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Dedication

 


Considering how big of a hit the first
Samantha Steel story is turning out to be, I must dedicate this
book, once again, to the fans…the people who contacted me with
amazing praises, as well as you other, dear readers…who are just
enjoying your selves! Thank You!

 


 



 


 


Author’s Note

 


 


Who is Samantha Steel?

What is Samantha Steel?

 


And where is all this headed?

 


More Thrills!

More Adventures!

More Passion!

 


More Raunchy Fun!

 


 


In the first short story, The First Coming,
we’ve learned a little background on our hot heroine…most
importantly that she’s been dealt a hand of cards in life that is
out of her control…she was born with incredible genetic
enhancements…enhancements that are specifically designed to produce
one of the world’s most amazing humans…especially when it comes to
sex.

And death.

Someone tried to take out The GESS
Organizations top sexy operative, but luckily failed.

But to what end. There’s more here than meets
the eye.

 


In this second volume, we go back in time,
where we begin Samantha’s journey of knowledge…as well as yours.
There are many questions, with just as many answers. A twist here,
a turn there…throw in an orgasm or two. It’s all good fun!

 


Let me take you on a, hot, sexy, and raunchy
adventure…by filling you in on how Samantha Steel, the secret agent
of GESS, cums about.

Oops…I meant comes about!

 


Enjoy!

 


Vanessa

 


 



 


 


One

 


I slapped my hand down on the huge oak
conference table. The sound echoed around the room.

“Someone tried to have me killed, and all you
do is sit there, shrugging your shoulders?” I yelled. “You're a
real caring son of a bitch!”

General Hank Gibbons just stared at me,
completely blank-faced.

Two hours earlier I was in a Vegas hotel
room, getting my rocks off with one of the local studs...and then
the next thing you know, the poor guy ends up with a couple of
bullets in him, and is dragged off by the two assholes who offed
him. And the ironic part…they were actually after me. Whoever hired
them to kill and snatch me had very poor Intel. I heard one of the
killers speaking into his radio, and they thought they got poor
Sam Steel...not realizing Sam was short for Samantha.
Morons.

Thank God for morons.

I stormed around the room, pacing around the
conference table in a circle. Yelling. Screaming. I was fucking
pissed. Hey, I knew this job was going to have these life and death
moments, but when you finally face one, and it's this close to
home, the least that my superior can do is give a shit!

The General cleared his throat, waiting for
me to calm down. That was just the way he was...never letting any
emotions get in the way of business...even if the business was his
number one agent getting sold out and killed.

I continued parading around the room,
ranting. I passed in front of the glass panes which separated us
from other personnel walking past in the hallway. I couldn't help
but notice...every time someone got a look at me having a
tantrum...they started speed-walking.

Times have changed since I first arrived
here...seven years ago. I'm treated quite a bit differently
now.

In a huff, I finally sat down...two chairs
from the General. He quickly arose with a smirk, and moved four
chairs further away. “I'm not falling into your trap, Agent Steel.
No. Not this time.” he said cynically.

“C'mon General, you'd love it. Come a bit
closer.” I said slyly. I put my stiletto heels up on the table,
leaning back in the soft leather of the chair. I gave the General
quite a peek up my mini skirt...my long, taut legs catching his
eye. “See anything you like, Hank?” I purred. I crossed one leg
over the other, allowing the General a generous peek at my pink
pussy lips, which were beginning to dampen with the thought of
naughtiness. This isn't the first time I had the General's
attention.

“Goddammit, Steel! I'm sure you recall
uniform protocol, don't you? Just for once, could you wear a pair
of fucking panties?” the General screamed, a vein in his forehead
beginning to protrude. “For someone with an IQ that's north of 200,
you seem to forget to wear underwear an awful lot!” I usually never
wear underwear of any kind...it's just too constrictive. I also
love breaking the rules. But I didn't this time. Well, not
really.

“I am wearing panties, General. See?” I
spread my legs; my womanhood wide open to the General. I pulled my
leather skirt up just enough to show him he was wrong. “See
Hank...panties. Although they do happen to be crotchless.” I said,
giggling. The General just readjusted himself in his chair...but I
caught sight of his tongue give his lips a lick. He probably had a
raging hard on...I seemed to have that effect on men. God he was
adorable!

The first time I'd seen the General...I was
just turning eighteen, and I thought he was “all that”. A
god among men. I guess he was, to me. He was still ruggedly
handsome...light eyes, strong jaw and chin, perfect teeth. His dark
hair then, had just the right amount of salt sprayed through it to
give him a certain older man sex appeal. He was still a very
powerful man, but once I sunk my teeth into him, he couldn't handle
me anymore. I still had the hots for him...maybe even loved him, I
can't lie about that. But the power was all mine now.

And this was becoming fun. I was quickly
forgetting about my recent brush with death.

The General regained his composure, his
steely eyes settling on mine. “Steel, you need to be debriefed
about what you saw and heard in the hotel...every detail you can
remember.” he said.

“That shouldn't be a problem.” I said. My
memory was almost photographic. “You know me, I remember almost
everything.” I smiled a long, wide grin. “I remember every time
we've been in this room together, General. Don't you?”

The General set his jaw...teeth clenched. So
many times in the past he tried to resist me, and failed. He was
trying now, but I knew he was failing. If I could get close enough
to him, he would be mine.

“Can we please stay on the subject?” he said.
His voice was weakening, sounding like a nervous schoolboy, who
didn't know the answer to a question the teacher just asked
him.

I stayed in my chair, watching as his
defenses weakened...his walls breaking down...a few beads of sweat
were forming on his forehead, and he continually moved his eyes
from mine, not capable of keeping eye contact with me. I was going
to make him pay...pay for trying to make me seem unimportant just
moments ago. My heels, still up on the table, spread a few inches.
I placed a long middle finger in between my lips, wrapping my
tongue about it several times. Then I slid my hand under my skirt,
sliding my finger over my other lips...caressing slowly.
“What subject was that, Hank?” I said, answering his question from
moments ago.

The General reached slightly under the
conference table, a light hum became perceptible. The glass. The
tall glass panel to my left suddenly darkened, then blackened. No
seeing out. No seeing in. The General no longer wanted us to be
observed.

Oh yes...seven years had passed, and quite a
bit had changed. I leaned back in my chair, my fingers dancing
merrily over my mound...the General, who used to be a man of great
strength and power around me, stood up and crept towards me. The
bulge in front of his pants was quite noticeable.

He was next to me, slowly caressing me with
his eyes from head to toe, and back again. He moved behind me, and
I caught his scent...a leathery, manly musk. His hands went to my
shoulders, massaging me. “Damn you, Steel.” he said. I tilted my
head back in a light laugh, my long, dark hair tickling at his
hands as they kneaded my neck. He leaned forward, kissing
me...drugging himself with my power.

“That feels so good, Hank. Please don't
stop.” I said. I noted his breathing, which had grown heavy. He was
caressing my neck, slowly...his fingers moving in circular motions.
He was still resisting me. The last time we were here, he couldn't
restrain himself...jumping at me like a wild dog. Almost like the
first time.

Oh yes, we had danced this dance before.

As the General continued his back and neck
massage, slowly making his way to my breasts, my mind started to
drift...remembering the first time I sat in this room with him...I
had just turned eighteen, and knew very little of who, or what I
was.

It was the beginning...and I was quite
different back then than I am now.

Massive potential...gifted...powerful. Maybe
too powerful.

But still innocent. Well, kind of.

The General had become quite the masseuse, as
I continued to relax and drift...

Seven years ago, and I was here in this same
spot, with this same man...

 



 


 


Two

 


At first I was nervous...but not scared. I
was definitely excited...I'd never been on any type of adventure
before.

We were out in the Nevada desert, in an
underground facility. I was told by my tour guide, and former
foster mother, that we were in the main headquarters of the
G.E.S.S. Agency...Genetically Enhanced Super Soldiers. The agency
itself had started out as a branch of a CIA black ops unit...before
that it was a small secret operation in which soldiers and agents
were being given a genetic enhancement serum invented by Dr.
Jonathan Steel, during World War II, which boosted traits such as
strength, stamina, and intelligence...if they lived through the
procedure. Few did. That was “back then”

GESS was now run by private money, and
sanctioned by our government. The private money behind GESS was the
“They” or “Them”, people speak of so often. The GESS agency had
become one of the most powerful, yet unknown organizations in the
world. Whatever war or battle they were fighting, was for the
highest “Good” of the planet. At least that's what Agent Jessica
Rand told me, and it seemed she believed it as well.

This facility had started out as a fallout
bunker...the military used to detonate hydrogen bombs not far from
here...which meant the area was easy to keep private. It was also
immense...miles of tunnels crawling all over the desert, and
reaching underneath Las Vegas...one of the main reasons I frequent
Sin City in my spare time. The facility was state of the art,
through and through.

 


We flew in from Los Angeles, where I had been
living in foster care. Our group consisted of me, Agent Jessica
“Jessie” Rand, the General, and Madame Renee Clousseau, whom I
wasn't sure exactly what her role was with the agency. I did know
that she was one of us...a genetically enhanced human, as was
Jessie and the General. I was told she was a large part of my
training. I wasn't sure what that meant, but considering how she
looked, and acted...I was immensely curious.

I was brought to a lab, accompanied by
Jessie. She'd been with GESS for a long time now, recruiting
herself into the agency because the super serum saved her life. Her
way of repaying the debt was to use her enhancements to work for
GESS.

I received a run of the mill physical
examination, although they did draw quite a bit of blood. The
doctor who administered my exam was kind of stiff. You know, very
formal. That changed quickly once my clothes were off.

At first I felt a bit uncomfortable disrobing
in front of a complete stranger, but Jessie stood by my side
throughout the whole exam...I guess to make me feel relaxed. “Miss
Steel, would you mind disrobing down to your undergarments,
please?” asked Dr. No Personality. I thought, “He's in for a
surprise.”

I stripped quickly, watching Jessie's
reaction to the doctor's reaction. I eyed his crotch, using my
eyebrow as an arrow, so Jessie would look at his manhood. Once down
to my panties, the doctor didn't just become aroused...he had a
full on erection. Jessie and I giggled. The doctor blushed, and
excused himself from the exam room.

“Sam, behave yourself,” said Jessie,
giggling. “This is serious stuff. You’re behind the walls of one of
the most powerful espionage agencies in the world. “They” won't
react kindly to any horsing around.” I just giggled.

“Listen, Jessie,” I said, “you guys dragged
me into this. If my life is going to take some radical changes, I
might as well have a good time doing it.” Jessie smiled, shaking
her head. My attitude even surprised me. “I can't explain it other
than I feel normal being here...almost like I was meant for
it.”

“You are meant to be here, Sam.” said Jessie.
“The General will go over everything with you shortly. Tomorrow,
the real tests begin...this exam is just some preliminary testing,
nothing unusual.”

The exam door opened, and in walked a new
doctor...female this time. And stunning. She had short, bronze
colored hair, over thin, long eyebrows. She wore rimless glasses,
which didn't remove from her big, blue eyes. Her petite nose led
down to long thin lips. Beneath her lab coat, she wore a long, form
fitting dress...definitely not normal dress code. I noticed her
female figure, the full breasts, with deep cleavage, flat stomach,
and thin, but curvy hips. Her skin was a lighter shade than her
hair, but also looked the color of bronze. At the sight of Jessie,
the doctor cracked a big, pearly white smile, raising her high,
curvy cheekbones.

“Jessie!” she said exuberantly.

“Colette Van Dyke,” Jessie returned, smiling.
“This is Samantha, GESS's newest and possibly last GESSer.”

“I heard we were receiving our ultimate
guest. Nice to finally meet you, Samantha, I've read quite a bit
about you.” said Dr. Van Dyke. She shook my hand, her grip strong
and firm.



“What's a GESSer?” I asked.

“A GESSer,” said Dr. Van Dyke, “is how we
refer to the personnel of the organization who are gifted, or have
genetic enhancements. Most of the agents here are normal humans, as
are your standard employees. They are extremely high achievers,
yes, but they can't compete with us. We are amazing specimens...the
next generation...the next phase of humanity.”

I watched her face, beaming with pride as she
spoke. It reminded me of the confidence the General exuded,
especially when he was barking orders into his cellphone. Yet there
wasn't even a hint of ego...just honor and dignity.

“I see you scared Dr. Schmitt out of here,”
she laughed. She looked up and down at my naked, her head nodding.
“And I can see why. Dr. Steel outdid himself.” She cupped my right
breast, lightly caressing my nipple, weighing it in her hand,
watching as my nipple hardened, reacting to her touch. I became
aware of the wetness in between my legs almost instantly. My heart
rate began speeding up...my desires increasing. I breathed in, and
exhaled deeply...right in the doctor's face.

The doctor took a step back from me, looking
a bit light-headed. “Oh my God...you're pheromone gift is really
powerful. One breath, and I can feel my pulse rate rocketing. Look
at this.” She moved her lab coat to the side, showing Jessie and me
her left breast...the nipple bulging from the material like a
pebble. She then showed us her forearm...all goose bumps. “You've
got some powerful mojo, young lady!” Dr. Van Dyke said, amused.

I noticed Jessie nodding, understanding
exactly what the doctor was talking about.

“Pheromone gift?” I asked.

The doctor looked at Jessie. “She hasn't been
told of her potential yet, has she?” the doctor asked.

“No,” said Jessie, “the General wanted to
have some preliminary tests run before we went over everything with
Samantha. Most of the records from Dr. Steel are theory, as you
know. We're not sure how much of that theory will become reality.
I'm sure you've read the case files.”

“Will one of you tell me what you're talking
about?” I asked. “Please.”

Dr. Van Dyke looked from me to Jessie. “Yes,
I've read her files.”

To me, “I'm not saying anything yet,
Samantha. I thought you were debriefed. I suppose the General will
want to get you up to speed about everything that's going on
himself. You could be the GESS agencies greatest asset ever. Let's
just give you a quick exam, and then I'll let Jessie take you to
your quarters.”

I wanted answers...the questions were
becoming deeper and more mysterious.

“Hop up on the examining table, and I'll be
quick.” the doctor said.

I laid back on the paper covered table,
feeling the coldness on my back and buttocks. The doctor ran the
same tests the first doctor did...Dr. Schmitt, but without the
erection, although she did seem to be enjoying touching various
parts of my body. So did I.

After some initial poking and prodding, the
doctor placed a pair of stirrups at the front of the table. “Okay
Samantha...I assume you've been to the gynecologist before, so you
know the drill.”

I looked at Jessie, a question floating on my
face.

“No, Colette,” said Jessie, blushing, “Sam's
never been to any doctor before. She's never been sick, never had
sex, and only recently got her period. Agency orders.” Jessie
pressed her lips firmly together, awaiting the doctor's
disapproval.

“Jessie, look at this girl. Forget
girl...woman. No period...No sex. With her hormones! No way.”

“Unless it was an emergency, Samantha was not
permitted to see any doctors, Colette. Imagine if they took a blood
test.” said Jessie.

“Okay, I understand not seeing a doctor. That
makes sense to me. However...I would have expected her to have
menstruated a long time ago. Twelve...thirteen, the latest.” said
the doctor. She turned to me, “Samantha, how old are you now?”

“I'm eighteen. In fact today's my
birthday.”

“Mine too,” the doctor said, smiling down at
me. “Today is every GESSer's birthday. Helluva sense of humor our
departed Dr. Steel had.” she said cynically. “When exactly did you
get your first period, Samantha?” she asked.

“Today...I just got it today.”

The doctor's features turned from sweet
beauty to puzzled. “Today? Sam, lean back, remove your panties, and
put your legs up in the stirrups.” I did as I was told, as the
doctor put some rubber gloves on with a smacking sound. “Just
breathe gently Samantha; this may feel a bit uncomfortable. I'm
going to examine your vagina and rectum...considering you've never
been through this before; it may feel a bit uncomfortable.

I felt a bit nervous, but my pussy was
gushing...the thought of the doctor probing me with her fingers
brought memories of my first orgasm rushing back to mind. My
rendezvous with Kenny, in the girl's locker room at school the
other day...the crashing wave of an orgasm I had, as his luscious
fingers probed at my womanhood.

At first, the doctor just looked, eyeing my
genitalia, a large white light overhead shining down on my crotch.
“You aren't menstruating, Samantha.”

“What do you mean...I know what I saw...what
I felt. Jessie was with me when it started. Here look at these.” I
held up my panties, noting the pad that lay resting in the lower
crotch region, a slight smear of blood running through the center.
Jessie nodded in confused agreement.

The doctor ran a gloved finger over my slit,
parting my lips, and then inserted a finger gently inside me. She
removed herself quickly...too quickly for my taste, and inspected
her covered finger. Clean, save for my juices. No blood in
sight.

“No blood.” she said. “Let me look at one
other thing.”

The doctor spread me open again, this time
using a cold, steel instrument: a speculum. She slid inside me, and
I thought I was going to explode, a soft moan escaping my lips. “My
God Samantha, you're absolutely dripping. Ya know most women don't
enjoy this.” she said sarcastically.

But I was almost writhing in ecstasy, feeling
that same building of pressure from the other day...that heat, just
below my waist...and a question popped into my mind...why wouldn't
someone enjoy this?

The doctor probed for a minute, then removed
her instrument. She then inserted two fingers inside me, and
probed...feeling inside me...prodding the interior flesh of my
dripping pussy. Jessie grabbed my hand, thinking I was in pain. How
wrong she was.

The doctor removed her fingers. I was
breathing heavily...feeling the heat running all over the lower
section of my body. I noted my juices were running down to the
crack of my ass, driving me insane with pleasure. The doctor,
noticing my extreme excitement, seemed beyond curious, and dared to
touch my clitoris. She rubbed my protruding button...no more than
five seconds, and I exploded. My hips bucking, my orgasm almost
splashing out of me. I groaned at the unexpected wave of pleasure,
wishing the sensation would never end. When it was over, I lay in a
heap on the table, my chest heaving.

“Wow!” said Dr. Van Dyke. She looked at
Jessie, who looked at me with wonder. “You don't see that every
day, do ya.” She giggled a little girl's giggle. “Samantha, are you
okay?”

I smiled, feeling myself blushing. “That's a
silly question.” I said. “Sorry about that…I...I just became so
excited...I couldn't help myself.”

“Neither could I, Samantha, but there's
nothing to be sorry about. What just happened doesn't surprise me
at all. What does surprise me is that you really haven't had sex
yet.” Dr. Van Dyke said. She looked at Jessie. “Her hymen is still
intact. You did a great job keeping her pure, Jessie. Considering
her hormones and pheromone levels...I have no idea how you did
it.”

“I think I know,” said Jessie. “I've been
thinking about it. The last several years are beginning to make
sense to me. Like putting pieces of a puzzle together.” Jessie
looked at me, a wave of clarity appearing on her face. “I think
I've figured out quite a bit of this puzzle. Things that have been
kept from me.”

The doctor was writing notes on a chart.
“Well fill me in, Jessie,” Dr. Van Dyke said, “You've been living
with Samantha for years. What do you know that we don’t?”

“Samantha, put your clothes on.” said Jessie.
“I think it's time for the debriefing. I think it's time you, me,
and the good doctor got some answers. I think I know a few, but
I'll bet the General has a lot more.

I couldn't wait to hear this.

 



 


 


Three

 


I was escorted to the conference room. Jessie
to my left, Dr. Van Dyke on my right, two uniformed men following
close behind.

“Dr. Van Dyke?” I asked.

“Samantha, please call me Collette.” she
answered, sweetly.

“Collette,” I said shyly, “are you gay?”

Collette looked at Jessie and me as we
walked, a big grin on her face. Then she began laughing. “I'm not
even close to gay,” she answered, still laughing. “Are you asking
because of what happened in the examining room?”

“Well, yeah,” I said. “I've read enough books
to know that touching me the way you did during the exam is NOT
normal procedure. It was very sexual.”

“That was because of you, Samantha. When you
breathed heavily on me, I received your pheromones, which turned me
on...really turned me on! Believe me, I love men...rolling around,
doing the nasty...hot, raunchy sex with a beautiful man...that's
more my style.” She turned her head, ogling the guards walking
behind us, insuring they heard her when she mentioned her sexual
preference.

“You have an ability, Samantha...a gift.
Something that none of us have...something that is going to change
everything.” Colette was struggling to explain herself. “Samantha,
I just couldn't help myself...I was so turned on, I had the most
intense urge to bring you to orgasm...to watch and feel you
cum...to bring you immense pleasure. You did that to me.”

I looked at Colette, and then at Jessie, who
nodded in response. Jessie completely understood what Colette was
referring to. She lived it...for years.

We arrived at the conference room. A huge set
of paneled oak doors stood open to a cavernous room. The walls were
all wood paneled, from an era long since gone. Pictures of former
presidents, military men, and any form of past American nobility
were hanging in various places on the walls. At the far end sat
leather couches and chairs, for intimate gatherings, but in the
middle of the room was an immense oaken table, surrounded by
several leather-wrapped chairs. I noticed the glass panels placed
throughout the room...two way glass, no doubt. Some of the glass
was darkened, I noted as well.

We were greeted by the General and Madame
Clousseau, both seated at what seemed to be the head of the massive
conference table. The General stood upon our entrance, a strong
grin on his face. He was wearing gym gear...and from the look of
it, he'd been working out recently. Muscles bulged from underneath
his green camouflage t-shirt, a few faint sweat stains from the
armpits and around the neck, also noticeable.

“Ladies, please come and sit down. We have a
lot to talk about.” said the General. He was devilishly confident,
even when surrounded by four beautiful women. He always seemed to
convey great control. I couldn't take my eyes from him. I noticed
the other ladies also felt similarly...we all watched him with a
keen eye. I wondered how many of the others were undressing him, as
I was.

“So,” he began, “Samantha Steel is finally in
our midst. Miss Steel, I suppose you have dozens of questions, a
few of which may have been answered. Now is the time for those
answers, but I want you to understand...I don't have all of them.
Yet. We put you through a normal exam when you arrived, to put some
of our own questions to rest, as well as to just check your general
overall health.”

There was a knock on the door. A guard opened
it to Dr. Schmitt, who carried a large file folder. The guard
admitted the doctor, who quietly handed the file to the General.
The General thanked the doctor, placing the file he brought in on
top of an even larger file sitting on the table in front of him. I
noticed Dr. Schmitt continually glanced my way. Before he left, I
gave him a wink, and touched my tongue to my lips.

Jessie smacked my thigh under the table.
“Behave yourself!” she whispered. I smiled at her.

“She can't behave herself, Agent Rand,”
squawked the General, “she lacks discipline and training. That's
why she's here now.”

“How did he hear that?” I thought. It was
clear...nothing got past this man.

The General looked over the results of the
file Dr. Schmitt had brought in. “Dr. Van Dyke, can you take a look
at this?”

Colette took the results from the General, a
bit of surprise crossing her face. She looked over at Jessie and
me...her blue eyes staring at me over her glasses. She handed the
file back to the General, a small smile appearing, devilish in
nature. I felt my heart beginning to thump in my chest, more from
fear than curiosity.

My life...my whole existence...who I
am...what I am...why I am...was sitting in two large files sitting
in front of the General.

Without saying a word, he pushed the large
pile across the table, directly in front of me.

The answers were here.

 


***

 


I put my hand on the files, fingering the
sides. My name, with some other writing, was written down the spine
of the large file in large, black ink.

 


Steel, Samantha...04/01/1987 – Present.
G.E.S.S. Dr. Jonathan Steel.

 


All eyes were on me...I felt them. I recall
my heart thumping harder than ever in my chest, in my temples. I
took a deep, obvious breath, and opened the top exam file.

“No, no,” interrupted the General, “the
bottom file first. I want you to look through all the notes in
there first...especially the theoretical notes written by Dr.
Steel...they are the most important.” The General was leering at
me, a dead seriousness in his eyes. I smirked, thinking it was
funny that I was about to find out everything about myself...almost
every question I had, or ever had, was about to be answered, yet I
found myself thinking about the man in front of me...his strong,
light eyes...rock hard jawline...the muscles rippling in his neck
and shoulders. In fact, I looked around at all the people in the
room, noticing everyone's incredible beauty. It turned me on
something fierce.

But I had a task in front of me...a life
changer.

“This file is huge...it could take me hours
to get through it all. Are you guys gonna just sit there and stare
at me while I read?” I asked, feeling self-conscious.

“Yes, and no, Miss Steel,” said the General.
“As you read, you're going to have quite a few
questions...questions that one of us will hopefully be able to
answer.”

With that I opened my file, and began to
read. As I did, I decided not to ask any questions until I was
through, if it were possible. But the first page of the file
stopped me in my tracks...questions stirring in my mind that I
hadn't expected.

 


Experiment #99...Female

Similar genetic enhancements to #98 and #18
in physical form – strength, stamina, enhanced health, immunity to
all known ailments and pathogens, especially in the form of STD's.
Enhanced physical appearance. Also, genetically enhanced
senses...eyesight, hearing, olfactory, etc.

Infertility. Chance of pregnancy is
impossible. For now.

 


“Infertility?” I asked.

“All of us,” answered Jessie, a bit sadly.
“No GESSer can produce offspring.

“And it's especially important for you, Miss
Steel. Read on.” the General chimed in.

“Important for me?” I asked. “What would
happen if I had a baby?”

“You don't understand,” said the General. “If
you'll read the material...you will understand.”

And read I did. The first several pages went
over all my desired genetic enhancements...it seemed the good Dr.
Steel had this down to a truly brilliant science. My mental and
physical enhancements were beyond any average human being. Actually
beyond all humans. I couldn't get sick, or catch a disease. I
didn't need as much sleep as a regular person. It was like I was a
superhero.

Much of the other information was about my
time spent in “foster care”. With Jessie. I looked up from the mass
of papers, to see Jessie staring at me with intensity. She said
some things had become clear to her...like a light bulb going off
in her head.

When I got to the back of the file...that's
when I saw what Jessie had been waiting for me to see. What they
all had been waiting for me to see.

 


Personal Notes: Dr. Jonathan Steel –
Pertaining to #99

“POSSIBLE SIDE EFFECTS OF INCREASED
HORMONES AND PHEROMONES INTO THE SYSTEM”

“The increase in pheromones mixed with the
massive excess of hormonal activity in the female should force
increased sexual desires in co-habitating humans, mostly
males...but possibly females as well. This is a completely new
experiment, and the outcome is imprecise. For several years
hence...the female should be observed virtually twenty four hours a
day. The subject could/should also have a large increase in sexual
desires.

Due to the inadequate data from prior
experimentation, I (Dr. Jonathan Steel) believe it is possible the
female could be subject to high levels of nymphomania.”

 


“Nymphomania?” I whispered aloud.

It seemed everyone perked up as the word left
my lips. I looked at the General, who enticed me with his eyes to
finish reading.

 


“The possibility of nymphomania in our
female subject would more than likely increase her overall
effectiveness in the field. Combined with her other abilities...if
all goes well, and as I theorize, she could become the most
advanced human on the planet...and the most effective espionage
agent who ever existed.

This all is dependent on the control the
female has over her abilities, especially the possibility of her
massive sex drive.”

 


I looked up from the file, the others waiting
to see my reaction. This did answer quite a few questions,
especially why I was always hornier than a fucking jackrabbit, but
I still had more...and I definitely needed clarification on a few
things. But before I could ask, the General spoke up...

“Miss Steel, the way the world operates now
is far different from the world when Dr. Steel began his super
soldier experiments. Wars and battles were won by intelligence and
strength. Whoever had the biggest, strongest military force was
almost always the victor. But things changed.” proclaimed the
General.

“Intelligence became the main attraction.
Information. Espionage. Spying.” The General stood, and began
pacing the room, his confidence and power almost dripping off him
as he spoke.

“You see, sheer strength in numbers doesn't
count for a hill of beans, anymore. A war can be won with a single
bomb...a coup in some foreign country...a hacker in China taking
down the FICO credit score system in the United States...or some
rich oil baron in a far off land gets too big for his own ego. No.
Sheer brute strength does not keep the peace anymore. Intelligence,
information, and action. And that's done by organizations like us.
We keep the peace. For our country. For the world. And we'll do
whatever it takes.” the General exclaimed.

The General paused, standing just a few feet
from me now. He'd worked himself into a frenzy. His eyes were lit
up, bright and wide. His eyes stared right into mine.

“You, Samantha Steel, are going to help us
keep the peace,” said the General. You’re stronger, faster, and
more intelligent than 99.9% of the other humans on this planet. But
you also possess some other gifts. Gifts that could dramatically
shift the balance of any situation in your favor. In our
favor.”

“I'm a Super Slut. Is that it?” I asked
smugly.

“Samantha.” Jessie said softly from behind
me. “It's not like that.”

“Oh, it's exactly like that,” I said. “It may
not be the title you want to use, but it pretty much describes who,
or what I am. Or what I'm going to be.” I was angry.

The General, seeing my anger, spun my chair
around on it's pedestal, placing his face directly in front of
mine. I smelled his scent...a hint of light aftershave, and manly
sweat. “Yes, Miss Steel...the sooner you accept the role you'll be
playing, the quicker and easier your transition will be. You will
use your powers of intelligence and seduction to help the
country...the world.”

“How? By fucking everyone?” I yelled.

The General reached for the second file...the
notes on the exam I'd been given earlier. He opened the file,
standing so close to me I felt the heat from his body. He removed
two sheets of paper, and placed them down in front of me. He then
placed his hands on my shoulders, once again his face in front of
mine...our noses inches away from each other.

“Samantha,” he spoke quietly, the first time
I remembered him using my first name, “don't be ashamed or angry
about who you are.” His eyes, so close to mine, I felt I could swim
in their liquid. I felt my heart pop a few extra beats with him so
close to me. I found myself ignoring his words, and ignoring my
anger. I felt lust.

The General just stayed in his
position...face in front of mine, unflinching. It was sort of like
two kids having a staring contest. A solid, silent minute passed
between us, and I realized I still had a huge breath of air in my
lungs. I'd forgotten to breathe. The General blinked, and then in a
gust, I exhaled. Right in his face.

He didn't budge for another few moments. But
then I saw it...a single tear drip out of his left eye, quickly
running down the tanned cheek of his face. He took a step back from
me, copying Dr. Van Dyke's reaction almost exactly. I looked to my
right, at Jessie. She had the look of someone who may have seen a
ghost...wide eyed, mouth open in the shape of an “O”. The other
ladies looked quite the same. In my mind, considering what had
happened in the examining office, I thought things were about to
get interesting.

And just like that, in an instant, I didn't
feel angry anymore. I felt...funny. Not laughter funny...just odd.
I felt kind of...powerful!

The General attempted to compose himself, the
strong-willed son of a bitch that he was. He cleared his throat,
wiped his brow with the back of his hand, all the while backing
away from me...back to his chair at the head of the table. He sat
down, but not with the grace of a man in control...he almost fell
in his chair, drunkenly.

“Samantha,” the General slurred, “please read
the doctor's exam notes.”

I rustled the two pieces of paper in between
my fingers, already knowing what they had written on them. The top
sheet mentioned blood work and endocrine results.

There are high levels of unstable hormones
resulting from immense amount of pheromones pulsing throughout my
body. The probability of a very high sex drive...in me, as well as
those who came into contact with me, was massive.

The pheromones may act almost drug-like,
inducing an unstable reaction in both antagonist and protagonist.
The protagonist, in theory, may possibly control the antagonist,
depending upon certain circumstances.

Yep, just as I thought. I was a sex bomb!

I began to giggle...then exploded in
laughter. In fact, I don't think I ever laughed so hard in my life.
I noticed Jessie and Colette joined me, while Madame Clousseau and
the General just grew worried looks on their faces. The two guards
didn't budge.

“So Jessie,” I said, “you mentioned you had
an idea as to what happened to you...to us...over the last several
years. Because of me.”

“Yes,” Jessie said, “it's all beginning to
make sense.”

“Well, Agent Rand, since there are still a
few unanswered questions...the floor is yours.” the General
said.

“I think when Samantha came into my care
sixteen years ago, the unstable hormones and pheromones combination
in her system just continuously released itself from her
system...maybe directly through the pores of her skin, sort of like
she was emanating sexual desire. It was probably very faint when
she was at her youngest, having only minimal effects on the people
around her. But as she aged, the effects grew more powerful...I
know because they effected me.” said Jessie.

“We had hypothesized that, Agent
Rand...Samantha had no control over her gift, so it just ran
rampant.” said the General.

“Well you could have mentioned it to us,
Hank,” cried out Jessie. “You have no idea what it was like...after
a while your thoughts and feelings are continuously on one
thing...sex. Day and night. And I could only imagine what it must
have been like for the boys in the house, with their hormones
already spinning out of control from normal adolescence. Shit,
Agent Trevor couldn't keep his hands off me once he was stationed
in the house permanently. If anybody feels like a whore, it's me.
It was my job, remember. We fucked like animals! Out of control
animals! We had no choice!” Jessie sobbed.

My memories faded back to the many nights my
foster brothers and sisters would hear Tom and Jessie, their
passionate lovemaking could be heard throughout the house. We would
giggle outside of their bedroom door. And the time I caught them in
the kitchen...Jessie going down on Tom, taking him in her mouth and
relieving him of his sexual anguish, then pulling him up to the
bedroom to relieve her own.

“Jessie, I'm sorry, but there was so much we
didn't understand,” said the General. “If Jonathan hadn't been
killed, we would have better understood how to deal with the issue.
If anything, at least we knew his theory...his
experiment...worked.”
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