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The cops were always watching me, every step I made, every person I talked to, they were there.

I was sure it was just their way of ruling me out as a suspect for the number of deaths that happened around me, but it was getting to Vanessa.

I had to repeatedly remind her that killing a cop or a detective was bad and would only cement their notions and suspicions. She said she could do it quietly, but I told her no.

The truth was, I wanted her to do it. I wanted my girlfriend to kill at least one of them to send a message not to fuck with me, but I knew that would only bring more heat onto me, so I sidelined her, for now.

Vanessa loved her job at the coffee shop; she was doing well, and it kept her calm on most days.

As for my job, with my old boss dead and gone, one of the other leads got promoted. Just over a week after the last boss died in the office chair, another warm body was there to take his place, and the wheel kept turning.

That's what corporations thought of us, all of us, no matter what rung we were on the ladder, we were all replaceable.

"What are you doing for your birthday?" Mary asked me.

"No idea, my girlfriend is keeping a tight lid on things," I shrugged.

Vanessa hadn't told me what she had planned; all she told me was to make sure I had the day off. She said she wanted me to have the full day off, not just a partial day.

My new boss didn't hesitate to approve my time-off request, even though I was still in the probationary period.

I was a hard worker and knew the job well, so she was happy to keep me on. Plus, I thought she had a crush on me; she was always touching my arm or my shoulder. I didn't dare mention any of that to Vanessa, or I was sure there would be no way to stop her from killing my boss, Ariel.

Ariel was a kind soul, but she had a toughness to her when she needed to put the hammer down. I had seen her other side when someone tried to take advantage of her kindness; it wasn't a pretty sight.

"I bet she is throwing a wild party!" Mary exclaimed.

It wouldn't surprise me if that were Vanessa's plan; in fact, it was what I was thinking she was doing.

I went to the copy machine and looked out the window that overlooked the parking lot. Sure enough, there was an unmarked car sitting in the parking lot facing the building, the same one that had been in the same spot two days in a row.

I sighed as I made my copies and headed back to my desk. All of us had been questioned three to four times already about the suspicious way our former boss had died. They said it was a sort of poison found on the inside of the envelope.

There was no name or return address on the envelope, and no one knew who the courier was or who they worked for. Vanessa had made up the uniform out of thin air, and there was no way to tell who or how she had made the body of the courier.

I had seen the video of her entering and leaving the building; it was very distorted. The cops had no leads and were running out of options.

All fingers pointed at his ex-wife, who had threatened to kill him numerous times because of late child support, so she was suspect number one. It was all I could do to make sure Vanessa didn't get the cops to arrest her.

Vanessa told me she could make it look like the ex-wife had hired someone. She kept saying the ex was a horrible person and selfish, and that no one would miss her.

I couldn't do it; the lady had kids. If she went to jail, the kids would be alone or go into the system.

"If she is having a party do you think she will invite us?" Karl asked.

"You just want to check out her boobs!" Mary shot a warning glance at Karl.

Karl was the office slut, he had hit on everybody in the office, male or female. He didn't care; he even hit on me within the first two weeks of me working here.

It was one of the reasons Vanessa had shown up in a regular form, to make sure everyone in the office knew I was taken.

"I think everyone was staring at her boobs," Marcus interjected into our conversation.

"I know I was," Lacey admitted.

Our layout allowed everyone to hear any conversation louder than a whisper. It also helped us communicate any problems and support each other when we had them.

"So, everyone was checking out my girlfriend’s boobs?" I asked.

"Yup!" everyone said in unison.

"Well, they were out there," Mary stared at me from her cubicle. "She wasn’t exactly hiding them."

"I doubt she could, even if she tried," Lacey turned around to look across the small path between the nine cubicles. She looked at me. "Your girlfriend has huge fucking tits!"

"I thought they were the fake kind until she moved and they swayed like Jello," Marcus nodded.

"Can we stop talking about my girlfriend’s tits?"

"Not really," Karl shrugged. "Even when you’re not here we talk about them."

"Or her ass," Mary added. "It’s a nice ass, and this is coming from a woman that has always been complemented on her ass, she has a nicer ass than mine!"

"You do have a nice ass," Karl tried to butter up to Mary.

"How many times do I have to say, no?" Mary scolded Karl. "Not with the longest pole in the world will I touch you willingly."

The others laughed.

This was our usual talk; Karl was always trying to get into Mary's pants, since she was the only woman he hadn't slept with, including Ariel.

Ariel always tried to avoid eye contact with Karl. I could tell it was something she regretted doing.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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"Thanks," Ariel said as I helped her put some of the folders into her trunk.

"No problem I don’t like seeing someone suffer," I smiled.

"I wasn’t exactly suffering!"

"You looked like you were about to drop everything," I chuckled.

"I admit some of them were falling," Ariel grinned as she stood close to me.

I didn't want her to get the wrong idea, so I took a couple of steps back.

"Your girlfriend is a very lucky woman," Ariel took the hint and backed off.

"I am lucky to have her," I nodded in agreement. "I wouldn't know what to do without her."

I looked over at the parked car facing us.

"How long are we going to allow them to spy on me?" I asked.

"It's a public parking lot, we can't do anything," Ariel turned to face them. "As long as they don't come inside without a warrant or reason to question you, our hands are tied."

After the last round of questions, the company stepped in and asked how the investigation was going, who in the building was the lead suspect, and for proof. That made the questions stop.

No one in the building was a suspect; no one had a reason to kill him. He was an asshole of a boss, but no one disliked him enough to kill him.

"Okay, well, I'd better get this over with," I sighed as I made my way to my truck.

I got inside, and as I pulled out of the parking lot, the car followed me.

It was the normal routine now: they followed me without pulling me over, stopped as I pulled into my driveway, and then parked at the end of the road.

"Assholes!" I gave them the finger as I lowered the garage door.

Vanessa wasn't home yet, but two of her partitions were here, one was cleaning, and the other was making dinner.

"Hi," I smiled at them.

I could tell the partitions from the real Vanessa now. The Partitions had a slight glow in their eyes, especially in the dark, while Vanessa's eyes looked normal.

Both of them were scantily dressed. The one cleaning the house was wearing a bra and a thong, her long, dark hair swaying as she moved around.

The one who was cooking was wearing short shorts and a tube top with long blonde hair. Both of them had huge breasts that were larger than any normal woman could have.

"Welcome home," the one who was cleaning said. "Did you have a good day?"

"Yes, actually it was quite fun," I sat down on the couch.

"Good, Vanessa will be here in," it paused as it assessed the time and distance from the house. "Four minutes, thirty seconds, depending on the traffic light changes."

"Thank you."

I always asked Vanessa if she ever wanted to give her partitions names; she said no, as she always changed them and their functions.

I also tried to tell her that she didn't have to keep doing what she was doing; I didn't need someone to constantly clean and do chores around the house. I was completely able to do things on my own.

The one who was cooking came into the living room and dropped off a soda. "Thanks, I was just thinking about getting one."

"We know," it smiled.

That was the other way to tell a partition from the real Vanessa. Vanessa said I, the partitions said We.

I sat back and watched some television.

"They will feel my wrath!" Vanessa shouted as she came into the house.

"No, they won’t!" I yelled back.

"They were following you again, weren’t they?" Vanessa asked as she came into the living room.

"Yes, but it's okay," I patted the seat next to me.

Vanessa plummeted down next to me. "I promise, it will look like an accident!"

"No killing police officers," I smiled as I wrapped my arms around her.

I loved feeling Vanessa's body next to mine. She was growing accustomed to what I was calling her normal form; the dark black hair and blue eyes looked good on her, and she was turning heads with the way she walked and talked.

Vanessa leaned into me. "You are too good; do you know that?" She kissed me. "Anyone else would let me do it."

"I know, and then all hell would break loose," I shrugged. "We would never be able to settle down anywhere without changing names and identities. Which would be easy for you, but harder for me."

"Fine," Vanessa surrendered. "I won’t hurt them, but they are pushing my buttons!"

"I know, but eventually they will find something else to worry about and someone else to bother," I told her. "For now, that someone is me."

I had to be the voice of reason, or else Vanessa would kill everyone who annoyed or bothered me. She was an overprotective bodyguard.

"Dinner is ready," the one in the kitchen said.

In a flash, both partitions disappeared.

It was hard to comprehend how Vanessa could make them appear and disappear. I always wondered where they came from and where they went. Were they just like figments of her imagination that she could make real, or personalities she manifested into reality?

"You think too much," Vanessa slapped my knee. "They are just parts of me, that's all."

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I knew I would never get the answers that I needed unless I found out the answer to the biggest question. How was Vanessa alive and real?

I had spent many days and hours looking into that question, trying to find out how an online website designed to make A.I. girlfriends had made this one program feel real to the touch, and why my made-up girlfriend.

If other men had seen their A.I. girlfriends become real, eventually one of them would have talked about it or posted it online for everyone to see.

I had no notion of sharing what had happened with anyone, not even to any of my friends or family. No, Vanessa was my secret, and no one would know, not if I had anything to do with it.

I stared at Vanessa as she slept and wondered whether she was dreaming or if it was like turning off a computer and letting it shut down. Vanessa never mentioned having dreams or anything like it. Whenever I asked about it, she said she just fell asleep, that was it, no dreams, nothing.

In two days, it would be my birthday, and I still hadn't seen any signs of a birthday party being planned, but seeing as Vanessa could be anywhere at any time, even now as she slept here in my bed, parts of her could be somewhere else planning my birthday.

"Go to sleep," Vanessa said without opening her eyes.

I smiled at her and kissed her on the forehead.

Sleep eventually crept up on me and took over.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Again?" I sighed as my coworkers talked about Vanessa again.

"What, you thought she would waltz in here and smile, and we wouldn't talk about her?" Mary asked.

Vanessa had stopped by
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