. They put their lips to her nipples and sucked, milk gushing out like water from a broken fire hydrant. It filled them with power and made them grow even larger, almost to her height, but they were still hers to command.

She turned around and bent over, showing off her stunning ass and inviting them, and they obliged, four of them simultaneously pounding her from behind as she screamed, this time in pleasure. Another two promptly slid their massive, throbbing cocks in her mouth, and she sucked non-stop, craving semen. She barely stopped to breathe as she voraciously gulped down the man juice, occasionally letting out a moan. Every thrust behind her was a shockwave of sensations all over her divine body, every gulp of semen tasted like a divine nectar, nourishing her but never quite satisfying her.

She raised her body for a moment, letting a soldier slide beneath her, and promptly dropped herself on him, his cock reaching deep inside her like she had never been explored before. She bent over again and was entered from behind by two cocks, while she did the best to suck three soldiers dry. One of them had since collapsed, and his puny, untransformed body was crushed by her hand as she struggled to support herself. The soldiers thrust furiously into her ass, while she hopped slightly to maximise the effect of the soldier entering her pussy and slurped greedily at the three cocks in her mouth, not letting a single drop of semen leave her mouth.

Eventually, all the soldiers were exhausted, but Elle expected more... Elle wanted more… Elle needed more! The small break in pleasure was actually physically painful, but it at least allowed her to think clearly for a moment, finally seeing through the cloud of sexual ecstasy. There was still one man to take care of –

“STETSON!” She screamed, “Now do you see what you have created? Come, have a taste, you know you want to!”

“Weaklings,” Spat Stetson, leaving the back of the plane with a mask on his face “All that training and still they thought with their dicks!”

Elle could have crushed him easily right then, but she didn’t want to do it. She needed to teach him a lesson. She grabbed him gently, and put his mouth around her nipple, letting him suck.

“Whore, you’re going to regret this…”


She ignored his insult and merely forced his head forward with a gently touch of her finger. After a few seconds she put him back down, the doctor trembling all over…

Stetson’s transformation was fast and total: In less than two minutes, the 50-something year-old doctor had turned into a powerful, young Adonis, muscles rippling and giant penis throbbing. He was just a bit taller than her. Elle could sense the sexual energy within him, no doubt he was confident that he could destroy her. Fool.

Without a word, he pounced and penetrated her, thrusting furiously, trying to rape her as his soldiers had done when they first captured her, but Elle was only enjoying herself even more, her pain finally subsiding as the pleasure flooded back in, her fingernails digging massive holes into the ground as she scratched in her ecstasy, her moaning a sweet, sweet song. The doctor only thrust harder and harder, but he couldn’t come!

“All that power and yet you cannot satisfy a woman like me! I am in control, and you can only come when I achieve orgasm! Now FUCK ME!”

It was painful for him to do so, but Stetson kept thrusting and thrusting, he even found his hands caressing her divine body and his mouth licking and kissing her neck and breasts! He had entered her thinking he was in charge, and now he was helpless before Rachel, no, Elle’s desires! His body was screaming at him to stop, but he couldn’t, she was controlling him and wouldn’t stop until she was satisfied! He had become a colossus, yet before Her power he was but a puny little scientist. Truly, truly she was fantastic, and so much more than just a woman he could transform into a sexy spy at will, She was a goddess! He had been a fool to think he could have controlled this piece of divine perfection, he…

And finally he came. He unleashed litres and litres of semen, while Elle literally grabbed handfuls of the road and thrust Her pelvis up and down in ecstasy, squeezing the last few litres of sperm into Her, unleashing the last few reserves of sexual energy and leaving giant marks on the road in the shape of Her perfect ass every time She pounded it down on the ground after thrusting Herself up so he could get just a little bit further inside.

He was completely spent. Every last drop of sperm, every last ounce of energy, he had spent it to satisfy Her. He rolled over to the side, reverted back to his normal form and closed his eyes. “This is it,” he thought, “Dying as a sex-slave to the woman I was sent to subdue”. He took a final breath and died.

Elle had multiple orgasms which went on even after Stetson collapsed, each one stronger than anything she had ever felt before. She had taught him a lesson. She knew she would never reach these heights of pleasure again. She could die happy.

The End

